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PREFACE. 


EYERAL  of  the  Essays  which  are  here  col- 
lected and  reprinted  have  had  the  good  or  bad 
fortune  to  be  much  criticised  at  the  time  of 
their  first  appearance.  I  am  not  now  going  to 
inflict  upon  the  reader  a  reply  to  those  criticisms ;  for  one 
or  two  explanations  which  are  desirable  I  shall  elsewhere, 
perhaps,  be  able  some  day  to  find  an  opportunity ;  but^ 
indeed,  it  is  not  in  my  nature, —  some  of  my  critics  would 
rather  say,  not  in  my  power,  —  to  dispute  on  behalf  of 
any  opinion,  even  my  own,  very  obstinately.  To  try  and 
approach  Truth  on  one  side  after  another,  not  to  strive  or 
cry,  not  to  persist  in  pressing  forward,  on  any  one  side, 
with  violence  and  self-will,  —  it  is  only  thus,  it  seems  to 
me,  that  mortals  may  hope  to  gain  any  vision  of  the  mys- 
terious Goddess,  whom  we  shall  never  see  except  in  out- 
line, but  only  thus  even  in  outline.  He  who  will  do 
nothing  but  fight  impetuously  towards  her  on  his  own,  one, 
favorite,  particular  line,  is  inevitably  destined  to  run  his 
head  into  the  folds  of  the  black  robe  in  which  she  is 
wrapped. 

I  am  very  sensible  that  this  way  of  thinking  leaves  me 
QQder  great  disadvantages  in  addressing  a  public  com- 
posed from  a  people  ^  the  most  logical,"  says  the  Saturn 
<%  Review^  <^  in  the  whole  world."    But  the  truth  is,  I 
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have  never  been  able  to  hit  it  off  happily  with  the  logi- 
cians, and  it  would  be  mere  affectation  in  me  to  give  my- 
self the  airs  of  doing  so.  They  imagine  truth  something 
to  be  proved,  I  something  to  be  seen  ;  they  something  to 
be  manufactured,  I  as  something  to  be  fDund.  I  have  a 
profound  respect  for  intuitions,  and  a  very  lukewarm 
respect  for  the  elaborate  machine-work  of  my  friends  the 
logicians.  1  have  always  thought  that  all  which  was 
worth  much  in  this  elaborate  machine-work  of  theirs 
came  from  an  intuition,  to  which  they  gave  a  grand  name 
of  their  own.  How  did  they  come  by  this  intuition  ? 
Ah  I  if  they  could  tell  us  that.  But  no ;  they  set  their 
machine  in  motion,  and  build  up  a  fine  sliowy  edifice, 
glittering  and  unsubstantial  like  a  pyramid  of  eggs  ;  and 
then  they  say ;  "  Come  and  look  at  our  pyramid."  And 
what  does  one  find  it  ?  Of  all  that  heap  of  eggs,  the  one 
poor  little  fresh  egg,  the  Original  intuitionl  has  got  hiddeii 
away  far  out  of  sight  and  forgotten.  And  all  the  other 
eggs  are  addled. 

So  it  is  not  to  build  rival  pyramids  against  my  logical 
enemies  that  I  write  this  preface,  but  to  prevent  a  mis- 
understanding, of  which  certain  phrases  that  some  of 
them  use  make  me  apprehensive.  Mr.  Wright,  one  of 
the  many  translators  of  Homer,  has  just  published  a  Let- 
ter to  the  Dean  of  Canterbury,  complaining  of  some 
remarks  of  mine,  uttered  now  a  long  while  ago,  on  his 
version  of  the  Iliad.  One  cannot  be  always  studying 
one's  own  works,  and  I  was  really  under  the  impression, 
till  I  saw  Mr.  Wright's  complaint,  that  I  had  spoken  of 
him  with  all  respect.  The  reader  may  judge  of  my  as- 
tonishment, therefore,  at  finding,  from  Mr.  Wright's  pam- 
phlet, that  I  had  ^^  declared  with  much  solemnity  that 
*i,^..o  ig  not  any  proper  reason  for  his  existing."    That  I 
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never  said  ;  but,  on  looking  back  at  my  Lectures  on  trans- 
lating Homer,  I  find  that  I  did  say,  not  that  Mr.  Wright, 
but  that  Mr.  Wright's  version  of  the  Iliad,  repeating  in 
the  main  the  merits  and  defects  of  Cowper's  version,  as 
Mr.  Sotheby's  repeated  those  of  Pope's  version,  had,  if  I 
might  be  pardoned  for  saying  so,  no  proper  reason  for  ex- 
isting. Elsewhere  I  expressly  spoke  of  the  merit  of  his 
version  ;  but  I  confess  that  the  phrase,  qualified  as  I  have 
shown,  about  its  want  of  a  proper  reason  for  existing,  I 
used.  Well,  the  phrase  had,  perhaps,  too  much  vivacity : 
alas!  vivacity  is  one  of  those  faults  which  advancing 
years  will  only  too  certainly  cure ;  that,  however,  is  no 
real  excuse  ;  we  have  all  of  us  a  right  to  exist,  we  and 
our  works  ;  an  unpopular  author  should  be  the  last  per- 
son to  call  in  question  this  right.  So  I  gladly  withdraw 
the  offending  phrase,  and  I  am  sorry  for  having  used  it ; 
Mr.  Wright,  however,  will  allow  me  to  observe  that  he 
has  taken  an  ample  revenge.  He  has  held  me  up  before 
the  public  as  ^  condemned  by  my  own  umpire  " ;  as  '<  re- 
butted," and  "  with  an  extinguisher  put  upon  me  "  by  Mr. 
Tennyson's  remarkable  pentameter, 


*'  When  did  a  frog  coarser  croak  upon  oar  Helicon? 


»» 


(till  I  read  Mr.  Wright  I  had  no  notion,  I  protest,  that 
this  exquisite  stroke  of  pleasantry  was  aimed  at  me)  ;  he 
has  exhibited  me  as  ^'  condemned  by  myself,  refuted  by 
myself,*'  and,  finally,  my  hexameters  having  been  rejected' 
by  all  the  world,  "  somewhat  crestfallen."  And  he  has 
himself  made  gi^ne  of  me,  in  this  forlorn  condition,  by 
parodying  those  unlucky  hexameters.  So  that  now,  I 
should  think,  he  must  be  quite  happy. 

Partly,  no  doubt,  from  being  crestfallen,  but  partly, 
too,  from  sincere  contrition  for  that  fault  of  over-vivadty 
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which  I  have  acknowledged,  I  will  not  raise  a  finger  in 
self-defence  against  Mr.  Wright's  blows.  I  will  not  even 
ask  him,  —  what  it  almost  irresistibly  rises  to  mj  lips  to 
ask  him  when  I  see  he  writes  from  Mapperly,  —  if  he  can 
tell  me  what  has  become  of  that  poor  girl,  Wragg  ?  She 
has  been  tried,  I  suppose :  I  know  how  merciful  a  view 
judges  and  ju^^es  are  apt  to  take  of  these  cases,  so  I  can- 
not but  hope  she  has  got  off.  But  what  I  should  so  like 
to  ask  is,  whether  the  impression  the  poor  thing  made 
was,  in  general,  satisfactory:  did  she  come  up  to  the 
right  standard  as  a  member  of  ^^  the  best  breed  in  the 
whole  world"?  were  her  life-experiences  an  edifying 
testimony  to  "our  unrivalled  happiness"?  did  she  find 
Mr.  Roebuck's  speech  a  comfort  to  her  in  her  prison  ? 
But  I  must  stop ;  or  my  kind  monitor,  the  Guardian^ 
whose  own  gravity  is  so  profound  that  the  frivolous  are 
sometimes  apt  to  give  it  a  heavier  name,  will  be  putting 
a  harsh  construction  upon  my  innocent  thirst  for  know- 
ledge, and  again  taxing  me  with  the  unpardonable  crime 
of  being  amusing. 

Amusing,  —  good  heavens  I  we  shall  none  of  us  be 
amusing  much  longer.  Mr.  Wright  would  perhaps  be 
more  indulgent  to  my  vivacity  if  he  considered  this.  It 
is  but  the  last  sparkle  of  fiame  before  we  are  all  in  the 
dark;  the  last  glimpse  of  color  before  we  all  go  into  drab. 
Who  that  reads  the  Examiner  does  not  know  that  repre- 
sentative man,  that  Ajax  of  liberalism,  <me  of  our  modem 
leaders  of  thought,  who  signs  himself  "  Presbyter  Angli- 
eanua  "  ?  For  my  part,  I  have  good  caiue  to  know  him ; 
terribly  severe  he  was  with  me  two  years  ago,  when  he 
thought  I  had  spoken  with  levity  of  that  favorite  pontiff 
of  the  Philistines,  the  Bishop  of  Natal.  But  his  master- 
piece was  the  other  day.    Mr.  Disraeli,  in  the  course  of 
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his  lively  speech  at  Oxford,  talked  of  ^  nehaloas  profes- 
sors, who,  if  they  oould  only  succeed  in  obtaining  a  per- 
petual stndj  of  their  writings,  would  go  faa^  to  realize  that 
eternity  of  punishment  which  they  object  to."  ^  Presby- 
ter Anglicanns  "  says  "  it  would  be  childish  to  affect  igno- 
rance "  that  this  was  aimed  at  Mr.  Maurice.  If  it  was, 
who  can  doubt  that  Mr.  Maurice  himseli^  full  of  culture 
and  urbanity  as  he  is,  would  be  the  first  to  pronounce  it 
a  very  smart  saying,  and  to  laugh  at  it  good-humoredly  ? 
Bat  only  listen  to  Mr.  Maurice's  champion :  — 

^  TMs  passage  must  fill  all  sober-minded  men  with  as- 
tonishment and  dismay ;  they  will  regard  it  as  one  of  the 
most  ominous  signs  of  the  time.  This  contemptible  joke, 
which  betrays  a  spirit  of  ribald  profanity  not  easily  sur- 
passed, excited  from  the  Bishop,  the  clergy,  and  laity 
present,  not  an  indignant  rebuke,  bat  ^  continued  laugh- 
ter/ Sudi  was  the  assembly  of  En^ishmen  and  Chris- 
tians, who  could  list^i  in  uproarioi»  merriment  to  a 
Parliamentary  leader  while  he  asserted  that  the  vilest 
iniquity  would  be  well  compensated  by  a  forced  perusal 
of  the  writings  of  Frederick  Denison  Maurice  1 " 

And,  for  fear  this  trumpet-blast  should  not  be  carried 
far  enough  by  the  Examiner,  its  author,  if  I  am  not  great- 
ly mistaken,  Uew  it  also,  under  a  different  name,  in  half 
a  dozen  oi  the  daily  newspapers.     As  Wordsworth  asks : 

** .  .  .  th«  happiest  mood 
Of  that  man's  mind,  what  can  it  b«?  .  .  ." 

was  he  really  born  of  human  parents,  or  of  Hyrcanian 
tigers  ?  —  if  the  former,  surely  to  some  of  his  remote  an- 
cestors, at  any  rate,  —  in  far  distant  ages,  I  mean,  long 
before  the  birth  of  Puritanism,  —  some  conception  of  a 
joke  must,  at  one  moment  or  other  of  their  lives,  have 
been  conveyed.    But  there  is  the  coming  east  wind !  there 
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is  the  tone  of  th^  future !  —  I  hope  it  is  grave  enough  for 
even  the  Guardian ;  —  the  earnest,  prosaic,  practical, 
austerely  literal  future!  Yes  t^G  world  will  soon  be 
the  Philistines' ;  and  then,  with  every  voice,  not  of  thun- 
der, silenced,  and  the  whole  earth  filled  and  ennobled 
every  morning  by  the  magnificent  roaring  of  the  young 
lions  of  the  Daily  Telegraphy  we  shall  all  yawn  in  one 
another's  faces  with  the  dismallest,  the  most  unimpeacha- 
ble gravity.  No  more  vivacity  then !  my  hexameters, 
and  dogmatism,  and  scofis  at  the  Divorce  Court,  will  all 
have  been  put  down ;  I  shall  be  quite  crestfallen.  But 
does  Mr.  Wright  imagine  that  there  will  be  any  more 
place,  in  that  world,  for  his  heroic  blank  verse  Homer 
than  for  my  paradoxes  ?  If  he  does,  he  deceives  himself, 
and  knows  little  of  the  Palatine  Library  of  the  future. 
A  plain  edifice,  like  the  British  College  of  Health  en- 
larged :  inside,  a  light,  bleak  room,  with  a  few  statues ; 
Dagon  in  the  centre,  with  our  English  Caabah,  or  Palla- 
dium of  enlightenment,  the  hare's  stomach  ;  around,  a  few 
leading  friends  of  humanity  or  fathers  of  British  philoso- 
phy ;  —  Groliath,  the  great  Bentham,  "  Presbyter  Angli- 
canus,"  our  intellectual  deliverer  Mr.  James  Clay,  and  .  . . 
yes!  with  the  embarrassed  air  of  a  late  convert,  the  editor 
of  the  Saturday  Review.  Many  a  shrewd  nip  has  he  in 
old  days  given  to  the  Philistines,  this  editor ;  many  a  bad 
half-hour  has  he  made  them  pass ;  but  in  his  old  age  he 
has  mended  his  courses,  and  declares  that  his  heart  has 
always  been  in  the  right  place;  and  that  he  is  at  bottom, 
however  appearances  may  have  been  against  him,  stanch 
for  Groliath  and  "  the  most  logical  nation  in  the  "whole 
world."  Then,  for  the  book-shelves.  There  will  be 
found  on  them  a  monograph  by  Mr.  Lowe  on  the  litera- 
ture of  the  ancient  Scythians,  to  revenge  them  for  the 
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iniquitous  neglect  with  which  the  Greeks  treated  them ; 
there  will  he  Demosthenes,  hecause  he  was  like  Mr. 
SpuTgeon:  but,  else,  from  all  the  lumber  of  antiquitj 
thej  will  be  free.  Everything  they  contain  will  be  mod- 
em, intelligible,  improving ;  Joyce^s  Scienttfic  DialogueSy 
Old  Humphrey^  Bentham*s  DeaiUology^  Little  DorriU 
Jfcmgnalts  QuesHom,  The  Wide  Wide  World,  D'lffan- 
get's  Speeches,  Beechef^s  Sermons  ;  —  a  library,  in  short, 
the  fruit  of  a  happy  marriage  between  the  profound  philo- 
sophic reflection  of  Mr.  Gay,  and  the  healthy  natural 
taste  of  Inspector  Tanner. 

But  I  return  to  my  design  in  writing  this  Preface. 
That  design  was,  after  apologizing  to  Mr.  Wright  for 
my  vivacity  of  five  years  ago,  to  beg  him  and  others  to 
let  me  bear  my  own  burdens,  without  saddling  the  great 
and  famous  University,  to  which  I  have  the  honor  to  be- 
long, with  any  portion  of  them.  What  I  mean  to  depre- 
cate is  such  phrases  as,  ^  his  professional  assault,"  ''  his 
assertions  issued  ex  cathedra,"  ''  the  sanction  of  his  name 
as  the  representative  of  poetry,"  and  so  on.  Proud  as  I 
am  of  my  connection  with  the  University  of  Oxford,  I 
can  truly  say,  that,  knowing  how  unpopular  a  task  one  is 
undertaking  when  one  tries  to  pull  out  a  few  more  stops 
in  that  powerful,  but  at  present  somewhat  narrow-toned 
organ,  the  modem  Englishman,  I  havQ  always  sought  to 
stand  by  myself,  and  to  compromise  others  as  little  as 
possible.  Besides  this,  my  native  modesty  is  such,  that 
I  have  always  been  shy  of  assuming  the  honorable  style 
of  Professor,  because  this  is  a  title  I  share  with  so  many 
distinguished  men,  —  Professor  Pepper,  Professor  Ander- 
son, Professor  Frickel,  and  others,  —  who  adorn  it,  I  feel, 
mnch  more  than  I  da  These  eminent  men,  however,  be- 
longing to  a  hierarchy  of  which  Urania,  the  Goddess  of 
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Sdence  herself,  is  the  sole  head,  cannot  well  by  any 
vivacity  or  unpopularity  of  theirs  compromise  themselves 
with  their  superiors ;  because  with  their  goddess  they  are 
not  likely,  until  they  are  translated  to  the  stars,  to  CQme 
into  contact  I,  on  the  other  hand,  have  my  humble  place 
in  a  hierarchy  whose  seat  is  on  earth ;  and  I  serve  under 
an  illustrious  Chancellor  who  translates  Homer,  and  calls 
his  Professor's  leaning  towards  hexameters  "  a  pestilent 
heresy."  Nevertheless,  that  cannot  keep  me  from  admir- 
ing the  performance  of  my  severe  chief;  I  admire  its 
freshness,  its  manliness,  its  simplicity;  although,  per- 
haps, if  one  looks  for  the  charm  of  Homer,  for  his  play 
of  a  divine  light  ....  Professor  Pepper  must  go  on,  I 
cannot 

My  position  is,  therefore,  one  of  great  delicacy ;  but  it 
is  not  from  any  selfish  motives  that  I  prefer  to  stand  alone, 
and  to  concentrate  on  myself,  as  a  plain  citizen  of  the  re- 
public of  letters,  and  not  as  an  office-bearer  in  a  hierarchy, 
the  whole  responsibility  for  all  I  write ;  it  is  much  more 
out  of  genuine  devotion  to  the  University  of  Oxford,  for 
which  I  feel,  and  always  must  feel,  the  fondest,  the  most 
reverential  attachment  In  an  epoch  of  dissolution  and 
transformation,  such  as  that  on  which  we  are  now  entered, 
habits,  ties,  and  associations  are  inevitably  broken  up,  the 
action  of  individuals  becomes  more  distinct,  the  short- 
comings, errors,  heats,  disputes,  which  necessarily  attend 
individual  action,  are  brought  into  greater  prominence. 
Who  would  not  gladly  keep  clear,  from  all  these  passing 
clouds,  an  august  institution  which  was  there  before  they 
arose,  and  which  will  be  there  when  they  have  blown 
over? 

It  is  true,  the  Saturday  Beview  maintains  that  our  epoch 
of  transformation  is  finished ;  that  we  have  found  our  phi- 
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losophj ;  that  the  British  nation  has  searched  all  anchor- 
ages for  the  spirit,  and  has  finally  anchored  itself,  in  the 
Mness  of  peiiected  knowledge,  to  Benthamism.  This 
idea  at  first  made  a  great  impression  on  me ;  not  only 
hecaase  it  is  so  consoling  in  itself,  bat  also  because  it  ex- 
plained a  phenomenon  which  in  the  sammer  of  last  year 
had,  I  confess,  a  good  deal  troubled  me.  At  that  time 
my  avocations  led  me  to  travel  almost  daily  on  one  of  the 
Great  Eastern  lines,  —  the  Woodford  Branch.  Every 
one  knows  that  Miiller  perpetrated  his  detestable  act  on 
the  North  London  Railway,  dose  by.  The  English  mid- 
dle class,  of  which  I  am  myself  a  feeble  unit,  travel  on 
the  Woodford  Branch  in  large  numbers.  Well,  the  de- 
moralization of  our  class, — which  (the  newspapers  are 
constantly  saying  it,  so  I  may  repeat  it  without  vanity) 
has  done  all  the  great  things  which  have  ever  been  done 
in  England,  —  the  demoralization,  I  say,  of  our  class, 
caused  by  the  Bow  tragedy,  was  something  bewildering. 
Myself  a  transoendentalist  (as  the  Saturday  Review 
knows),  I  escaped  the  infection;  and,  day  after  day,  I 
used  to  ply  my  agitated  fellow-travellers  with  all  the  con- 
solations which  my  transcendentalism,  and  my  turn  for 
the  French,  would  naturally  suggest  to  me.  I  reminded 
them  how  Csesar  refused  to  take  precautions  against  as- 
sassination, because  life  was  not  worth  having  at  the 
price  of  an  ignoble  solicitude  for  it  I  reminded  them 
what  insignificant  atoms  we  all  are  in  the  life  of  the 
world.  *'  Suppose  the  worst  to  happen,"  I  said,  address- 
ing a  portly  jeweller  from  Cheapside;  '^  suppose  even 
yourself  to  be  the  victim ;  il  n'y  a  pas  cThomme  necessaire. 
We  should  miss  you  for  a  day  or  two  upon  the  Woodford 
Branch ;  but  the  great  mundane  movement  would  still  go 
on ;  the  gravel  walks  of  your  villa  would  still  be  rolled  ,* 
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dividends  would  still  be  paid  at  the  bank;  omnibuses 
would  8till  run;  there  would  still  be  the  old  crash  at 
the  comer  of  Fenchurch  Street"  All  was  of  no  avail. 
Nothing  could  moderate,  in  the  bosom  of  the  great  Eng- 
lish middle  class,  their  passionate,  absorbing,  almost 
bloodthirsty  clinging  to  life.  At  the  moment  I  thought 
this  over-concern  a  little'  nnworthj ;  but  the  Saturday 
Review  suggests  a  touching  explanation  of  it.  What  I 
took  for  the  ignoble  clinging  to  life  of  a  comfortable 
worldling,  was,  peihaps,  only  the  ardent  longing  of  a 
faithful  Benthamite,  traversing  an  age  still  dimmed  by 
the  last  mists  of  transcendentalism,  to  be  spared  long 
enough  to  see  his  religion  in  the  full  and  final  blaze  of 
its  triumph.  This  respectable  man  -*-'  whom  I  imagined 
to  be  going  up  to  London  to  buy  shares,  or  to  attend  an 
Exeter  Hall  meeting,  or  to  hear  Mr.  D'Iffanger  speak, 
or  to  see  Mr.  Spui^eon,  with  his  well-known  reverence 
for  every  authentic  Thtu  saith  the  Lord,  turn  his  other 
cheek  to  the  amiable  Dean  of  Ripon  —  was,  perhaps,  in 
real  truth  on  a  pious  pilgrimage,  to  obtain,  from  Mr. 
Bentham's  executors,  a  sacred  bone  of  his  great,  dis- 
sected Master. 

And  yet,  afler  all^  I  cannot  but  think  that  the  Saturday 
Review  has  here,  for  once,  fallen  a  victim  to  an  idea,  — 
a  beautiful  but  deluding  idea, — and  that  the  British 
nation  has  not  yet,  so  entirely  as  the  reviewer  seems  to 
imagine,  found  the  last  word  of  its  philosophy.  No ;  we 
are  all  seekers  still :  seekers  often  make  mistakes,  and  I 
wish  mine  to  redound  to  my  own  discredit  only,  and  not 
to  touch  Oxford.  Beautiful  city  I  so  venerable,  so  lovely, 
so  unravaged  by  the  fierce  intellectual  life  of  our  century, 
so  serene  I 

«  There  are  our  young  barburiaas,  all  at  play.** 
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And  yet,  steeped  in  sentiment  as  she  lies,  spreading  her 
gardens  to  the  moonlight^and  whispering  from  her  towers 
the  last  enchantments  of  the  Middle  Age,  who  will  denj 
that  Oxford,  by  her  ineffable  charm,  keeps  ever  calling 
us  near  to  the  true  goal  of  ^1  of  us,  to  the  ideal,  to  per- 
fection, —  to  beauty,  in  a  word,  which  is  only  truth  seen 
from  another  side?  —  nearer,  perhaps,  than  all  the  science 
of  Tubingen.    Adorable  dreameir,  whose  heart  has  been 
so  romantic !  who  hast  given  thyself  so  prodigally,  given 
thyself  to  sides  and  to  heroes  not  mine,  only  never  to  the 
Philistines !  home  of  lost  causes,  and  forsaken  beliefs,  and 
unpopular  names,  and  impossible  loyalties !  what  example 
could,  ever  so  inspire  us  to  keep  down  the  Philistine  in 
ourselves,  what  teacher  could  ever  so  save  us  from  that. 
bondage  to  which  we  are  all  prone,  that  bondage  which 
Groethe,  in  those  incomparable  lines   on   the  death  of 
Schiller,  makes  it  his  friend's  highest  praise  (and  nobly 
did  Schiller  deserve  the  praise)  to  have  left  miles  out  of 
sight  behind  him ;  —  the  bondage  of  was  una  alle  bdndigt^ 
dcts  gemeine  f     She  will  forgive  me,  even  if  I  have  un- 
vrittingly  drawn  upon  her  a  shot  or  two  aimed  at  her  un- 
worthy son ;  for  she  is  generous,  and  the  cause  in  which 
I  fight  is,  after  all,  hers.     Apparitions  of  a  day,  what  is 
oar  puny  warfare  against  the  Philistines,  compared  with 
the  warfare  which   this  Queen  of  Romance  has  been 
waging  against  them  for  centuries,  and  will  wage  after 
we  are  gone  ? 
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THE  FUNCTION   OF  CRITICISM  AT 
THE   PRESENT  TIME. 


ANT  objections  have  been  made  to  a  proposi- 
tion which,  in  some  remarks  of  mine  on  trans- 
lating Homer,  I  ventured  to  put  forth;  a 
proposition  about  criticism,  and  its  importance 
at  the  present  dAy.  I  said:  "  Of  the  literature  of  France 
and  Germany,  as  of  the  intellect  of  Europe  in  general,  the 
main  effort,  for  now  many  years^lias  been  a  critical  effort; 
the  endeavor,  in  all  branches  of  knowledge,  theology,  phi- 
losophy, history,  art,  science,  to  see  the  object  as  in  itself 
it  really  is."  I  added,  that,  owing  to  the  operation  in  Eng- 
lish literature  of  certain  causes,  "  almost  the  last  thing  for 
vhich  one  would  come  to  English  literature  is  just  that 
very  thing  which  now  Europe  most  desires, — criticism  " ; 
and  that  the  power  and  value  of  English  literature  was 
thereby  impaired.  More  than  one  rejoinder  declared 
that  the  importance  I  here  assigned  to  criticism  was  ex- 
cessive, and  asserted  the  inherent  superiority  of  the  cre- 
ative effort  of  the  human  spirit  over  its  critical  effort. 
And  the  other  day,  having  been  led  by  an  excellent  no- 
tice of  Wordsworth*  published  in  the  North  British 

*  I  cannot  help  thinking  that  a  practice,  common  in  England  dur- 
ing the  last  centuty,  and  still  followed  in  France,  of  printing  a  notice 
of  this  kind, — a  notice  by  a  competent  critic,  -^  to  serve  as  an  intro- 

1  A. 
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Review  to  turn  again  to  his  biography,  I  found,  in  the 
words  of  this  great  man,  whom  I,  for  one,  must  always 
listen  to  with  the  profoundest  respect,  a  sentence  passed 
on  the  critic's  business,  which  seems  to  justify  every  pos- 
sible disparagement  of  it  Wordsworth  says,  in  one  of 
his  letters :  — 

^<The  writers  in  these  publications,"  (the  Reviews,) 
^  while  they  prosecute  their  inglorious  employment,  can- 
not be  supposed  to  be  in  a  state  of  mind  very  favorable 
for  being  affected  by  the  finer  influences  of  a  thing  so 
pure  as  genuine  poetry." 

And  a  trustworthy  reporter  of  his  conversation  quotes 
a  more  elaborate  judgment  to  the  same  effbct :  — 

"  Wordsworth  holds  the  critical  power  very  low,  infi- 
nitely lower  than  the  inventive ;  and  he  said  to-day  that 
if  the  quantity  of  time  consumed  in  writing  critiques  on 
the  works  of  others  were  given  to  original  composition, 
of  whatever  kind  it  might  be,  it  would  be  much  better 
employed ;  it  would  make  a  man  find  out  sooner  his  own 
level,  and  it  would  do  infinitely  less  mischief.  A  false  or 
malicious  criticism  may  do  much  injury  to  the  minds  of 
others;  a  stupid  invention,  either  in  prose  or  verse,  Is 
quite  harmless." 

It  is  almost  too  much  to  expect  of  poor  human  nature, 
that  a  man  capable  of  producing  some  effect  in  one  line 
of  literature  should,  for  the  greater  good  of  society,  vol- 

dnction  to  an  eminent  author's  works,  might  be  revived  among  us  with 
advantage.  To  introduce  all  succeeding  editions  of  Wordsworth,  Mr. 
Shairp*s  notice  (it  is  permitted,  I  hope,  to  mention  his  name)  might,  it 
seems  to  me,  excellently  serve;  it  is  written  from  the  point  of  view  of 
an  admirer,  nay,  of  a  disciple,  and  that  is  right;  but  then  the  disciple 
must  be  also,  as  in  this  case  he  is,  a  critic,  a  man  of  letters,  not,  as  too 
often  happens,  some  relation  or  friend  with  no  qualification  for  his  task 
except  aQ^ction  for  his  author. 
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nntaiily  doom  himself  to  impotence  and  obscurity  in  an- 
other. Still  less  is  this  to  be  expected  from  men  addicted 
to  the  composition  of  the  ^  false  or  malidoos  criticism  "  of 
which  Wordsworth  speaks.  However,  everybody  would 
admit  that  a  false  or  malicious  criticism  had  better  never 
have  been  written.  Everybody,  too,  would  be  willing  to 
admit,  as  a  general  proposition,  that  the  critical  faculty  is  ^ 
lower  than  the  inventive.  But  is  it  true  that  criticism  is 
really,  in  itself,  a  baneful  and  injurious  employment? 
is  it  true  that  all  time  given  to  writing  critiques  on  the 
works  of  others  would  be  much  better  employed*  if  it 
were  given  to  original  composition,  of  whatever  kind  this 
may  be  ?  Is  it  true  that  Johnson  had  better  have  gone 
on  producing  more  Irenes  instead  of  writing  his  Lives  of 
the  Poets  f  nay,  is  it  certain  that  Wordsworth  himself 
was  better  employed  in  making  his  Ecclesiastical  Son- 
nets, than  when  he  made  his  celebrated  Preface,  so  full  of 
criticism,  and  criticism  of  the  works  of  others  ?  Words- 
worth was  himself  a  great  critic,  and  it  is  to  be  sincerely 
regretted  that  he  has  not  left  us  more  criticism ;  Groethe 
was  one  of  the  greatest  of  critics,  and  we*  may  sincerely 
ooQgratulate  ourselves  that  he  has  left  us  so  much  criti- 
dsm.  Without  wasting  time  over  the  exaggeration  which 
Wordsworth's  judgment  on  criticism  clearly  contains,  or 
over  an  attempt  to  trace  the  causes  —  not  difficult  I  think 
to  be  traced — which  may  have  led  Wordsworth  to  this 
exaggeration,  a  critic  may  with  advantage  seize  an  occa- 
«ioD  for  trying  his  own  conscience,  and  for  asking  himself 
of  what  real  service,  at  any  given  inoment,  the  practice  y 
of  criticism  either  is,  or  njay  be  ma!ie,  to  his  own  mind 
and  spirit,  and  to  the  minds  and  spirits  of  others. 

The  critical  power  is  of  lower  rank  than  the  creative,  v/  v^' 
True;  but  in  assenting  to  this  proposition,  one  or  two 


v\ 
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things  are  to  be  kept  in  mind.  It  is  undeniable  that  the 
exercise  of  a  creative  power,  that  a  free  creative  activity, 
3^  V  is  the  true  function  of  man ;  it  is  proved  to  be  so  by 
man's  finding  in  it  his  true  happiness.  But  it  is  undeni- 
able, also,  that  men  may  have  the  sense  of  exercising  this 
free  creative  activity  in  other  ways  than  in  producing 
great  works  of  literature  or  art ;  if  it  were  not  so,  all  but 
a  very  few  men  would  be  shut  out  from  the  true  happi- 
ness of  all  men ;  they  may  have  it  in  well-doing,  they 
may  have  it  in  learning,  they  may  have  it  even  in  criti- 
cising. This  is  one  thing  to  be  kept  in  mind.  Another 
is,  that  the  exercise  of  the  creative  power  in  the  produc- 
tion of  great  works  of  literature  or  art,  however  high  this 
^  [  >/exercise  of  it  may  rank,  is  not  at  all  epochs  and  under 
all  conditions  possible ;  and  that  therefore  labor  may  be 
talnly  spent  in  attempting  it,  which  might  with  more  fruit 
be  used  in  preparing  for  it,  in  rendering  it  possible.  This 
creative  power  works  with  elements,  with  materials  ;  what 
if  it  has  not  those  materials,  those  elements,  ready  for  its 
use?  In  that  case  it  must  surely  wait  till  they  are 
ready.  Now  in  literature — I  will  limit  myself  to  lit- 
erature, for  it  is  about  literature  that  the  question  arises 
—  the.  elements  with  which  the  creative  power  works  are 
'  ^  ideas ;  the  best  ideas,  on  every  matter  which  literature 
totiches,  current  at  the  time  ;  at  any  rate  we  may  lay  it 
down  as  certain  that  in  modern  literature  no  manifestation 
of  the  creative  power  not  working  with  these  can  be  very 
important  or  fruitfuL  And  I  say  curreM  at  the  time,  not 
merely  accessible  at  the  time  ;[for  creative  literary  genius 
does  not  principally  show  itself  in  discovering  new  ideas ; 
that  is  rather  the  business  of  the  philosopher ;  the  grand 
I  work  of  literary  genius  is  a  work  of  synthesis  and  ex- 
position, not  of  analysis  and  discovery ;  its  gifb  lies  in  tlie 
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faculty  of  beiog  happily  inspired  by  a  certain  intellectual/ 
and  fepiritualj  atmosphere,  by  a  certain  ^^ej)  of  ideas,  ^^T^  4-. 
when  it  finds  itself  injthgm^;  of  dealing  divinely  with  U.  w^  r^^^^ 
these  ideas,  presenting  them  in  the  most  effective  and  ^^  ^ 
attractive  combinations,   making    beautiful  works  with 
them,  in  shofC)  But  it  must  have  the  gitoipsphere^  it  must   •  ^>  (LuIMj^ 
find  itaelf  amidst  the  order  of  ideas,  in  order  to.  work 
freely  ;  and  these  it  is  not  so  easy  to  command.     This  i8<^ 
why^  great  creative_epochsjnJiteratiire  are  so  rare ;  this 
is  why  there  is  bo  much  that  is  unsatisfactory  in  the  pro- 
ductions of  many  men  of  real  genius ;  because  for  the 
creation  of  a  master-work  of  literature  two  powers  must 
concur,  the  power  of  the  man  and  the  power  of  the  mo-   & 
roent,  and  the  man  is  not  enough  without  the  moment ; 
the  creative  power  has,  fcr'its  happy  exercise,  appointed 
elements,  and  those  elements  are  not  in  its  own  control.  elem*>i 

Nay,  they  are  more  within  the  control  of  the  critical  tZ/M.^"^^^"^'^'* 
power.  [It  is  the  business  of  the  critical  power,  as  I  said  /  ^Jju  *^  ; 
in  the  words  already  quoted,  "in  all  branches  of  knowl-    t^,^/c  m^.  «- 
edge,  theology,  philosophy,  history,  art,   science,  to  see  \  r****r-'  /. 
the  object  as  in  itself  it  really  is.^  Thus  it  tends,  at  last, 
to  make  an  y^tellectual  situation  of  which  the  creative 
power^can  profitably  avail  itself.    It  tends  to  establish  .^ 


an  qrde^  of  id^as,  if  not  absolutely  true,  yet  trug  by  com-  "^  <,-^/."  w  i- 
parison  with  that  which  it, displaces^;  to  make  the  best  («w»rrt 
ideas  prevail.     Presently  these  new  ideas  reach  society,  ''^'  '  J|  J 
tbe  touch  of  truth  is  the  touch  of  life,  and  there  is  a  stir  'tj>  >■  - 
and  growth  everywhere ;  out  of  this  stir  and  growth  come  *  "^  ^'^    ^ 
the  creative  epochs  of  literature.  t^*'-^  v^ 

Or,  to  narrow  our  range,  and  quit  these  considerations  ^^  - 
of  the  general  march  of  genius  and  of  society,  considera-  t*^, 
tbns  which  are  apt  tobecome  too  abstract  and  impalpa-^ 
ble,  —  every  one  can  see  that  a  poet,  for  instance,  ought  ^] 


i^  " 
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/to  know  life  and  the  world  before  dealing  with  them  in 
{^poetry ;  and  life  and  the  world  being,  in  modem  times, 
very  complex  things^he  creation  of  a  modem  poet,  to 
be  worth  much,  implies  a  great  critical  effort  behind  it  j\ 
else  it  must  be  a  comparatively  poor,  barren,  and  short- 
lived affair.     This  is  why  Byron's  poetry  had  so  little 
endurance  in  it,  and  Groethe's  so  much ;  both  Byron  and 
N        GU)ethe  had  a  great  productive  power,  but  Goethe's  was 
A^  s  "^^   nourished  by  a  great  critical  effort  providing  the  true 
^A^,^^'       materials  for  it,  and  Byron's  was  not;  Goethe  knew  life 
^  \)\      and  the  world,  the  poet's  necessary  subjects,  much  more 
^     ;^/'    jcomprehensively  and  thoroughly  than  Byron.     He  knew 
,  V  \^  1w   ^  great  deal  more  of  them,  and  he  knew  them  much  more 
>  ^^,;'^  (j  (  ^as  they  really  are. 

nT  ''fs^^/?     ^^  ^*8  long  seemed  to  me  that  the  burst  of  creative 
\     i^  ^  ^   activity  in  our  literature,  through  the  first  quarter  of  this 
^  '^yv^^-^  century,  had  about  it,  in  fact,  something  premature ;  and 
^^  v^  ^^  /    that  from  this  cause  its  productions  are  doomed,  most  of 
^  ^v^        them,  in  spite  of  the  sanguine  hopes  which  accompanied 
"  x^^  and  do  still  accompany  them,  to  prove  hardly  more  last- 

ing  than  the  productions  of  far  less  splendid  epochs.  And 
this  prematureness  comes  from  its  having  proceeded  with- 
^out  having  its  proper  data,  without  sufficient  materials  to 
work  with.  In  other  words,  the  English  poetry  of  the 
first  quarter  of  this  century,  with  plenty  of  energy,  plenty 
of  creative  force,  did  not  know  enough.  This  makes  By- 
ron so  empty  of  matter,  Shelley  so  incoherent,  Words- 
worth even,  profound  as  he  is,  yet  so  wanting  in  com- 
pleteness and  variety.  Wordsworth  cared  little  for  books, 
and  disparaged  Goethe.  I  admire  Wordsworth,  as  he  is, 
so  much  that  I  cannot  wish  him  different ;  and  it  is  vain, 
no  doubt,  to  imagine  such  a  man  different  from  what  he 
is,  to  suppose  that  he  could  have  been  different;  but 
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• 

Barely  the  one  thing  wanting  to  make  Wordsworth  an 
even  greater  poet  than  he  is,  —  his  thought  richer,  and  /  lO 
his  influence  of  wider  application,  —  was  that  he  should    . 
have  read  more  books,  among  them,  no  doubt,  those  of 
that  Goethe  whom  he  disparaged  without  reading  him. 

But  to  speak  of  books  and  reading  may  easily  lead  to  a 
misunderstanding  here.  It  was  not  really  books  and  read- 
ing that  lacked  to  our  poetry,  at  this  epoch ;  Shelley  had 
plenty  of  reading,  Coleridge  had  immense  reading.  PDji- 
dar  and  Sophocles  —  as  we  all  say  so  glibly,  and  oftei^ 
with  so  little  discernment  of  the  real  import  of  what  we' 
are  saying  —  had  not  many  books;  Shakespeare  waL  no 
deep  reader.  True;  but  in  the  Greece  of  Pindar  and 
Sophocles,  in  the  England  of  Shakespeare,  the  poet  lived 
in  a  current  of  ideas  in  the  highest  degree  animating  and 
nourishing  to  the  creative  power ;  society  was,  in  the  full- 
est measure,  permeated  by  fresh  thought,  intelligent  and 
alive ;  and  tliis  state  of  things  is  the  true  basis  for  the 
creative  power's  exercise,  in  this  it  finds  its  data,  its  ma- 
terials, truly  ready  for  its  hand  ;  all  the  books  and  read- 
ing in  the  world  are  only  valuable  as  they  are  helps  to 
this.  Even  when  this  does  not  actually  exist,  books  and 
reading  may  enable  a  man  to  construct  a  kind  of  sem- 
blance of  it  in  his  own  mind,  a  world  of  knowledge  and 
intelligence  in  which  he  may  live  and  work ;  this  is  by 
no  means  an  equivalent,  to  the  artist,  for  the  nationally 
diffused  life  and  thought  of  the  epochs  of  Sophocles  or 
Shakespeare,  but,  besides  that  it  may  be  a  means  of  prep- 
aration for  such  epochs,  it  does  reidly  constitute,  if  many 
share  in  it,  a  quickening  and  sustaining  atmosphere  of 
great  value.  Such  an  atmosphere  the  many-sided  learn- 
ing and  the  long  and  widely  combined  critical  effort  of 
Germany  formed  for  Goethe,  when  he  lived  and  worked. 


!;     ^ 
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There  was  no  national  glow  of  life  and  thought  there,  as 
in  the  Athens  of  Pericles,  or  the  England  of  Elizabeth. 
That  was  the  poet's  weakness.  But  there  was  a  sort  of 
equivalent  for  it  in  the  complete  culture  and  unfettered 
thinking  of  a  large  body,  of  Grermans.  That  was  his 
strength.  In  the  England  of  the  first  quarter  of  this 
century  there  was  neither  a  national  glow  of  life  and 
thought,  such  as  we  had  in  the  age  of  Elizabeth,  nor  yet 
/a  culture  and  a  force  of  learning  and  criticismTjsuch  as 
were  to  be  found  in  Grermany.  Therefore  the  creative 
power  of  poetry  wanted,  for  success  in  the  highest  sense, 
materials  and  a  basis ;  a  thorough  interpretation  of  the 
world  was  necessarily  denied  to  it 

At  first  sight  it  seems  strange  that  out  of  the  immense 
stir  of  the  French  Revolution  and  its  age  should  not  have 
come  a  crop  of  works  of  genius  equal  to  that  which  came 
out  of  the  stir  of  the  great  productive  time  of  Greece,  or 
out  of  that  of  the  Renaissance,  with  its  powerful  episode 
the  Reformation.  But  the  truth  is  that  the  stir  of  the 
French  Revolution  took  a  character  which  essentially 
distinguished  it  from  such  movements  as  these.  These 
were,  in  the  main(disinterestedly  intellectual  and  spirituaK 
movements;  movements  in  which  the  human  spirit  looked 
for  its  satisfaction  in  itself  and  in  the  increased  play  of  its 
\  own  activity:  the  French  Revolution  took  a  political, 
"^  practical  character.  The  noovement  which  went  on  in 
France  under  the  old  regime^  from  1700  to  1789,  was  far 
more  really  akin  than  that  of  the  Revolution  itself  to  the 
movement  of  the  Renaissance ;  the  France  of  Voltaire 
and  Rousseau  told  far  more  powerfully  upon  the  mind  of 
Europe  than  the  France  of  the  Revolution.  Goethe  re- 
proached this  last  expressly  with  having  "  thrown  quiet 
culture  back."  Nay,  and  the  true  key  to  how  much  in  our 
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ByroD,  even  in  our  Wordsworth,  is  this,  —  that  they  had  f  i-*^  ^ 
their  source  in  a  great  movementof  feelings  not  inj^ great 
movement  of  mind.  The  French  Revolution,  however,-— 
that  object  of  so  much  blind  love  and  so  much  blind  ha* 
tred,-^  found  undoubtedly  its  motive*power  in  the  intel- 
ligence of  men,  and  not  in  their  practical  sense.  This  is 
what  distinguishes  it  from  the  English  Revolution  of 
Charles  the  First's  time ;  this  is  what  makes  it  a  more 
spintu^event  than  our  Revolution,  an  event  of  much 
more  powerful  and  world-wide  interest,  though  practically  •" 
less  successful ;  it  appeals  to  an  order  of  ideas  which 
are  aniversal,  obtain,  permanent.  1789  asked  of  a  thing. 
It  is  rational?  1642  asked  of  a  thing,  It  is  legal?  or 
when  it  went  furthest,  Is  it  according  to  conscience?  This 
is  the  English  fashion ;  a  fashion  to  be  treated,  within  its 
own  sphere,  with  the  highest  respect;  for  its  success, 
within  its  own  sphere,  has  been  prodigious.  But  what 
is  law  in  one  place  is  not  law  in  another ;  what  is  law 
here  to-day  is  not  law  even  here  to-morrow ;  and  as  for 
conscience,  what  is  binding  on  one  man's  conscience  is  not 
binding  on  another^s ;  the  old  woman  who  threw  her  stool 
at  the  head  of  the  surpliced  minister  in  St  Giles's  Church 
at  Edinburgh  obeyed  an  impulse  to  which  millions  of  the 
haman  race  may  be  permitted  to  remain  strangers.  But 
the  prescriptions  of  reason  are  absolute,  unchanging,  of 
Yuiiversal  validity ;  to  count  hy  tens  is  the  simplest  way  of 
counting,*  —  that  is  a  proposition  of  which  every  one, 

*  A  writer  in  the  Saturday  Eeview^  who  has  offered  me  some  cotm- 
sels  ftboQt  style  for  which  I  am  truly-  grateful,  suggests  that  this 
should  stand  as  follows: —  To  take  aa  your  unit  an  eatablisked  base  of 
wjiation,  ten  being  given  at  the  base  of  notation,  is,  except  for  numbers 
*n/er  twenty,  the  timplett  way  of  counting.  I  tried  it  so,  but  I  tfssure 
bim,  without  jealousy,  that  the  more  I  looked  at  his  improved  way  of 
potting  the  thing,  the  less  I  liked  it.    It  seems  to  me  that  the  maxim, 

1* 
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from  here  to  the  Antipodes,  feels  the  force ;  at  least,  I 
should  say  so,  if  we  did  not  live  in  a  country  where  it  is 
not  impossible  that  any  morning  we  may  find  a  letter  in 
the  7\mes  declaring  that  a  decimal  coinage  is  an  absurdity. 
That  a  whole  nation  should  have  been  penetrated  with  an 
enthusiasm  for  pure  reason,  and  with  an  ardent  zeal  for 
making  its  prescriptions  triumph,  is  a  very  remarkable 
thing,  when  we  consider  how  little  of  mind,  or  anything 
so  worthy  and  quickening  as  mind,  comes  into  the  motives 
which  alone,  in  general,  impel  great  masses  of  men.  In 
spite  of  the  extravagant  direction  given  to  this  enthusi- 
asm, in  spite  of  the  crimes  and  follies  in  which  it  lost 
itself,  the  French  Revolution  derives,  from  the  force, 
truth,  and  universality  of  the  ideas  which  it  took  for  its 
law,  and  from  the  passion  with  which  it  could  inspire 
a  multitude  for  these  ideas,  a  unique  and  still  living 
power;  it  is  —  it  will  probably  long  remain — the  greatr 
est,  the  most  animating  event  in  history.     And,  as  no 

in  this  shape,  would  never  make  the  tour  of  a  world,  where  most  of 
UB  are  plain,  easy-spoken  people.  He  forgets  that  he  is  a  reasoner,  a 
member  of  a  sohool,  a  disciple  of  the  great  Bentham,  and  that  he 
naturally  talks  in  the  scientiAo  way  of  his  school,  with  exact  accu- 
racy, philosophic  propriety;  I  am  a  mere  solitary  wanderer  in  search 
of  the  light,  and  I  talk  an  artless,  unstudied,  every-day,  familar  lan- 
guage.   But,  after  all,  this  is  the  language  of  the  mass  of  the  world. 

The  mass  of  Frenchmen'  who  felt  the  force  of  that  prescription  of 
the  reason  which  my  reviewer,  in  his  purified  language,  states  thus — 
to  count  by  tens  has  (he  advantage  of  taking  as  your  unit  the  base  of  an 
established  system  of  notation  —  certainly  rendered  this,  for  themselves, 
in  some  such  loose  language  as  mine.  My  point  is  that  they  felt  the 
force  of  a  prescription  of  the  reason  so  strongly  that  they  legislated  in 
accordance  with  it.  They  may  have  been  wrong  in  so  doing;  they 
may  have  foolishly  omitted  to  take  other  prescriptions  of  reason  into 
account; — the  non-English  world  does  not  seem  to  think  so,  but  let 
that  pass;  —  what  I  say  is,  that  by  legislating  as  they  did  they  showed 
a  keen  susceptibility  to  purely  rational,  intellectual  considerations. 
On  the  other  hand,  does  my  reviewer  say  that  we  keep  our  monetary 
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sinoere  passion  for  the  things  of  the  mind,  even  though  it 
turn  out  in  many  respects  an  unfortunate  passion,  is  ever 
quite  thrown  away  and  quite  barren  of  good,  France  has 
reaped  from  hers  one  fruity  the  natural  and  legitimate  fruit, 
though  not  precisely  the  grand  fruit  she  expected ;  she  is 
the  country  in  Europe  where  the  people  is  most  alive.  ^ 

But  the  mania  for  giving  an  immediate  political  ana]    "^ 
practical  application  to  all  these  fine  ideas  of  the  reason  } 
waB  fataL     Here  an  Englishman  is  in  his  element :  on 
this  theme  we  can  all  go  on  for  hours.    And  all  we  are 
in  the  habit  of  saying  on  it  has  undoubtedly  a  great  deal 
of  truth.     Ideas  cannot  be  too  much  prized  in  and  for    ' 
themselves,  cannot  be  too  much  lived  with ;  but  to  trans- 
port them  abruptly  into  the  world  of  politics  and  practice, 
violently  to  revolutionize  this  world  to  their  bidding,  — 
that  is  quite  another  thing.     There  is  the  world  of  ideas, 
and  there  is  the  world  of  practice  ;  the  French  are  often 
for  suppressing  the  one,  and  the  English  the  other ;  but 

system  nnchanged  because  our  nation  has  grasped  the  intellectual 
proposition  which  he  puts,  in  his  masterly  way,  thus:  to  count  by 
Uotbftt  has  ihe  advantage  of  taking  aa  your  unit  a  number  in  itself  far 
more  convenient  tha^  ten  for  that  purposed  Surely  not;  but  because 
our  system  is  there,  and  we  are  too  practical  a  people  to  trouble  our- 
selves about  its  intellectual  aspect. 

To  take  a  second  case.  The  French  Revolutionists  abolished  the 
sale  of  offices,  because  they  thought  (my  reviewer  will  kindly  allow 
me  to  put  the  thing  in  my  imperfect,  popular  language)  the  sale  of 
offices  a  gross  anomaly.  We  still  sell  commissions  in  the  army.  I 
bive  no  doubt  my  reviewer,  with  his  scientific  powers,  can  easily  in- 
vent some  beaotifnl  formula  to  make  as  appear  to  be  doing  this  on  the 
porest  philosophical  principles ;  the  principles  of  Hobbes,  Locke,  Ben- 
tlam,  Mr.  Mill,  Mr.  Bain,  and  himself,  their  worthy  disciple.'  But 
rarely  the  plain,  unscientific  account  of  the  matter  is,  that  we  have  the 
snomalous  practice  (he«will  allow  it  is,  in  itself,  an  anomalous  prao* 
ttee?)  established,  and  that  (in  the  words  of  senatorial  wisdom  already 
quoted)  '*  for  a  thing  to  be  an  anomaly  we  consider  to  be  no  objection 
to  it  whatever." 
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neither  is  to  be  suppressed.  A  member  of  the  House 
of  Commons  said  to  me  the  other  day :  «  That  a  thing  is 
an  anomaly,  I  consider  to  be  no  objection  to  it  what- 
ever.'* I  venture  to  think  he  was  wrong ;  that  a  thing 
is  an  anomaly,  is  an  objection  to  it,  but  absolutely  and  in 
the  sphere  of  ideas :  it  is  not  necessarily,  under  such*  and 
such  circumstances,  or  at  such  and  such  a  moment,  an 
objection  to  it  in  the  sphere  of  politics  and  practice. 
Joubert  has  said,  beautifully :  "  C'est  la  force  et  le  droit 
qui  r^glent  toutes  choses  dans  le  monde;  la  force  eh 
attendant  le  droit"  Force  and  right  are  the  governors 
*  of  this  world ;  force  till  right  is  ready.  Ihrce  till  right  is 
retzdy ;  and  till  right  is  ready,  force,  the  existing  order 
of  things,. is  justified,  is  the  legitimate  ruler.  But  right 
is  something  moral,  and  implies  inward  recognition,  free 
assent  of  the  will ;  we  are  not  ready  for  right,  — rigJu^  so 
far  as  we  are  concerned,  is  not  ready,  —  until  we  have 
attained  this  sense  of  seeing  it  and  willing  it.  The  way 
in  which  for  us  it  may  change  and  transform  force,  the 
existing  order  of  things,  and  become,  in  its  turn,  the 
legitimate  ruler  of  the  world,  will  depend  on  the  way 
in  which,  when  our  time  comes,  we  see*  it  and  will  it. 
Therefore  for  other  people  enamored  of  their  own  newly 
discerned  right  to  attempt  to  impose  it  upon  us  as  ours, 
and  violently  to  substitute  their  right  for  our  force,  is  an 
act  of  tyranny,  and  to  be  resisted.  It  sets  at  nought  the 
second  great  half  of  our  meixim,  force  till  right  is  ready. 
This  was  the  grand  error  of  the  French  Revolution,  and 
<^  its  movement  of  ideas,  by  quitting  the  intellectual  sphere 
^  u.and  rushing  furiously  into  the  political  sphere,  ran,  in- 
deed, a  prodigious  and  memorable  course,  but  produced 
no  such  intellectual  fruit  as  the  movement  of  ideas  of 
the  Henaissance,  and  created,  in  opposition  to  itself,  what 
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I  may  call  an  epoch  of  concentration.  The  great  force  of 
that  epoch  of  concentration  was  England ;  and  the  great 
voice  of  that  epoch  of  concentration  was  Burke.  It 
18  the  fashion  to  treat  Burke's  writings  on  the  French 
Bevoludon  as  superannuated  and  conquered  bj  the 
event ;  as  the  eloquent  but  unphilosophical  tirades  of 
bigotry  and  prejudice.  I  will  not  deny  that  they  are 
often  disfigured  by  the  violence  and  passion  of  the 
moment,  and  that  in  some  directions  Burke's  view  was 
bounded,  and  his  observation  therefore  at  fault;  but  on 
the  whole,  and  for  those  who  can  make  the  needful 
corrections,  what  distinguishes  these  writings  is  their 
profound,  permanent,  fruitful,  philosophical  truth ;  they 
contain  the  true  philosophy  of  an  epoch  of  concentration, 
dissipate  ttte  heavy  atmosphere  which  its  own  nature 
is  i^t  to  engender  round  it,  and  make  its  resistance 
rational  instead  of  mechanical. 

But  Burke  is  so  great  because,  almost  alone  in  Eng* 
land,  he  brings  thought  to  bear  upon  politics,  he  saturates 
politica  with  thought ;  it  is  his  accident  that  his  ideas  q  '^ 
were  at  the  service  qf  an  \epoch  of  concentration,  not  of/,  , 
an  epoch  of  expansion/  it  is  his  characteristic  that  he  so   v 
lived  by  ideas,  and  haid  such  a  source  of  them  welling  up    ^^ 
within  him,  that  he  could  float  even  an  epoch  of  con-    A^ 
oentration  and  English  Tory  politics  with  them.     It  does    '^ 
not  hurt  him  that  Dr.  Price  and  the  Liberals  were  enraged 
with  him ;  it  does  not  even  hurt  him  that  George  the  Third 
and  the  Tories  were  enchanted  with  himT    His  greatness 
is  that  he  lived  in  a  world  which  neither  English  Liberal* 
ism  nor  English  Toryism  is  apt  to  enter,  —  the  world  of 
ideas,  not  the  world  of  catch  words  and  party  habits.     So 
far  is  it  from  being  really  true  of  him  that  he  ^'  to  party 
gave  up  what  was  meant  for  mankind,"  that  at  the  very 
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end  of  his  fierce  struggle  with  the  French  Revolution, 
after  all  his  invectiYes  against  its  false  pretensions,  hol- 
lowness,  and  madness,  with  his  sincere  conviction  of  its 
mischievoQsness,  he  can  dose  a  memorandum  on  the  best 
means  of  combating  it,  some  of  the  last  pages  he  ever 
wrote,  —  the  ThoughU  on  French  Affmrsy  m  December, 
1791,  —  with  these  striking  words :  — 

^  The  evil  is  stated,  in  mj  opinion,  as  it  exists.  The 
remedy  must  be  where  power,  wisdom,  and  information, 
I  hope,  are  more  united  with  good  intentions  than  they 
can  be  with  me.  I  have  done  with  this  subject,  I  believe, 
forever.  It  has  given  me  many  anxious  moments  for 
the  last  two  years.  If  a  great  change  is  to  he  made  in 
human  affairs,  the  minds  of  men  wiU  he  fitted  to  it ;  the 
general  opinions  and  feelings  will  draw  that  tiftiy.  Every 
fear^  every  hope,  will  forward  it ;  and  then  they  who  per- 
sist in  opposing  this  mighty  current  in  human  cffairs  will 
appear  rather  to  resist  the  decrees  of  Providence  itself  than 
the  mere  designs  of  men.  They  wiU  not  he  resolute  and 
Jirm,  hut  perverse  and  ohstinate.^' 

That  return  of  Burke  upon  himself  has  always  seemed 
to  me  one  of  the  finest  things  in  English  literature,  or, 
indeed,  in  any  literature.  That  is  what  I  call  living  by 
ideas ;  when  one  side  of  a  question  has  long  had  your 
earnest  support,  when  all  your  feelings  are  engaged,  when 
you  hear  all  around  you  no  language  but  one,  when  your 
party  talks  this  language  like  a  steam-engine  and  can 
imagine  no  other,  —  still  to  be  able  to  think,  still  to  be 
.  ^  irresistibly  carried,  if  so  it  he,\by  the  current  of  thought 
to  the  opposite  side  of  the  question,  and,  like  Balaam,  to 
be  unable  to  speak  anything  bitt  what  the  Lord  has  put 
in  your  mouth^  1  know  nothing  more  striking,  and  I 
must  add  that  I  know  nothing  more  un-English. 
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For  the  Englishman  in  general  is  like  my  friend  the 
member  of  Parliament,  and  believes,  point-blank,  that 
for  a  thing  to  be  an  anomaly  is  absolutely  no  objection  to 
it  whatever.  He  is  like  the  Lord  Auckland  of  Burke's 
day,  who,  in  a  memorandum  on  the  French  Revolution, 
talks  of  ^  certain  miscreants,  assuming  the  name  of 
philosophers,  who  have  presumed  themselves  capable  of 
establishing  a  new  system  of  society.*'  The  Englishman 
has  been  called  a  political  animal,  and  he  values  what  is 
political  and  practical  so  much  that  ideas  easily  become 
objects  of  dislike  in  his  eyes,  and  thinkers  ^'  miscreants,"  % 
because  ideas  and  thinkers  have  rashly  meddled  with 
politics  and  practice.  This  would  be  all  very  well  if 
the  dislike  and  neglect  confined  themselves  to  ideas  i 
transported  out  of  their  own  sphere,  and  meddling  rashly 
with  practice ;  but  they  .are  inevitably  extended  to  ideas 
as  such,  and  to  the  whole  life  of  intelligence  ;  practice  is 
everything,  a  free  play  of  the  mind  is  nothing.  The 
notion  of  the  free^_play  of  the  niind  upon  jail  subject^  ^^ 
being  a  pleasure  in  itself,  being  an  object  of  desire,  being 
an  essential  provider  of  elements  without  which  a  nation's 
Bpidt^  whatever  compensations  it  may  have  for  them, 
must,  in  the  long  run,  die  of  inanition,  hardly  enters  into 
an  Englishman's  thoughts.  It  is  noticeable  that  the  word 
curiosity,  which  in  other  languages  is  used  in  a  good  sense, 
to  mean,  as  a  high  and  fine  quality  of  man's  nature,  just 
this  disinterested  love  of  a  free  ^ayjjf  the-  mind,  on  all 
svi^eeta,  for  its  own  sake,  —  it  is  noticeable,  I  say,  that 
thb  word  has  in  our  language  no  sense  of  the  kind,  no 
Hense  but  a  rather  bad  and  disparaging  one.  l^ut  criti"  .  "7 
dsm^real  gjticism,  is  essentiallyjhe  exgrciaejgf  thig^very  u  - 
qoali^  it  obeys  an  instinct  prompting  it  to  try  to  know  V,  \ 
the  best  that  is  known  and  thought  in  the  world,  irrespec-  ' 
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>    * 

\  V  \^       lively  of  practice,  politics,  and  everything  of  the  kind, 

\  X         I  ftnd  to  value  knowledge  and  thought  as  they  approach 

'  ^  !  this  best,  without  the  intrusion  of  any  other  considera- 

«       Ltions  whatever.     This  is  an  instinct  for  which  there  is,  I 

\  «      think,  little  original  sympathy  in  the  practical  English 

\^  '     nature,  and  what  there  was  of  it  has  undergone  a  long 

benumbing  period  of  blight  and  suppression  in  the  epoch 

of  concentration  which  followed  the  French  Bevolution. 

V  ;\  But  epochs  of  concentration  cannot  well  endure  for- 

^'^  ever  1  epochs  of  expansion,  in  the  due  course  of  things, 

#  follow  them.  ^Such  an  epoch  of  expansion  seems  to  be 

^  opening  in  this  country.     In  the  first  place,  all  danger  of 

V  r '    a  hostile  forcible  pressure  of  foreign  ideas  upon  our 

practice  has  long  disapeared;  like  the  traveller  in  the 
&ble,  therefore,  we  begin  to  wear  our  cloak  a  little  more 
loosely.  Then,  with  a  long  peace,  the  ideas  of  Europe 
steal  gradually  and  amicably. in,  and  mingle,  though  in 
infinitesimally  small  quantities  at  a  time,  with  our  own 
notions.  Then,  too,  in  spite  of  all  that  la  said  about  the 
absorbing  and  brutalizing  influence  of  our  passionate  ma- 
terial progress,  it  seems  to  me  indisputable  that  this  pro- 
gress is  likely,  though  not  certain,  to  lead  in  the  end  to  an 
apparition  of  intellectual  life,  and  that  man,  afler  he  has 
made  himself  perfectly  comfortable  and  has  now  to  deter* 
mine  what  to  do  with  himself  next,  may  be^n  to  remem- 
'  her  that  he  has  a  mind,  and  that  the  mind  may  be  made 
the  scource  of  great  pleasure.  I  grant  it  is  mainly  the 
privilege  of  faith,  at  present,  to  discern  this  end  to  our 
railways,  our  business,  and  our  fortune-making ;  but  we 
shall  see  if,  here  as  elsewhere,  faith  is  not  in  the  end  the 
true  prophet.  Our  ease,  our  travelling,  and  our  un- 
bounded liberty  to  hold  just  as  hard  and  securely  as  we 
please  to  the  practice  to  whicE  our  notions  have  given 
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birth,  all  tend  to  beget  an  inclination  to  deal  a  little  more 
freely  with  these  notions  themselves,  to  canvass  them  a 
little,  to  penetrate  a  little  into  their  real  nature.  Flut- 
terings  of  curiosity,  in  the  foreign  sense  of  the  word, 
appear  amongst  us,  and  it  is  in  these  that  criticism  must 
look  to  find  its  account.  Criticism  first ;  a  time  of  true 
creative  activity,  perhaps,  —  which,  as  I  have  said,  must 
inevitably  be  preceded  amongst  us  by  a  time  of  criticism^ 
—  hereafter,  when  criticism  has  done  its  work. 

It  is  of  the  last  importance   that  English  criticism 
should  clearly  discern  what  rule  for  its  course,  in  order  to 
avail  itself  of  the  field  now  opening  to  it,  and  to  produce  . 
fruit  to  the  future,  it  ought  to  take.    The  rule  may  be     .. 
sununed  up  in  one  word,  ^—  didnterestednes^.    And  how  is    ^ 
criticism  to  show  disinterestedness?    Sy* keeping  aloof 
from  practice :  by  resolutely  foUowingtheJawof  its  ownvV- 
Uftture,  which  is  to  be  a  free  play  of  the  mind  on  ^^sub-  ) 
jects  which  it  touches ;  by  steadily  refusing  to  lend  itself 
to  any  of  ^ose  ulterior,  political,  practical  considerations 
about  ideas  Vhich  plenty  of  people  will  be  sure  to  attach 
to  them,  which  perh^je  (ought /often  tq_be  attached  to    , 
them,  which  in  this  country  at  any  rate  are  certain  to  be    ; 
attached  to  them,  quite  sufficj£ntly,  but  which  criticism 
has  really  nothing  to  do  with^Its  business  is,  as  I'lQ^ 
have  said,  simply  (to  knowjthe  best  that  is  known  and 
thought  in  the  world,  iind,  by  in  its  turn  ^oakinff  this   \ 
(TmownAto  create  a  current  of  true  and  fresh  ideas/    Its    ■ 
business  is  to  do  this  with  inflexible  honesty,  with  due 
ability ;  but  its  business  is  to  do  no  more,  and  to  leave 
alone  all  questions  of  practical  consequences  and  applica- 
tions, questions  which  will  never  fail  to  have  due  promi- 
nence given  to    them.     Else  criticism,  besides   being 
really  false  tj>  its  own  nature,  merely  continues  in  the 
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old  rut  which  it  has  hitherto  followed  in  this  country,  and 
will  certainly  miss  the  chance  now  given  to  it.     For  what 
is  at  present  the  bane  of  criticism  in  this  country  ?   .  It.  is 
that  practical  considerations  cling  to  it  and  stifle  il(;  it 
0^  \  -^^ubserves  interests  not  its  own^  our  organs  of  criticism 
are  oi^gans  of  men  and  parties  naving  p^^acti^l^^ds  to 
serve,  and  with  them  those  practical  ends  are  the  first 
thing,  and  the^jla^^^of  mind-.t^6^cond ;  so  much  play 
of  mind  as  is  compatiEle  with  the  prosecution  of  those 
practical  ends  is  all  that  is   wanted.     An  organ   like 
the  Revue  des  Deux  Mandes,  having  for  its  main  func- 
tion to  understand  and  utter  the  best  that  is  known 
and  thought  in  the  world,  existing,  it  may  be  said,  as  just 
an  organ  for  a  free  play  of  the  mind,  wo  have  not ;  but 
we  have  the  Edinburgh  Review,  existing  as  an  organ  of 
the  old  Whigs,  and  for  as  much  play  of  mind  as  may  suit 
its  being  that ;  we  have  the   Quarterly  Review,  existing 
as  an  organ  of  the  Tories,  and  for  as  much  play  of  mind 
as  may  suit  its  being  that ;  we  have  the  British  Quarterly 
Review,  existing  as  an  organ  of  the  political  Dissenters, 
and  for  as  much  play  of  mind  aa  may  suit  its  being  that ; 
we  have  the  Times,  existing  as  an  organ  of  the  common, 
satisfied,  well-to-do  Englishman,  and  for  as  much  play  of 
mind  as  may  suit  its  being  that     And  so  on  through  all 
the  various  fractions,  political  and  religious,  of  our  sode- 
ty ;  every  fraction  has,  as  such,  its  organ  of  criticism,  but 
the  notion  of  combining  all  fractions  in   the  common 
pleasure  of  a  free,  disinterested  play  of  mind  meets  with 
no  favor.     Directly   tins  play  of  mind  wants  to  have 
more  scope,  and  to  forget  the  pressure  of  practical  con- 
siderations a  little,  it  is  checked,  it  is  made  to  feel  the 
chain.    We  saw  this  the  other  day  in  the  extinction,  so 
much  to  be  regretted,  of  the  Home  and  Foreign  Review  ; 
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perhaps  in  no  organ  of  criticism  in  this  country  was  there 
80  much  knowledge,  so  much  play  of  mind;  but  these 
ooald  not  save  it.  The  Duhlin  Review  subordinates  play 
of  mind  to  the  practical  business  of  English  and  Irish 
Catholicism,  and  lives.  It  must  needs  be  that  men 
should  act  in  sects  and  parties,  that  each  of  these  sects 
and  parties  should  have  its  organ,  and  should  make  this 
organ  subserve  the  interests  of  its  action ;  but  it  would 
he  well,  too,  that  there  should  be  a  criticism,  not  the  min- 
ister of  these  interests,  not  their  enemy,  but  absolutely 
and  entirely  independent  of  them.  No  other  criticism 
will  ever  attain  any  real  authority  or  make  any  real  way 
towards  its  end, — the  creating  a  current  of  true  and 
fresh  ideas. 

It  is  because  criticism  has  so  little  kept  in  the  pure  in- 
tellectual sphere,  has  so  little  detached  itself  from  prac- 
tice, has  been  so  directly  polemical  and  controversial,  that 
it  has  so  ill  accomplished,  in  this  country,  its  best  spirit- 
ual work ;  which  is  to  keep  man  from  a  self-satisfaction 
which  is  retarding  and  vulgarizing,  to  lead  him  .towards 
perfection,  by  making  his  mind  dwell  upon  what  is  ex-^ 
cellent  in  itself,  and  the  absolute  beauty  and  fitness  of  -^ 
thiBgs.  A  polemical  piuctical  criticism  makes  men  blind  ^-t^^^v^ 
even  to  the  ideal  ^mgerjection  of  their  practice,  makes 
them  willingly  assert  its  ideal  perfection,  in  order  the  bet- 
ter to  secure  it  against  attack ;  and  clearly  this  is  narrow- 
ing and  baneful  for  them.  If  they  were  reassured  on  the 
practical  side,  speculative  considerations  of  ideal  perfec- 
tion they  might  be  brought  to  entertain,  and  their  spirit- 
ual horizon  would  thus  gradually  widen.  Mr.  Adderley 
says  to  the  Warwickshire  farmers ;  — 

^  Talk  of  the  improvement  of  breed  I     Why,  the  race 
we  ourselves  represent,  the   men   and  women,  the  old 
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Anglo-Saxon  race,  are  the  best  breed  in  the  whole  world. 
.  .  The  absence  of  a  too  enervating  dimate,  too  un- 
clouded skies,  and  a  too  luxurious  nature,  has  produced 
60  vigorous  a  race  of  people,  and  has  rendered  us  so  su- 
perior to  all  the  world." 

Mr.  Roebuck  says  to  the  Sheffield  cutlers :  — 
^  I  look  around  me  and  ask,  What  is  the  state  of  Eng- 
land ?  Is  not  property  safe  ?  .  Is  not  every  man  able  to 
say  what  he  likes  ?  CSan  yon  not  walk  from  one  end  -of 
England  to  the  other  in  perfect  security?  I  ask  you 
whether,  the  world  over  or  in  past  history,  there  is  any- 
thing like  it.  Nothing.  I  pray  that  our  unrivalled 
happiness  may  last." 

Now  obviously  there  is  a  peril  for  poor  human  nature 
in  words  and  thoughts  of  such  exuberant  self-satisfaction, 
until  we  find  ourselves  safe  in  the  streets  of  the  Celestial 
City. 

**  Das  wenige  venohwindet  leicht  dem  Blicke 
Der  vorwarts  sieht,  wie  viel  noch  ubrig  bleibt,*' 

says  Goethe.  The  little  that  is  done  seems  nothing  when 
we  look  forward  and  see  how  much  we  have  yet  to  do. 
Clearly  this  is  a  better  line  of  reflection  for  weak  human- 
ity; so  long  as  it  remains  on  this  earthly  field  of  labor  and 
triaL  But  neither  Mr.  Adderley  nor  Mr.  Roebuck  are  by 
nature  inaccessible  to  considerations  of  this  sort  They 
only  lose  sight  of  them  owing  to  the  controversial  life  we 
all  lead,  and  the  practical  form  which  all  speculation 
takes  with  us.  They  have  in  view  opponents  whose  aim 
is  not  ideal,  but  practical,  and  in  their  zeal  to  uphold  their 
own  practice  against  these  innovators,  they  go  so  far  as 
even  to  attribute  to  this  practice  an  ideal  perfection. 
Somebody  has  been  wanting  to  introduce  a  six-pound 
franchise,  or  to  abolish  church-rates,  or  to  collect  agricul- 
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tural  statistics  by  force,  or  to  diminish  local  self-govern- 
ment How  nataral,  in  reply  to  such  proposals,  very 
likely  improper  or  ill-timed,  to  go  a  little  beyond  the 
mark,  and  to  say  stoutly :  ''  Such  a  race  of  people  as  we 
stand,  BO  superior  to  all  the  world !  The  old  Anglo- 
Saxon  race,  the  best  breed  in  the  whole  world !  I  pray 
that  our  unrivalled  happiness  may  last!  I  dsk  you 
whether,  the  world  over  or  in  past  history,  there  is  any- 
thing like  it!"  And  so  long  as  criticism  answers  this 
dithyramb  by  insisting  that,  the  old  Anglo-Saxon  race 
would  be  still  more  superior  to  all  others  if  it  had  no 
church-rates,  or  that  our  unrivalled  happiness  would  last 
yet  longer  with  a  six-pound  franchise,  so  long  will  the  ^ 
strain,  "The  best  breed  in  the  whole  world!"  swell  V 
louder  and  louder,  eve^hing  ideal  and  ^finin^  will  bev/ 
lo^  out  of_ri^t,  and  both  the  assailed  and Iheir  cntTcs 
will  remain  in  a  sphere,  to  say  the  truth,  perfectly  unvi- 
tal,  a  sphere  in  which  spirituaL  progression  is  impossible. 
But  let  criticism  leave  church-rates  and  the  franchise 
alone,  and  in  the  most  candid  spirit,  without  a  single 
lurking  thought  of  practical  innovation,  confront  with  our 
dith3rramb  this  paragraph  on  which  I  stumbled  in  a  news- 
paper soon  after  reading  Mr.  Roebuck :  — 

"  A  shocking  child-murder  has  just  been  committed  at 
Nottingham.  A  girl  named  Wragg  left  the  workhouse 
there  on  Saturday  morning  with  her  young  illegitimate 
child.  The  child  was  soon  afterwards  found  dead  on 
Mapperly  Hills,  having  been  strangled.  Wragg  is  in 
custody." 

Nothing  but  that ;  but,  in  juxtaposition  with  the  abso- 
lute eulogies  of  Mr.  Adderley  and  Mr.  Roebuck,  how  elo-' 
quent,  how  suggestive,  are  those  few  lines !  ^  Our  old 
Anglo-Saxon  breed,  the  best  in  the  whole  world!"  — 


i 


22  THE  FUKCTION  OF  CBITICISM 

how  mach  that  is  harsh  and  ill-fiirored  there  is  in  this 
best !  Wragg  !  If  we  are  to  talk  of  ideal  perfection,  of 
**  the  best  in  the  whole  world,"  has  any  one  reflected  what 
a  touch  of  grossness  in-  our  race,  what  an  original  short- 
coming in  the  more  delicate  spiritual  perceptions,  is 
shown  by  the  natural  growth  amongst  us  of  such  hideous 
names,** —  Higginbottom,  Stiggins,  Bugg !  In  Ionia  and 
Attica  they  were  luckier  in'  this  respect  than  ^  the  best 
race  in  the  world  " ;  by  the  Uissus  there  was  no  Wragg, 
poor  thing  !  And  <'  our  unrivalled  happiness,"  — '-  what 
an  element  of  grimness,  bareness,  and  hideousness  mixes 
with  it  and  blurs  it ;  the  workhouse,  the  dismal  Mapperly 
Hills, — how  dismal  those  who  have  seen  them  will  re- 
member, —  the  gloom,  the  smoke,  the  cold,  the  strangled 
illegitimate  child !  '<  I  ask  you  whether,  the  world  over 
or  in  past  history,  there  is  anything  like  it. "  Perhaps 
not,  one  is  inclined  to  answer ;  but  at  any  rate,  in  that 
case,  the  world  is  veiy  much  to  be  pitied.  And  the  final 
touch,  —  short,  bleak,  and  inhuman :  Wragg  is  in  custody. 
The  sex  lost  in  the  confusion  of  our  unrivalled  happiness ; 
or,  shall  I  say?  the  superfluous  Christian  name  lopped 
off  by  the  straightforward  vigor  of  our  old  Anglo-Saxon 
breed  if  There  is  profit  for  the  spirit  in  such  contrasts  as 

^  ^^  this ;  criticism  serves  the  cause  of  perfection  by  establish- 
ing them.     By  eluding  sterile  conflict,  by  refusing   to 
•    \     remain  in  the  sphere  where  alone  narrow  and  relative 

^  '  \  -.    conceptions  have  any  worth  and  validity,  criticism  may 
,^  .     diminish  its  momentary  importance,  but  only  in  this  way 
'  has  it  a  chance  of  gaining  admittance  for  those  wider  and 
'^    *     more  perfect  conceptions  to  which  all  its  duty  is  really 
^.         owed.    Mr.  Roebuck  will  have  a  poor  opinion  of  an  ad- 
versary who  replies  to  his  defiant  songs  of  triumph  only 
by  murmuring,  under  his  breath,   Wragg  is  in  custody ; 
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but  in  no  other  way  will  these  Bongs  of  triamph  be  in- 
dnoed  gradually  to  moderate  themeelves,  to  get  rid  oi 
what  in  them  is  excessive  and  offensive,  and  to  fall  into  a 
softer  and  truer  key.  /  fy\ 

It  will  be  said  that  it  is  a\yery  subtle  andvindirect  ao-  \f  (T 
tion  which  I  am  thus  prescribing  for  criticism^  and  that, 
by  embracing  in  this  manner  the  Indian  virtue  of  detach- 
ment and  abandoning  the  sphere  of  practical  life,  it  con- 
demns itself  to  a  slow  and  obscure  work.    Slow  and  ob- 
scure it  may^fi^but  it  is  the  only  proper  work  of  criti-v '^ 
cism.    Tl^^mas^of  mankind  will  never  have  any  ardent  ^^^»^  "^  '^''- 
i  zeal  for  seemg  things  as  they  are ;  very  inadequate  ideas  t 

Lwill  always^  satisfy  them.     On  these  inadequate  ideas         i  ij^t 
Ireposes,  and  must  repose,  the  general  practice  of  the«/p,^/:,rf.,, 
|world.     That  is  as  much  as  saying  that  whoever  sets  cm'^' 
himself  to  see  things  as  they  are  will  find  himself  one  j^ji^^J/.., 
of  a  very  small  circle ;  but  it  is  only  by  this  small  circle  i^^  *»  'j « •*■ 
resolutely  doing  its  own  work  that  adequate  ideas  will  jf/c,!'* 
ever  get  current  at  all.    The  rush  and  roar  of  practical  ^^^j^/.^ 
life  will  always  have  a  dizzying  and  attracting  effect  upon  ^v^«    -  ^ 
the  most  collected  spectator,  and  tend  to  draw  him  into 
its  vortex ;  most  of  all  will  this  be  the  case  where  that 
life  is  so  powerful  as  it  is  in  England.    But  it  is  only  by 
remaining  collected,  and  refusing  to^le^dJbimself  to  the 
[point  f^^  ^^^  ^f  *^^  practical  njan,  t^flt  *hfi  fritrMM^n  do 
the^ractical  mftn  tjwj  gprviV/^;  and  it  is  only  by  the  ,^ 

greatest  sincerity  in  pursuingThis  own  course)  and  by  at  /^r  ^ 
last  convincing  even  the  pramcal  man  of  his  /sincerity,  y 
that  he  can  escape  misunderstandings  which  perpetually  ' 
threaten  him. 

For  the  practical  man  is  not  apt  for  fine  distinctions, 
and  yet  in  these  distinctions  truth  and  the  highest  culture  i — - 
greatly  find  their  account    But  it  is  not  easy  to  lead  a 


prscucai  num , -^ 

tical  intenUons  vo„  T  ^*^  '*»«'°«  him  as  to  *«„ 

see  that  a  tZ/l^':  »<>  <^ce  of  le^^/r*  P««^ 

»t  from  onT^^    •*  '*«  *«  alwavs  W       ^  ^°»  — to 

upon  xt.^that  this  t4rto^'^  """^  ^«  ^^2 
ii.ay  appear  much  leTSeZ"?  **  ^"^  "»<>ther  ST 
!«**«»  aU  its  daimsl!  '*'»«fi<«'»t  and  beautiful  J/^*- 

^ake  tbe  spotlessTo^  X^J -ough.  how  sh^t™ 

*«  -f «  "s  to  say  to  4e  J^.tTw?'^"'  ^^^-Eh. 
BntBh  Constitution  itself.  wWch^^l?^,^  **'  *« 
8.de   looks  such  a  magnificent  o^^^  ^'  ''^''^ 
virtue,  seen  from  the  specuIafaVe^e        ^^!^^  »"d 
promises,  its  love  of  facts,  its  Cor^.r'"*'*  '*^  «»»- 
avoidance  of  clear  thoughtJ-Tf        *^'^'  '*«  «t"<«ed 
our  august  anstitu^ontlli^*  r^^T™  «!^  ^^" 
shade  of  Lord  SomersI  — «  ^i^V         ^"""^^^  me, 
manufacture  of  Philistines?   H^tlrf"^  ^'^  «>« 
and  not  be  misunderatood,  blackened  asT  ^  "^^  • ''^ 
smoke  of  a  life-long  conflict  in  the  field  otLrr^f"  ^^ 
tice  ?  how  is  Mr.  Carlyle  to  say  .t  and  1^ "^  P™<^ 
stood,  after  his  furious  raid  into  this  field  witTh^T'^*'^ 
dai,  Pamphlets  f  how  is  Mr.  Ruskin  after  hi.-       '^^ 
political  economy?   I  sa,,  the  c^oTjstZTTf'"': 
the  region  of  immediate  practice  in  the  ^mLZ  -1 
humanitanan  sphere,  if  he  wants  to  make  ThS-      L*'' 
that  more  free  speculative  treatment  of  things  whi^^ 
perhaps  one  day  make  its  benefits  felt  even  in 'this  s  h™*^ 
but  in  a  natural  and  thence  irresistible  manner.      ^  ^'^' 

Do  what  he  will,  however,  the  critic  will  still  re     • 
exposed  to  frequent  misunderstandings,  and  nowhe«  T 
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moch  as  in  this  country.  For  here  people  are  partic- 
ularly indisposed  even  to  comprehend  that,  without  this  q  7 
free,  di^t^ested  treatment  of  things,  truth  and  the  \y/ 
^^<ea±  culture  sr^^ut  of  the  question.  So  immersed 
are  they  in  ^^^ctical  life,  so  accustomed  to  take  all 
their  notions  from  this  life  and  its  processes,  that  they 
are  apt  to  think  that  truth  and  culture  themselves  can  ^ 
he  reached  by  the  proceasea.,Qf  this  life^  and  that  it  is  an 
impertinent  singularity  to  think  of  reaching  them  in  any 
other.  ''We  are  all  terra  jfUity'  cries  their  eloquent 
advocate ;  ''  all  Philistines  together.  Away  with  the  no- 
tion of  proceeding  by  any  other  course  than  the  course 
dear  to  the  Philistines ;  let  us  have  a  social  movement, 
let  us  organize  and  combine  a  party  to  pursue  truth  and 
new  thought,  let  us  call  it  the  liberal  party,  and  let  us  all 
stick  to  each  other,  and  back  each  other  up.  Let  us  have 
no  nonsense  about  independent  criticism,  and  intellectual 
delicacy,  and  the  few  and  the  many ;  don't  let  us  trouble 
ourselves  about  foreign  thought ;  we  shall  invent  the 
whole  thing  for  ourselves  as  we  go  along ;  if  one  of  us 
speaks  well,  applaud  him ;  if  one  of  us  speaks  ill,  applaud 
him  too ;  we  are  all  in  the  same  movement,  we  are  all 
liberals,  we  are  all  in  pursuit  of  truth."  Li  this  way  the  • 
pursuit  of  truth  becomes  really  a  social,  practical,  pleas-  vr 
urable  afiair,  almost  requiring  a  chairman,  a  secretary, 
and  advertisements  ;  with  the  excitement  of  an  occasional 
scandal,  with  a  little  resistance  to  give  the  happy  sense 
of  difficulty  overcome,  but,  in  general,  plenty  of  bustle 
and  very  little  thought  To  act  is  so  easy,  as  GroetheN/ 
says ;  to  think  is  so  hard  I  It  is  true  that  the  critic  has 
many  temptations  to  go  with  the  stream,  to  make  one  of 
the  party  of  movement,  one  of  these  terrcefUi  ;  it  seems 
ungracious  to  refuse  to  be  a  terrce  fliuiy  when  so  many 
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excellent  people  are;  but  the  critic's  duty  is  to  refuse, 
or,  if  resistance  is  vain,  at  least  to  cry,  with  Obermann, 
PMssons  en  resistanL 

How  serious  a  matter  it  is  to  try  and  resist,  I  had  am- 
ple opportunity  of  experiencing  when  I  ventured  some 
time  ago  to  criticise  the  celebrated  first  volume  of  Bishop 
Colenso.*  The  echoes  of  the  storm  which  was  then 
raised  1  still,  from  time  to  time,  hear  grumbling  round 
me.  That  storm  aiose  out  of  a  misunderstanding  almost 
inevitable.     It  is  a  result  of  no  little  culture  to  attain  to 

/  a  dear  perception  that  science  and  religion  are  two 
I     wholly  different  things ;  the  multitude  will  forever  con- 
fuse them,  but  happily  that  is  of  no  great  real  impor- 
tance, for  while  the  multitude  imagines  itself  to  live  by 

^  its  ftdse  science,  it  does  really  live  by  its  true  religion. 
Dr.  Colenso,  however,  m  his  first  volume  did  all  he  could 
to  strengthen  the  confusion,t  and  to  make  it  dangerous. 

•  So  ainoen  U  my  dislike  to  aU  personal  attack  and  controversy, 
that  I  abstain  from  reprinting,  at  this  distance  of  time  from  the  occa- 
slon  which  called  them  forth,  the  essays  in  which  I  criticised  the 
Bishop  of  Natal»8  book  j  I  feel  bound,  however,  after  all  that  has 
passed,  to  make  here  a  final  declaration  of  my  sincere  impenitence  for 
having  published  them.  The  Bishop  of  Natal's  subsequent  volumes 
are  In  great  measure  free  from  the  crying  fault  of  his  first;  he  has  at 
length  succeeded  In  more  clearly  separating,  in  his  own  thoughts,  the 
Idea  of  science  from  the  idea  of  religion;  his  mind  appears  to  be  open- 
ing as  he  goes  along,  and  he  may  perhaps  end  by  becoming  a  useful 
biblical  critic,  though  never,  I  think,  of  the  first  order. 

Still,  in  here  taking  leave  of  him  at  the  moment  when  he  is  publish- 
ing, for  popular  use,  a  cheap  edition  of  his  work,  I  cannot  forbear  re- 
peating yet  once  more,  for  his  benefit  and  that  of  his  readers,  this 
sentence  from  my  original  remarks  upon  him:  There  is  inUh  of  sa- 
tnce  and  truth  of  religion;  truth  of  science  does  not  become  truth  of 
religion  HU  it  is  made  religious.  And  I  will  add:  Let  us  have  all  the 
Bcience  there  is  from  the  men  of  science;  firom  the  men  of  religion  let 

Us  have  religion. 

t  It  has  been  said  I  make  it  "  a  crime  against  literary  criticism  and 
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He  did  this  with  the  best  intentions,  I  freely  admit,  and 
with  the  most  candid  ignorance  that  this  was  the  natural 
effect  of  what  he  was  doing ;  but,  says  Joubert,  ^  Igno- 
rance, which  in  matters  of  morals  extenuates  the  crime, 
is  itself,  in  intellectual  matters,  a  crime  of  the  first  order/' 
I  criticised  Bishop  Colenso's  speculative  confusion.  Im- 
mediately there  was  a  cry  raised :  ^*  What  is  this  ?  here 
is  a  liberal  attacking  a  liberaL  Do  not  you  belong  to  the 
movement  ?  are  not  you  a  firiend  of  truth  ?  Is  not  Bishop 
Colenao  in  pursuit  of  truth  ?  then  speak  with  proper  re- 
spect of  bis  book.  Dr.  Stanley  is  another  friend  of  truth, 
and  you  speak  with  proper  respect  of  his  book;  why 
make  these  invidious  differences  ?  Both  books  are  excel- 
lent, admirable,  liberal;  Bishop  Colenso's  perhaps  the 
most  so,  because  it  is  the  boldest,  and  will  have  the  best 
practical  consequences  for  the  liberal  cause.  Do  you 
want  to  encourage  to  the  attack  of  a  brother  liberal  his, 
and  yit>ur,  and  our  implacable  enemies,  the  Church  and 
SuOe/Heview  or  the  Record,  —  the  High-Ghurch  rhinoce- 
ros/and the  Evangelical  hyena?  Be  silent, . therefore ; 
oy  rather  speak,  speak  as  loud  as  ever  you  can,  and  go 
mto  ecstasies  over  the  eighty  and  odd  pigeons.'*  But 
criticism  cannot  follow  this  coarse  and  indiscriminate 
method.  It  is  unfortunately  possible  for  a  man  in  pur- 
sait  of  truth  to  write  a  book  which  reposes  upon  a  false 
conception.  Even  the  practical  consequences  of  a  book^ 
are  to  genuine  criticism  no  recommendation  of  it,  if  the 
book  is,  in  the  highest  sense,  blundering.  I  see  that  a 
lady  who  herself,  too,  is  in  pursuit  of  truth,  and  who 
writes  with  great  ability,  but  a  little  too  much,  perhaps, 

tha  higgler  onltnre  to  attempt  to  inform  the  ignorant."  Need  I  point 
out  that  the  ignorant  are  not  informed  by  being  confirmed  in  a  con- 
fiisiou? 
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under  the  inflaenoe  of  the  practical  spirit  of  the  Englisili 
liberal  movement,  classes  Bishop  Colenso's  book  and  M. 
Kenan's  together,  in  her  survey  of  the  religious  state  of 
Europe,  as  facts  of  the  same  order,  works,  both  of  them, 
of  "great  importance  "  ;  "  great  ability,  power,  and  skill "  5 
Bishop  Colenso's,  perhaps,  the  most  powerful ;  at  least, 
Miss  Cobbe  gives  special  expression  to  her  gratitude  that 
to  Bishop  Colenso  "  has  been  given  the  strength  to  grasp, 
and  the  courage  to  teach,  truths  of  such  deep  import."  In 
the  same  way,  more  than  one  popular  writer  has  com- 
pared him  to  Luther.  Now  it  is  just  this  kind  of  false 
estimate  which  the  critical  spirit  is,  it  seems  to  me,  bound 
to  resist.  It  is  really  the  strongest  possible  proof  of  the 
low  ebb  at  which,  in  England,  the  critical  spirit  is,  that 
while  the  critical  hit  in  the  religious  literature  of  Grer- 
many  is  Dr.  Strauss's  book,  in  that  of  France  M.  Renan's 
book,  the  book  of  Bishop  Colenso  is  the  critical  hit  iu  the 
^hgious  literatureV^  England.  Bishop  Colenso's  book 
reposes  on  a  total  misconception  of  the  essential  elements 
of  the  religious  problem,  as  that  problem  is  now  presented 
for  solution.  To  criticism,  therefore,  which  seeks  to  have 
the  best  that  is  known  and  thought  on  this  problem,  it  is, 
however  well  meant,  of  no  importafice^wKatever.  M. 
Benan's  book  attempts  a  new  synthesis  of  the  elements 
furnished  to  us  by  the  four  Grospels.  It  attempts,  in  my 
opinion,  a  synthesis,  perhaps  premature,  perhaps  impossi- 
ble, certainly  not  successful.  Up  to  the  present  time,  at 
any  rate,  we  must  acquiesce  in  Fleury's  sentence  on  such 
recastings  of  the  Gospel  story :  Quiconque  sHmagine  la 
pouvoir  mieux  ecrire,  ne  Ventendpcts,  M.  Renan  had  him- 
self passed  by  anticipation  a  like  sentence  on  his  own  work, 
when  he  said :  "  If  a  new  presentation  of  the  character  of 
.  Jesus  were  offered  to  me,  I  would  not  have  it;  its  very 
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clearness  would  be,  in  my  opinion,  the  best  proof  of  its  in- 
safficiencj."  His  friends  may  with  perfect  justice  rejoin 
that  at  the  sight  of  the  Holy  Land,  and  of  the  actual 
scene  of  the  Grospel  story,  all  the  current  of  M.  Kenan's 
thoughts  may  have  naturally  changed,  and  a  new  casting 
of  that  story  irresistibly  suggested  itself  to  him ;  and  that 
this  is  just  a  case  for  applying  Cicero's  maxim :  Change 
of  mind  is  not  inconsistency,  —  nemo  doctus  unqtuim  fnU" 
tattonem  consilii  inconstantiam  dixit  esse.  Nevertheless, 
for  criticism,  M.  Renan's  first  thought  must  still  be  the 
truer  one,  a^  long  as  his  new  casting  so  fails  more  fully 
to  commend  itself,  more  fully  (to  use  Coleridge's  happy 
phrase  about  the  Bible)  to  Jind  us.  Still  M.  Renan's  at- 
tempt is,  for  criticism,  of  the  most  real  interest  and  im- 
portance, since,  with  all  its  difficulty,  a  fresh  synthesis 
of  the  New  Testament  data  —  not  a  making  war  on 
them,  in  Voltaire's  fashion,  not  a  leaving  them  out  of 
mind,  in  the  world's  fashion,  but  the  putting  a  new  con-~>^ 
struction  upon  them,  the  taking  them  from  under  the.  old,  / 
adoptive,  traditional,  unspiritual  point  of  view  and  placing  J 
them  under  a  new  one  ^  is  the  very  essence  of  the  re- 
ligious problem,  as  now  presented ;  and  only  by  efforts  in 
this  direction  can  it  receive  a  solution. 

Again,  in  the  same  spirit  in  which  she  judges  Bishop 
Colenso,  Miss  Cobbe,  like  so  many  earnest  liberals  of 
cor  practical  race,  both  here  and  in  America,  herself  sets 
vigorously  about  a  positive  reconstruction  of  religion,  about 
making  a  religion  of  the  future  out  of  hand,  or  at  least 
setting  about  making  it ;  we  must  not  rest,  she  and  they 
are  always  thinking  and  saying,  in  negative  criticism,  we  ^ 
must  be  creative  and  constructive ;  hence  we  have  such 
works  as  her  recent  ReUgious  Duty,  and  works  still  more 
ooosiderable,  perhaps,  by  others,  which  will  be  in  every 
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one's  mind.    These  works  often  have  much  ability ;  thej 
often  spring  out  of  sincere  convictions,  and  a  sincere  wish 
to  do  good ;  and  they  sometimes,  perhaps,  do  good.   Their 
&ult  is  (if  I  may  be  permitted  to  say  so)  one  which  they 
have  in  common  with  the  British  College  of  Health,  in 
the  New  Road.     Every  one  knows  the  British  College  of 
Health ;  it  is  that  building  with  the  lion  and  the  statue 
of  the  goddess  Hygeia  before  it;  at  least,  I  am   sure 
about  the  lion,  though  I  am  not  absolutely  certain  about 
the  goddess  Hygeia.     This  building  does  credit,  per- 
haps, to  the  resources  of  Dr.  Morrison  and  his  disciples ; 
but  it  falls  a  good  deal  short  of  one's  idea  of  what  a 
British  College  of  Health  ought  to  be.     In  England, 
wliere  we  hate  public  interference  and  love  individual  en- 
terprise, we  have  a  whole  crop  of  places  like  the  British 
College  of  Health ;  the  grand  name  without  the  grand 
thing.     Unluckily,  creditable  to  individual  enterprise  as 
they  are,  they  tend  to  impair  our  taste  by  making  us 
for<'et  what  more  grandiose,  noble,  or  beautiful  character 
properly  belongs  to  a  public  institution.    The  same  may 
be  said  of  the  religions  of  the  future  of  Miss  Cobbe  and 
others.     Creditable,  like  the  British  College  o£  Health, 
to  the  resources  of  their  authors,  they  yet  tend  to  make 
us  forget  what  more  grandiose,  noble,  or  beautiful  char- 
acter properly  belongs  to  religious  constructions.     The 
historic  religions,  with  all  their  faults,  have  had  this ;  it 
certainly  belongs  to  the  religious  sentiment,  when  it  truly 
flowers,  to  have  this  ;  and  we  impoverish  our  spirit  if  we 
allow  a  religion  of  the  future  without  it.     What,  then,  is 
the  duty  of  criticism  here?     To  take  the  practical  point 
of  view,  to  applaud  the  liberal  movement  and   all  its 
works,  —  its  New  Road  religions  of  the  future  into  the 
bargain, — for    their    general    utility's   sake?      By   uo 
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means;  but  to  be  perpetnallj  dissatisfied  with  these 
works,  while  they  perpetually  ^l  short  of  a  high  and 
perfect  ideal. 

For  criticism,  these  are  elementary  laws;  but  they 
never  can  be  popular,  and  in  this  country  they  have  been 
very  little  followed,  and  one  meets  with  immense  obsta- 
cles in  following  them.  That  is  a  reason  for  asserting 
them  again  and  again.  Chiticism  must  maintain  its  inde- 
pendence of  the  practical  spirit  and  its  aims.  Even  with 
well-meant  efforts  of  the  practical  spirit  it  must  express 
dissatisfaction,  if  in  the  sphere  of  the  ideal  they  seem  im- 
poverishing and  limiting.  It  must  not  hurry  on  to  the 
goal  because  of  its  practical  importance.  It  must  be  pa- 
tient, and  know  how  to  wait ;  and  flexible,  and  know  how 
to  attach  itself  to  things  and  how  to  withdraw  from 
them.  It  mast  be  apt  to  study  and  praise  elements  that 
for  the  fulness  of  spiritual  perfection  are  wanted,  even 
though  they  belong  to  a  power  which  in  the  practical 
^here  may  be  maleficent.  It  must  be  apt  to  discern  the 
spiritaal  shortcomings  or  illusions  of  powers  that  in  the 
practical  sphere  hiay  be  beneficent  And  this  without 
any  notion  of  favoring  or  injuring,  in  the  practical  sphere^' 
one  power  or  the  other;  without  any  notion  of  playing 
off,  in  this  sphere,  one  power  against  the  other.  When 
one  looks,  for  instance,,  at  the  English  Divorce  Court, — 
an  institution  which  perhaps  has  its  practical  conven- 
iences, but  which  in  the  ideal  sphere  is  so  hideous,  *  —  an 

*  A  critic,  already  quoted,  says  that  I  have  no  right,  on  my  own 
principles,  to  *'  object  to  practical  measures  on  theoretical  gronnds," 
and  that  only  *'  when  a  man  has  got  a  theory  which  will  fully  explain 
an  the  duties  of  a  legislator  on  the  matter  of  marriage,  will  he  have  a 
right  to  abuse  the  Divorce  Court'*  In  short,  he  wants  me  to  produce 
a  plan  for  a  new  and  improved  Divorce  Court,  before  I  call  the  present 
one  hideous.    But  God  forbid  that  I  should  thus  enter  into  competition 
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instatntion  which  neither  makes  divorce  impossible  nor 
makes  it  decent,  which  allows  a  man  to  get  rid  of  his 
wife,  or  a  wife  of  her  husband,  but  makes  them  drag  one 
another  first,  for  the  public  edification,  through  a  mire  of 
unutterable  infamy,  —  when  one  looks  at  this  charming 
institution,  I  say,  with  its  crowded  benches,  its  newspa- 
per reports,  and  its  money  compensations, —  this  institu- 
tion in  which  the  gross  imregenerate  British  Philistine  has 
indeed  stamped  an  image  of  himself,—- one  may  be  permit- 

with  the  Lord  Chancellor!    It  is  just  this.invasion  of  the  practical 
sphere  which  ia  really  against  my  principles;  the  taking* ^prj^tical 
P  measure  into  the  world  of  ideas,  and  seeing  how  u  looks  there,  is,  ou 
\   the  other  hand,  jnst  what  I  am  recommending.    It  is  because  we  have 
^not  been  conversant  enough  with  ideas  that  our  practice  now  falls  so 
short;  it  is  only  by  becoming  more  conversant  with  them  that  we  shall 
make  it  better.    Our  present  Divorce  Court  is  not  the  result  of  any 
legislator's  meditations  on  the  subject  of  marriage;  rich  people  had 
an  anomalous  privilege  of  getting  divorced ;  privileges  are  odious,  and 
we  said  everybody  should  have  the  same  chance.    There  was  no  med- 
itation about  marriage  here;  that  was  just  the  mischief. 

If  my  practical  critic  will  but  himself  accompany  me,  for  a  little 
while,  into  the  despised  world  of  ideas,  —  if,  renouncing  any  attempt 
to  patch  hastily  up,  with  a  noble  disdain  for  transcendentalists,  our  pres- 
ent  divorce  law,  he  will  but  allow  his  mind  to  dwell  a  little,  first  on  the 
Catholic  idea  of  marriage,  which  exhibits  marriage  as  indissoluble, 
and  then  upon  that  Protestant  idea  of  marriage  which  exhibits  it  as  a 
union  terminable  by  mutual  consent,  —  if  he  will  meditate  well  on 
these,  and  afterwards  on  the  thought  of  what  married  life,  according 
to  its  idea,  really  is,  of  what  family  life  really  is,  of  what  social  life 
really  is,  and  national  life,  and  public  morals,  —  he  will  find,  after  a 
while,  I  do  assure  him,  the  whole  state  of  his  spirit  quite  changed ; 
the  Divorce  Court  will  then  seem  to  him,  if  he  looks  at  it,  strangely 
hideous;  and  he  will  at  th'e  same  time  discover  in  himself,  as  the  fruit 
of  his  inward  discipline,  lights  and  resources  for  making  it  better,  of 
which  now  he  does  not  dream. 

He  must  make  haste,  though,  for  the  condition  of  his  '*  practical 
measure*'  is  getting  awkward;  even  the  British  Philistine  begins  to 
have  qualms  as  he  looks  at  his  offspring;  even  his  "  thrice -battered 
God  of  Palestine  "  is  beginning  to  roll  its  eyes  convulsively. 
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ted  to  find  the  marriage-theoiy  of  Catholicism  refreshing 
and  elevating.  Or  when  ProtestantLsm,  in  virtue  of  its 
supposed  rational  and  intellectual  origin,  gives  the  law  to 
criticism  too  magisterially,  criticism  may  and  must  remind 
it  that  its  pretensions,  in  this  respect,  are  illusive,  and  do 
it  harm ;  that  the  Reformation  was  a  moral  rather  than  an 
intellectual  event ;  that  Luther's  theory  of  grace  no  more 
exactly  reflects  the  mind  of  the  spirit  than  Bossuet's  phi- 
losophy of  history  reflects  it ;  and  that  there  is  no  more 
antecedent  probability  of  the  Bishop  of  Durham's  stock 
of  ideas  being  agreeable  to  perfect  reason  than  of  Pope 
Pius  the  Ninth's.  But  criticism  will  not  on  that  account 
forget  the  achievements  of  Protestantism  in  the  practi- 
cal and  moral  sphere ;  nor  that,  even  in  the  intellectual 
sphere.  Protestantism,  though  in  a  blind  and  stumbling 
manner,  carried  forward  the  Renaissance,  while  Catholi- 
cism threw  itself  violently  across  its  path. 

I  lately  heard  a  man  of  thought  and  energy  contrast- 
ing the  want  of  ardor  and  movement  which  he  now  found 
amongst  young  men  in  this  country  with  what  he  remem- 
bered in  his  own  youth,  twenty  years  aga  ^  What  re- 
formers we  were  then ! "  he  exclaimed ;  "  what  a  zeal  we 
had !  how  we  canvassed  every  institution  in  church  and 
state,  and  were  prepared  to  remodel  them  all  on  first 
prtociples  I "  He  was  inclined  to  regret,  as  a  spiritual 
flagging,  the  lull  which  he  saw.  I  am  disposed  rather  to 
regard  it  as  a  pause  in  which  the  turn  to  a  new  mode  of 
spiritual  progress  is  being  accomplished.  Everjrthing 
was  long  seen,  by  the  young  and  ardent  among  us,  in  in- 
separable connection  with  politics  and  practical  life ;  we 
have  pretty  well  exhausted  the  benefits  of  seeing  things 
m  this  connection,  we  have  got  all  that  can  be  got  by  so 
teeing  them.    Let  us  try  a  more  disinterested  mode  of 
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seeing  them ;  lot  us  betake  ourselves  more  to  the  sereaer 
life  of  the  mind  and  spirit  This  life,  too,  may  have  its 
excesses  and  dangers ;  but  they  are  not  for  us  at  present. 
Let  UB  think  of  quietly  enlarging  our  stock  of  true  and 
fresh  ideas,  and  not,  as  soon  as  we  get  an  idea  or  half  an 
idea,  be  running  out  with  it  into  the  street,  and  trying  to. 
make  it  rule  there.  Our  ideas  will,  in  the  end,  shape 
the  world  all  the  better  for  maturing  a  little.  Perhaps 
in  fifty  years'  time  it  will,  in  the  English  House  of 
Commons  be  an  objection  to  an  institution  that  it  is  an 
anomaly,  and  my  friend  the  member  of  Parliament  will 
shudder  in  his  grave.  But  let  us  in  the  mean  while 
rather  endeavor  that  in  twenty  years'  time  it  may,  in 
English  literature,  be  an  objection  to  a  proposition  that 
it  is  absurd.  That  wiU  be  a  change  so  vast  that  the 
imagination  almost  fails  to  grasp  it.  Ab  integro  smdo- 
*^m  nascitur  cfrdo. 

If  I  have  insisted  so  much  on  the  course  which 
criticism  must  take  where  politics  and  religion  are  con- 
cerned, it  is  because,  where  these  burning  matters  are 
in  question,  it  is  most  likely  to  go  astray.  In  general, 
its  course  is  determined  for  it  by  the  idea  which  is  the 
law  of  its  being ;  the  idea  of  a  disinterested  endeavor 
to  learn  and  propagate  the  best  that  is  known  and 
thought  in  the  world,  and  thus  to  establish  a  current 
of  fresh  and  true  ideas.  By  the  very  nature  of  things, 
as  England  is  not  all  the  world,  much  of  the  best 
that  is  known  and  thought  in  the  world  cannot  be  of 
English  growth,  must  be  foreign;  by  the  nature  of 
things,  again,  it  is  just  this  that  we  are  least  likely 
to  know,  while  English  thought  is  streaming  in  upon 
us  from  all  sides,  and  takes  excellent  care  that  we  shall 
not  be  ignorant  of  its  existence ;  the  English  critic, 
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therefore,  miiBt  dwell  mach  on  foreign  thought,  and 
with  particolar  heed  on  any  part  of  it,  which,  while 
rignificant  and  fraitfol  in  itself,  is  for  any  reason 
specially  likely  to  escape  him.  Again,  judging  is  often  ^^ 
spdcen  of  as  the  critic's  one  business ;  and  so  in  s(Mne 
sense  it  is  ;  but  the  judgment  which  almost  insensibly 
forms  itself  in  a  fair  and  dear  mind,  along  with  fresh 
knowledge,  is  the  valuable  one;  and  thus  knowledge, 
and  ever  fresh  knowledge,  must  be  the  critic's  great 
concern  for  himself;  and  it  is  by  communicating  fresh 
(  knowledge,  and  letting  his  own  judgment  pass  along  ^- 
\  with  it,  —  but  insensibly,  and  in  the  second  place,  not  the 
nrst,  as  a  sort  of  companion  and  dew,  not  as  an  abstract  ^ 
lawgiver,  —  that  he  will  generally  do  most  good  to  his 
readers.  Sometimes,  no  doubt,  for  the  sake  of  estab- 
lishing an  author's  place  in  literature,  and  his  elation  to 
a  central  standard,  (and  if  this  is  not  done,  how  are  we  to  -^ 
get  at  our  best  in  ike  world  f)  criticism  may  have  to  deal 
with  a  subject-matter  so  familiar  that  fiesh  knowledge  is 
out  of  the  question,  and  then  it  must  be  all  judgment ;  ^ 
an  enundation  and  detailed_application  Qf_prindples* 
Here  the  great  safeguard  is,  never  to  let  one's  self  become 
abgg^ct,  always  to  retain  an  intimate  and  lively  con- 
sdousness  of  the  truth  of  what  one  is  saying,  and,  the 
moment  this  £siils  us,  to  be  sure  that  something  is  wrong. 
Still,  under  all  drcumstances,  this  mere  judgment  and 
Implication  of  prindples  is,  in  itself,  not  the  most  satis- 
factory work  to  the  critic ;  like  mathematics,  it  is  tauto- 
logical, and  cannot  well  give  us,  like  fresh  learning,  the 
sense  of  creative  activity,    v^ 

But  stop,  some  one  will  say ;  all  this  talk  is  of  no 
practical  use  to  us  whatever ;  this  criticism  of  yours  is 
not  what  we  have  in  our  minds  when  we  speak  of  crit- 
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icisin ;  when  we  speak  of  critics  and  criticism,  we  mean 
critics'  and  criticism  of  the  current  English  literature  of 
the  day ;  when  you  offer  to  tell  criticism  its  function,  it 
is  to  this  criticism  that  we  expect  you  to  address  yourself. 
I  am  sorry  for  it,  for  I  am  afraid  I  must  disappoint  these 
expectations.  VI  ^m  hound  by  my  own  definition  of  crit- 
icism :  a  disinterested  endeavor  to  learn  and  propagcOe 
the  best  that  is  known  and  thought  in  the  wortdT^  How 
much  of  current  English  literature  comes  into  this  "best 
that  is  known  and  thought  in  the  world"?  Not  very 
much,  I  fear ;  certainly  less,  at  this  moment,  than  of  the 
current  literature  of  France  or  Germany.  Well,  then, 
am  I  to  alter  my  definition  of  criticism,  in  order  to  meet 
the  requirements  of  a  number  of  practising  English  critics, 
who,  after  all,  are  free  in  their  choice  of  a  business  ?  That 
would  be  Aaking  criticism  lend  itself  just  to  one  of  those 
alien  practical  considerations,  which,  I  have  said,  are  so 
fatal  to  it  One  may  say,  indeed,  to  those  who  have  to 
deal  with  the  mass — so  much  better  disregarded — of 
current  English  literature,  that  they  may  at  all  events 
endeavor,  in  dealing  with  this,  to  try  it,  so  far  as  they  can, 
by  the  standard  of  the  best  that  is  known  and  thought 
in  the  world ;  one  may  say,  that,  to  get  anywhere  near 
this  standard,  every  critic  should  try  and  possess  one  great 
literature,  at  least,  besides  his  own ;  and  the  more  imlike 
his  own,  the  better.  But,  afler  all,  the  criticism  I  am 
really  concerned  with  —  the  criticism  which  alone  can 
much  help  us  for  the  fqture,  £he  criticism  which,  through- 
out Europe,  is  at  the  present  day  meant,  when  so  much 
stress  is  laid  on  the  importance  of  criticism  and  the 
critical  spirit  —  is  a  criticism  which  regards  Europe  as 
being,^or  intellectual  and  spiritual  purposes,  one  great 
confederation,  bound  to  a  joint  action  and  working  to  a 
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common  result,  and  whose    members    have,  for  their  r^^jl^    \ 
proper  outfit,  a  knowledge  of  Greek,  Roman,  and  Eastern  d'i  K^a.^' 
antiquity,  and  of  one  another.     Special,  local,  and  tempo-  I  V^l^  / 
rary  advantages  being  put  out  of  account,  that  modem  (yi/^U  v    * 
nation  will  in  the  intellectual^and  spiritual  sphere  make  **t^^'' 
most  progress,  which  most  thoroughly  carries  out  this  ■f{o*]'Jf^.fr(' 
prc^ramme.    And  what  is  that  but  saying  that  we  too,  diA-^^'.' 
all  of  us,  as  individuals,  the  more  thoroughly  we  carry  a^^"-;!'^  .i.^ 
it  out,  shall  make  the  more  progress?  iLi  t<  *-    * 

There  is  so  much  inviting  us  I  what  are  we  to  take  ?V\  7^^1.4^*^'  * 
what  will  nourish  us  in  growth  towards  perfection  ?    That 
is  the  question  which,  with  the  immense  field  *of  life  and 
of  literature  lying  before  him,  the  critic  has  to  answer ; 
for  himself  fir8t,^nd  afterwards  for  others.    In  this  idea   \^*  i 
of  the  critic's  business  the  essays  brought  together  in      {^.^  '^^ 
the  following  pages  have  had  their  origin;  in' this  idea,    •  /^"^/.^y 
widely  different  as  are  their  subjects,  they  have,  perhaps,      '^^iij 
their  unity.  ''^' 

I  conclude  with  what  I  said  at  the  beginning :  to  have 
the  sense  of  creative  activity  is  the  great  happiness  and 
the  great  proof  of  being  alive,  and  it  is  not  denied  to 
ciitidflm  to  have  it ;  but  then  criticism  must  be  sincere, 
simple,  flexible,  ardent,  ever  widening  its  knowledge. 
Then  it  may  have,  in  no  contemptible  measure,  a  joyful 
sense  of  creative  activity  ;  a  sense  which  a  man  of 
insight  and  conscience  will  prefer  to  what  he  might 
derive  from  a  poor,  starved,  fragmentary,  inadequate  y 
creation.  And  at  some  epochs  no  other  creation  is  s/ 
possible* 

Still,  in  full  measure,  the  sense  of  creative  activity     \/- 
belongs  only  to  ggnuine  creation ;  in  literature  we  must 
never  forget  that.    £Eut  what  true  man  of  letters  ever 
can  forget  it  ?    It  is  no  such  common  matter  for  a 
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gifted  nature  to  oome  into  possession  of  a  carrent  of 
true  and  living  ideas,  and  to  produce  amidst  the  inspira- 
tion of  them,  that  we  are  likely  to  underrate  it.  The 
epochs  of  .ZE^hylus  and  Shakespeare  make  us  feel  their 
pre-emioence.  In  au  epoch  like  those  is,  no  doubt,  the 
^^ue  life  of  a  literature;  there  is  the  promised  land, 
towards  which  criticism  can  only  beckon.  That  prom- 
ised land  it  will  not  be  ours  to  enter,  and  we  shall  die 
in  the  wilderness :  but  to  have  desired  to  enter  it,  to  have 
saluted  it  from  afar,  is  already,  perhaps,  the  best  distinc- 
tion among  contemporaries ;  it  will  certainly  be  the  best 
title  to  esteem  with  posterity. 


THE   LITERARY  INFLUENCE  OF 

ACADEMIES. 


r  is  impossible  to  put  down  a  book  like  the 
history  of  the  French  Academy,  by  Pellisson 
and  D'Olivet,  which  M.  Charles  Livet  has 
lately  re-edited,  without  being  led  to  reflect 
upon  the  absence,  in  our  own  country,  of  any  institution 
}ike  the  French  Academy,  upon  '■  the  probable  causes  of 
this  absence,  and  upon  its  results.  A  thousand  voices 
will  be  ready  to  tell  us  that  this  absence  is  a  signal  mark 
of  our  national  superiority  ;  that  it  Js  in  great  part  owing 
to  this  absence  that  the  exhilarating  words  of  Lord 
Macaulay,  lately  given  to  the  world  by  his^  very  clever 
nephew,  Mr.  Trevelyan,  are  so  profoundly  true :  **It  may 
safely  be  said  that  the  literature  now  extant  in  the  Eng- 
lish language  is  of  far  greater  value  than  all  the  litera- 
ture which  three  hundred  y6ars  ago  was  extant  in  all  the 
languages  of  the  world  together."  I  dare  say  this  is  so ; 
only,  remembering  Spinoza's  maxim  that  the  two  great 
banes  of  humanity  are  self-conceit  and  the  laziness  com- 
ing from  self-conceit,  I  think  it  may  do  us  good,  instead 
of  resting  in  our  pre-eminence  with  perfect  security,  to 
look  a  little  more  closely  why  this  is  so,  and  whether 
it  18  BO  without  any  limitations. 

Bat  first  of  all  I  must  give  a  very  few  words  to  the 
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outward  hiBtory  of  the  French  Academy.  About  the 
year  1629,  seven  or  eight  persons  in  Paris,  fond  of  liter- 
ature, formed  themselves  into  a  sort  of  little  dab  to  meet 
at  one  another's  houses  and  discuss  literary  matters. 
Their  meetings  got  talked  of,  and  Cardinal  Richelieu, 
then  minister  and  all  powerful,  heard  of  them.  He  him- 
self had  a  noble  passion  for  letters,  and  for  all  fine  cul- 
ture ;  he  was  interested  by  what  he  heard  of  the  nascent 
society.  Himself  a  man  in  the  grand  style,  if  ever  man 
was,  he  had  the  insight  to  perceive  what  a  potent  instru- 
ment of  the  grand  style  was  here  to  his  hand.  It  was 
the  beginning  of  a  great  century  for  France,  the  seven- 
teenth ;  men's  minds  were  working,  the  Frendi  language 
was  forming.  Richelieu  sent  to  ask  the  members  of  the 
new  society  whether  they  would  be  willing  to  become  a 
body  with  a  public  character,  holding  regular  meetings. 
Not  without  a  little  hesitation,  — for  apparently  they 
found  themselves  very  well  as  they  were,  and  these  seven 
or  eight  gentlemen  of  a  social  and  literary  turn  were  not 
perfectly  at  their  ease  as  to  what  the  great  and  terrible 
minister  could  want  with  them,  —  they  consented.  The 
favors  of  a  man  like  Richelieu  are  not  easily  reftised, 
whether  they  are  honestly  meant  or  no ;  but  this  favor 
of  Richelieu's  was  meant  quite  honestly.  The  Parlia- 
ment, however,  had  its  doubts  of  this.  The  Parliament 
had  none  of  Richelieu's  enthusiasm  about  letters  and  cul- 
ture ;  it  was  jealous  of  the  apparition  of  a  new  public 
body  in  the  State :  above  all,  of  a  body  called  into  exist- 
ence by  Richelieu.  The  King's  letters  patent,  establish- 
^g  and  authorizing  the  new  society,  were  granted  early 
in  1635;  but  by  the  old  constitution  of  France,  these 
letters  patent  required  the  verification  of  the  Parliament 
It  was  two  years  and  a  half — towards  the  autumn  of 
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1637  — before  the  Parliament  would  give  it ;  and  it  then 
gave  it  only  after  prising  solicitations,  and  earnest  as- 
snrances  of  the  innocent  intentions  of  the  young  Acad- 
emy. Jocose  people  said  that  this  society,  with  its 
mission  to  purify  and  embellish  the  language,  filled 
with  terror  a  body  of  lawyers  like  the  French  Parlia- 
ment, the  stronghold  of  barbarous  jargon  and  of  chicane. 

This  improyement  of  the  language  was  in  truth  the 
declared  grand  aim  for  the  operations  of  the  Academy. 
Its  statutes  of  foundation,  approved  by  Bichelieu  before 
the  royal  edict  establishing  it  was  issued,  say  expressly : 
*^  The  Academy*s  principal  function  shall  be  to  work  with 
all  the  care  and  all  the  diligence  possible  at  giving  sure 
rules  to  our  language,  and  rendering  it  pure,  eloquent, 
and  capable  of  treating  the  arts  and  sciences."  This  zeal 
for  making  a  nation's  great  instrument  of  thought — its 
language  —  correct  and  worthy  is  undoubtedly  a  sign 
fall  of  promise,  a  weighty  earnest  of  future  power.  It  is 
said  that  Richelieu  had  it  in  his  mind  that  French  should 
succeed  Latin  in  its  general  ascendancy,  as  Latin  had 
succeeded  Greek ;  if  it  was  so,  even  this  wish  has  to  some 
extent  been  fulfilled.  But,  at  any  rate,  the  ethical  infiu- 
ences  of  style  in  language  —  its  close  relations,  so  oflen 
pointed  out,  with  character, — are  most  important.  Rich- 
elieu, a  man  of  high  culture,  and,  at  the  same  time,  of 
great  character,  felt  them  profoundly ;  and  that  he  should 
have  sought  to  regularize,  strengthen,  and  perpetuate 
them  by  an  institution  for  perfecting  language,  is  alone 
a  striking  proof  of  his  governing  spirit  and  of  his  genius. 

This  was  not  all  he  had  in  his  mind,  however.  The 
new  Academy,  now  enlarged  to  a  body  of  forty  members, 
and  meant  to  contain  all  the  chief  literary  men  of  France, 
was  to  be  a  literary  tribunal    The  works  of  its  members 
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were  to  be  brought  before  it  previous  to  publication, 
were  to  be  criticised  by  it,  and  finally,  if  it  saw  fit,  to  be 
published  with  its  declared  approbation.  The  works  of 
other  writers,  not  members  of  the  Academy,  might  also, 
at  the  request  of  these  writers  themselves,  be  passed 
under  the  Academy's  review.  Besides  this,  in  essays  and 
discussions  the  Academy  examined  and  judged  works 
already  published,  whether  by  living  or  dead  authors, 
and  literary  matters  in  generaL  The  celebrated  opinion 
on  Comeille's  Oidy  delivered  in  1637  by  the  Academy 
.  at  Richelieu's  urgent  request,  when  this  poem,  wliich 
strongly  occupied  public  attention,  had  been  attacked  by 
M.  de  Scudery,  shows  how  fully  Richelieu  designed  his 
new  creation  to  do  duty  as  a  supreme  court  of  literature, 
and  how  early  it,  in  fact,  began  to  exercise  this  function. 
One  *  who  had  known  Richelieu  declared,  after  the  Car- 
dinaUs  death,  that  he  had'projeeted  a  yet  greater  institu- 
tion than  the  Academy,  a  sort  of  grand  European  college 
of  art,  science,  and  literature,  a  Frytaneum,  where  the 
chief  authors  of  all  Europe  should  be  gathered  together 
in  one  central  home,  there  to  live  in  security,  leisure,  and 
honor;  that  was  a  dream  which  will  not  bear  to  be 
pulled  about  too  roughly.  But  the  project  of  forming  a 
high  court  of  letters  for  France  was  no  dream ;  Richelieu 
in  great  measure  fulfilled  it.  This  is  what  the  Academy, 
by  its  idea,  really  is ;  this  is  what  it  has  always  tended  to 
become;  this  is  what  it  has,  from  time  to  time,  really 
been ;  by  being,  or  tending  to  be  this,  far  more  than  even 
by  what  it  has  done  for  the  language,  it  is  of  such  impor« 
tance  in  France.  To  give  the  law,  the  tone,  to  literature, 
and  that  tone  a  high  one,  is  its  business.  '^  Richelieu 
meant  it,"  says  M.  Sainte-Beuve,  '^  to  be  a  haiU  jury^  — 

*  La  Mesnardidre. 
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a  jury  the  most  choice  and  authoritatiye  that  could  be 
found  on  all  important  literary  matters  in  question  before 
the  public ;  to  be,  as  it  in  faxst  became  in  the  latter  half 
of  the  eighteenth  century,  ^  a  sovereign  organ  of  opinion." 
**  The  duty  of  the  Academy  is,"  says  M.  Benan,  "  main- 
ienir  la  diUcaiesse  de  P esprit  frangais**  —  to  keep  the 
fuae  quality  of  the  French  spirit  unimpaired;  it  repre- 
sents a  kind  of  "  maitrise  en  fait  de  ban  tan  '*  —  the  au- 
thority of  a  recognized  master  in  matters  of  tone  and 
taste.  '^All  ages,"  says  M.  Benan  again,  <*haye  had 
their  inferior  literature ;  but  the  great  danger  of  our  time 
is  that  this  inferior  literature  tends  more  and  more  to  get 
the  upper  place.  No  one  has  the  same  advantages  as  the 
Academy  for  fighting  against  this  mischief" ;  the  Acade- 
my, which,  as  he  says  elsewhere,  has  even  special  facili- 
ties for  ^creating  a  form  of  intellectual  culture  which 
shall  impose  itself  on  aU  aroundJ*  M.  Sainte-Beuve  and 
M.  Benan  are,  both  of  them,,  very  keen-sighted  critics ; 
and  they  show  it  signally  by  seizing  and  putting  so  prom- 
inently forward  this  character  of  the  French  i^cademy. 

Such  an  effort  to  set  up  a  recognized  authority,  impos 
ing  on  us  a  high  standard  in  matters  of  intellect  and  taste, 
has  many  enemies  in  human  nature.  We  all  of  us  like 
to  go  our  own  way,  and  not  to  be  forced  out  of  the  atmos- 
phere of  eommcmplace  habitual  to  most  of  us, —  ^^was 
uns  aUe  bandigt^"  says  Goethe,  <<  das  Gemeine'*  We  like 
to  be  suffered  to  lie  comfortably  in  the  old  straw  of  our 
habits,  especially  of  our  intellectual  habits,  even  though 
this  straw  may  not  be  very  dean  and  fine.  But  if  the 
effort  to  limit  this  freedom  of  our  lower  nature  finds,  as  it 
does  and  must  find,  enemies  in  human  nature,  it  finds 
ako  auxiliaries  in  it.  Out  of  the  four  great  parts,  says 
Giceio,  of  the  honesttunj  or  good,  which  forms  the  matter 
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on  which  officium,  or  human  duty,  finds  employment,  one 
is  the  fixing  of  a  modus  and  an  ardo^  a  measure  and  an 
order,  to  fashion  and  wholesomely  constrain  our  action,  in 
order  to  lift  it  above  the  level  it  keeps  if  left  to  itself, 
and  to  bring  it  nearer  to  perfection.  Man  alone  of  liv- 
ing creatores,  he  says,  goes  feeling  after  ^  quid  sit  ordo, 
quid  sit  quod  deoeat,  in  facHs  dictisque  qui  modus,''  — 
the  discovery  of  an  order^  a  law  of  good  tastey  a  measure 
for  his  words  and  actions.  Other  creatures  submissively 
follow  the  law  of  their  nature ;  man  alone  has  an  impulse 
leading  him  to  set  up  some  other  law  to  control  the  bent 
of  his  nature. 

This  holds  good,  of  course,  as  to  moral  matters^  as  well 
as  intdlectual  matters :  and  it  is  of  moral  matters  that 
w^  are  generally  thinking  when  we  affirm  it.  But  it 
holds  good  as  to  intellectual  matters  too.  Now,  proba- 
bly, M.  Sainte-Beuve  had  not  these  words  of  Cicero  in 
his  mind  when  he  made,  about  the  French  nation,  the 
assertion  I  am  going  to  quote ;  but,  for  all  that,  the  as- 
sertion leans  for  support,  one  may  say,  upon  the  truth 
conveyed  in  those  words  of  Cicero,  and  wonderfully  illus- 
trates and  confirms  them..  " In  France,"  says  M.  Sainte- 
Beuve,  "  the  first  consideration  for  us  is  not  whether  we 
are  amused  and  pleased  by  a  work  of  art  or  mind,  nor  is 
it  whether  we  are  touched  by  it.  What  we  seek  above 
all  to  learn  is,  whether  we  were  right  in  being  amused 
with  it,  and  in  applauding  it,  and  in  being  moved  by  it." 
Those  are  very  remarkable  words,  and  they  are,  I  be- 
lieve, in  the  main  quite  true.  A  Frenchman  has,  to  a 
considerable  degree,  what  one  may  call  a  conscience  in 
intellectual  matters ;  he  has  an  active  belief  that  there  is 
a  right  and  a  wrong  in  them,  that  he  is  bound  to  honor 
and  obey  the  right,  that  he  b  disgraced  by  cleaving  to  the 
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wrong.  All  the  world  has,  or  professes  to  have,  this  con- 
sdence  in  moral  matters.  The  word  conscience  has  be- 
come almost  confined,  in  popular  use,  to  the  moral  sphere, 
because  this  lively  susceptibility  of  feeling  is,  in  the  moral 
sphere,  so  &r  more  compon  than  in  the  intellectual 
sphere ;  the  livelier,  in  the  moral  sphere,  this  suscepti- 
bility is,  the  greater  becomes  a  man's  readiness  to  admit 
a  high  standard  of  action,  an  ideal  authoritatively  cor- 
recdng  his  every-day  moral  habits ;  here,  such  willing  ad- 
mission of  authority  is  due  to  sensitiveness  of  conscience. 
And  a  like  deference  to  a  standard  higher  than  one's  own 
habitual  standard  in  intellectual  matters,  a  like  respect- 
ful recognition  of  a  superior  ideal,  is  caused,  in  the  intel- 
lectual sphere,  by  sensitiveness  of  intelligence.  Those 
whose  intelligence  is  quickest,  openest,  most  sensitive,  are 
readiest  with  this  deference ;  those  whose  intelligence  is 
less  delicate  and  sensitive  are  less  disposed  to  it  Well, 
now  we  are  on  the  road  to  see  why  the  French  have  their 
Academy,  and  we  have  nothing  of  the  kind. 

What  are  the  essential  characteristics  of  the  spirit  of 
our  nation  ?  Not,  certainly,  an  open  and  dear  mind,  not 
a  quick  and  flexible  intelligence.  Our  greatest  admirers 
would  not  claim  for  us  that  we  have  these  in  a  pre-emi- 
nent degree ;  they  might  say  that  we  had  more  of  them 
than  our* detractors  gave  us  credit  for;  but  they  would 
not  assert  them  to  be  our  essential  characteristics.  They 
would  rather  allege,  as  our  chief  spiritual  characteristics, 
energy  and  honesty ;  and  if  we  are  judged  favorably  and 
positively,  not  invidiously  and  negatively,  our  chief  char- 
acteristics are,  no  doubt,  these;  —  energy  and  honesty, 
not  an  open  and  clear  mind,  not  a  quick  and  flexible  in- 
telligence. Openness  of  mind  and  flexibility  of  intelli- 
gence were  very  signal  characteristics  of  the  Athenian 
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people  in  SDcient  times;  eveiybodj  wOl  feel  that  Open- 
ness of  mind  and  flexibility  of  intelligence  are  remarloible 
characteristics  of  the  French  people  in  modem  times ;  at 
any  rate,  they  strikingly  characterize  them  as  compared 
with  us ;  I  think  everybody^  or  almost  everybody,  will 
feel  that.  I  will  not  now  a^  what  more  the  Athenian  or 
the  French  spirit  has  than  this,  nor  what  shortcomings 
either  of  them  may  have  as  a  set-off  against  this;  all  I 
want  now  to  point  out  is  that  they  have  this,  and  ^at  we 
have  it  in  a  much  lesser  degree. 

Let  me  remark,  however,  that  not  only  in  the  moral 
sphere,  but  also  in  the  intellectual  and  spiritual  sphere, 
energy  and  honesty  are  most  important  and  firnitfiil  qual- 
ities ;  that,  for  instance,  of  what  we  call  genius,  energy  is 
the  most  essential  part     So,  by  assigning  to  a  nation 

energy  and  honesty  as  its  chief  spiritual  characteristics, 

by  refusing  to  it,  as  at  all  eminent  characteristics,  open- 
ness of  mind  and  flexibility  of  intelligence,  —  we  do  not 
by  any  means,  as  some  people  might  at  first  suppose,  rel- 
egate its  importance  and  its  power  of  manifesting  itself 
with  effect  from  the  intellectual  to  the  moral  sphere.  We 
only  indicate  its  probable  special  line  of  successfol  activ- 
ity in  the  intellectual  sphere,  and,  it  is  true,  certain  im- 
perfections and  failings  to  which,  in  this  sphere,  it  w31 
always  be  subject  Grenius  is  mainly  an  affair  of  energy, 
and  poetry  is  mainly  an  affair  of  genius ;  therefore,  a  na- 
tion whose  spirit  is  characterized  by  energy  may  well  be 
eminent  in  poetry, — and  we  have  Shakespeare.  Again, 
the  highest  reach  of  science  is,  one  may  say,  an  inventive 
power,'  a  faculty  of  divination,  akin  to  the  highest  power 
exercised  in  poetry ;  therefore,  a  nation  whose  spirit  is 
characterized  by  energy  may  well  be  eminent  in  science, 
—  and  we  have  Newton.     Shakespeare  and  Newton :  in 
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the  intellectual  sphere  there  can  be  no  higher  names. 
And  what  that  energy,  which  is  the  life  of  genius,  above 
eyerything  demands  and  insists  upon,  is  freedom ;  entire 
independence  of  all  authoritj,  prescription,  and  routine, — 
the  fullest  room  to  expand  as  it  will.  Therefore,  a  na- 
tion whose  chief  spiritual  characteristic  is  energy  "will  not 
be  very  apt  to  set  up,  in  intellectual  matters,  a  fixed 
standard,  an  authority,  like  an  academy.  By  this  it  cer- 
tainly escapes  certain  real  inconveniences  and  dangers, 
and  it  can,  at  the  same  time,  as  we  have  oeen,  reach  un- 
deniably splendid  heights  in  poetry  and  science.  On  the 
other  hand,  some  of  the  requisites  of  intellectual  work  ai'e 
specially  the  affair  of  quickness  of  mind  and  flexibility  of 
intelligence.  The  form,  the  method  of  evolution,  the 
predision,  the  proportions,  the  relations  of  the  parts  to  the 
whole,  in  an  intellectual  work,  depend  mainly  upon  them. 
And  these  are  the  elements  of  an  intellectual  work  which 
are  really  most  communicable  from  it,  which  can  most  be 
learned  and  adopted  from  it,  which  have,  therefore,  the 
greatest  effect  upon  the  intellectual  performance  of  others. 
Even  in  poetry,  these  requisites  are  very  important ;  and 
the  poetry  of  a  nation,  not  eminent  for  the  gifts  on  which 
they  depend,  will,  more  or  less,  suffer  by  this  shortcom- 
ing. In  poetry,  however,  they  are,  after  all,  secondary, 
and  energy  is  the  first  thing ;  but  in  prose  they  are  of 
first-rate  importance.  In  its  prose  literature,  therefore, 
and  in  the  routine  of  intellectual  work  generaUy,  a  nation, 
with  no  particular  gifts  for  these,  will  not  be  so  successful. 
These  are  Miiat,  as  I  have  said,  can  to  a  certain  degree 
be  learned  and  appropriated,  while  the  free  activity  of 
genius  cannot.  Academies  consecrate  and  maintain  them, 
and,  therefore,  a  nation  with  an  eminent  turn  for  them 
naturally  establishes  academies.    So  far  as  routine  and 
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authority  tend  to  embarrass  energy  and  inventive  geniusy 
academies  may  be  said  to  be  obstructive  to  energy  and 
inventive  genius,  and,  to  this  extent,  to  the  human  spirit's 
'general  advance.  But  then  this  evil  is  so  much  compen- 
sated by  the  propagation,  on  a  large  scale,  of  the  mental 
aptitudes  and  demands  which  an  open  mind  and  a  flex- 
ible intelligence  naturally  engender,  genius  itself,  in  the 
long  run,  so  greatly  finds  its  account  in  this  propagation, 
and  bodies  like  the  French  Academy  have  such  power 
for  promoting  it,  that  the  general  advance  of  the  human 
spirit  is  perhaps,  on  the  whole,  rather  furthered  than  im- 
peded by  their  existence. 

How  much  greater  is  our  nation  in  poetry  than  prose ! 
how  much  better,  in  general,  do  the  productions  of  its 
spirit  show  in  the  qualities  of  genius  than  in  the  qualities 
of  intelligence !  One  may  constantly  remark  this  in  the 
work  of  individuals ;  how  much  more  striking,  in  general, 
does  any  Englishman  —  of  some  vigor  of  mind,  but  by 
no  means  a  poet — seem  in  his  verse  than  in  his  pix)se! 
No  doubt  his  verse  suffers  from  the  same  defects  which 
impair  his  prose,  and  he  cannot  express  himself  with  real 
success  in  it ;  but  how  much  more  powerful  a  personage 
does  he  appear  in  it,  by  dint  of  feeling,  and  of  originality 
and  movement  of  ideas,  than  when  he  is  writing  prose ! 
With  a  Frenchman  of  like  stamp,  it  is  just  the  reverse : 
set  him  to  write  poetry,  he  is  limited,  artificial,  and  impo- 
tent ;  set  him  to  write  prose,  he  is  free,  natural,  and  efiec- 
tive.  The  power  of  French  literature  is  in  its  prose- 
writers,  the  power  of  English  literature  is  in  its  poets. 
Nay,  many  of  the  celebrated  French  poets  depend  wholly 
for  theil:  fame  upon  the  qualities  of  intelligence  which 
they  exhibit,  —  qualities  which  are  the  distinctive  sup- 
port of  prose;   many  of  the  celebrated  English  prose- 
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writers  depend  wholly  for  their  fame  upon  the  qualities 
of  genioB  and  imagination  which  thej  exhibit,  —  qualities 
which  are  the  distinctive  support  of  poetry.  But,  as  I 
have  said,  the  qualities  of  genius  are  less  transferable 
than  the  qualities  of  intelligence ;  less  can  be  immedi- 
ately learned  and  appropriated  from  their  product;  they 
are  less  direct  and  stringent  intellectual  agencies,  though 
they  may  be  more  beautifiil  and  divine.  Shakespeare  and 
our  great  Elizabethan  group  were  certainly  more  gifted 
writers  than  Comeille  and  his  group ;  but  what  was  the 
sequel  to  this  great  literature,  this  literature  of  genius,  as 
we  may  call  it,  stretching  from  Marlow  to  IVIilton  ?  What 
did  it  lead  up  to  in  English  literature  ?  To  our  provin- 
cial and  second-rate  literature  of  the  eighteenth  century. 
What,  on  the  other  hand,  was  the  sequel  to  the  literature 
of  the  French  "  great  century,"  to  this  literature  of  intel- 
ligence, as,  by  comparison  with  our  Elizabethan  litera- 
ture, we  may  call  it;  what  did  it  lead  up  to?  To  the 
French  literature  of  the  eighteenth  century,  one  of  the 
most  powerful  and  pervasive  intellectual  agencies  that 
have  ever  existed,  the  greatest  European  force  of  the 
eighteenth  century.  In  science,  again,  we  had  Newton, 
a  genius  of  the  very  highest  order,  a  type  of  genius  in 
science,  if  ever  there  was  one.  On  the  Continent,  as  a 
sort  of  counterpart  to  Newton,  there  was  Leibnitz;  a  man, 
it  seems  to  me  (though  on  these  matters  I  speak  under 
correction,)  of  much  less  creative  energy  of  genius,  much 
less  power  of  divination  than  Newtop,  but  rather  a  man 
of  admirable  intelligence,  a  type  of  intelligence  in  science, 
if  ever  there  was  one.  Well,  and  what  did  they  each 
directly  lead  up  to  in  science  ?  What  was  the  intellectual 
generation  that  sprang  from  each  of  them  ?  I  only  repeat 
what  the  men  of  science  have  themselves  pointed  out. 

3  D 
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The  man  of  genius  was  oondnued  bj  the  English  analysts 
of  the  eighteenth  century,  comparatively  powerless  and 
obscure  followers  of  the  renowned  master ;  the  man  of 
intelligence  was  continued  by  successors  like  Bemouilli, 
Euler,  Lagrange,  and  Laplace,  the  greatest  names  in 
modem  mathematics. 

What  I  want  the  reader  to  see  is,  that  the  question  as 
to  the  utility  of  academies  to  the  intellectual  life  of  a  na- 
tion is  not  settled  when  we  say,  for  instance :  ^  Oh,  we 
have  never  had  an  academy,  and  yet  we  have,  oraifess- 
edly,  a  very  great  literature."  It  still  remains  to  be 
asked:  "  What  sort  of  a  great  literature?  — -^a  literature 
great  in  the  special  qualities  of  genius,  or  great  in  the 
special  qualities  of  intelligence?"  If  in  the  former,  it  is 
by  no  means  sure  that  either  our  literature,  or  the  gen- 
eral intellectual  life  of  our  nation,  has  got  already,  with- 
out academies,  all  that  academies  can  give.  Both  the 
one  and  the  other  may  very  well  be  somewhat  wanting 
in  those  qualities  of  intelligence,  out  of  a  lively  sense  for 
which  a  body  like  the  French  Academy,  as  I  have  said, 
springs,  and  which  such  a  body  does  a  great  deal  to 
spread  and  confirm.  Our  literature,  in  spite  of  the 
genius  manifested  in  it,  may  fall  short  in  form,  method, 
precision,  proportions,  arrangement, — all  of  them,  I  have 
said,  things  where  intelligence  proper  comes  in.  It  may 
be  comparatively  weak  in  prose,  that  branch  of  literature 
where  intelligence  proper  is,  so  to  speak,  all  in  alL  In 
this  branch  it  may.  show  many  grave  faults,  to  which  the 
want  of  a  quick,  flexible  intelligence,  and  of  the  strict 
standard  which  such  an  intelligence  tends  to  impose, 
makes  it  liable  ;  it  may  be  full  of  bap-hazard,  crudeness, 
provincialism,  eccentricity,  violence,  blundering.  It  may 
be  a  less  stringent  and  effective  intellectual  agency,  both 
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upon  our  own  nation  and  upon  the  world  at  large,  than 
other  literatures  which  show  less  genius,  perhaps,  but 
more  intelligence. 

The  right  conclusion  certainly  is  that  we  should  try, 
so  &r  as  we  can,  to  make  up  our  shortcomings ;  and  that 
to  this  end,  instead  of  always  fixing  our  thoughts  upon 
the  points  in  which  our  literature,  and  our  intellectual  life 
generally,  are  strong,  we  should,  from  time  to  time,  fix 
them  upon  those  in  which  they  are  weak,  and  so  learn  to 
perceive  clearly  what  we  have  to  amend.  What  is  our 
second  great  spiritual  characteristic  —  our  honesty '^ 
good  for,  if  it  is  not  good  for  this  ?  But  it  will  —  I  am 
sure  it  will  —  more  and  more,  as  time  goes  on,  be  found 
good  for  this. 

Well,  then,  an  institution  like  the  French  Academy  — 
an  institution  owing  its  existence  to  a  national  bent  towards 
the  things  of  the  mind,  towards  culture,  towards  clearness, 
correctness,  and  propriety  in  thinking  and  speaking,  and, 
in  its  turn,  promoting  this  bent  —  sets  standards  in  a 
mimber  of  directions,  and  creates,  in  all  these  directions, 
a  foro6  of  educated  opinion,  checking  and  rebuking  those 
who  &11  below  these  standards,  or  who  set  them  at  naught. 
Educated  opinion  exists  here  as  in  France ;  but  in  France 
the  Academy  serves  as  a  sort  of  centre  and  rallying-point 
to  it,  and  gives  it  a  force  which  it  has  not  got  here..  Why 
is  all  the  jtyurneyman-worh  of  literature,  as  I  may  call  it, 
so  much  worse  donia  here  than  it  is  in  France  ?  I  do  not 
wish  to  hurt  any  one's  feelings;  but  surely  this  is  so. 
Think  of  the  difference  between  our  books  of  reference 
and  those  of  the  French,  between  our  biographical  dic- 
tionaries (to  take  a  striking  instance)  and  theirs ;  think 
of  the  difference  between  the  translations  of  the  classics 
turned  out  for  Mr.  Bohn's  library  and  those  turned  out 
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for  M.  Nisard's  collection !  As  a  general  role,  hardly 
any  one  amongst  ns,  who  knows  French  and  Grerman 
well,  would  use  an  English  hook  of  reference  when  he 
could  get  a  French  or  German  one,  or  would  look  at  an 
English  prose  translation  of  an  ancient  author  when  he 
could  get  a  French  or  German  one.  It  is  not  that  there 
do  not  exist  in  England,  as  in  France,  a  numher  of  peo- 
ple perfectly  well  able  to  discern  what  is  good,  in  these 
things,  from  what  is  bad,  and  preferring  what  is  good ; 
but  they  are  isolated,  they  form  do  powerful  body  of 
o|>imon,  they  are  not  strong  enough  to  set  a  standard,  up 
to  which  even  the  journeyman-work  of  literature  must  be 
brought,  if  it  is  to  be  vendible.  Ignorance  and  charlatan- 
ism in  work  of  this  kind  are  always  trying  to  pass  off 
their  wares  as  excellent,  and  to  cry  down  criticism  as  the 
voice  of  an  insignificant,  over-fastidious  minority ;  they 
easily  persuade  the  multitude  that  this  is  so  when  the 
minority  is  scattered  about  as  it  is  here ;  not  so  easily 
when  it  is  banded  together  as  in  the  French  Academy. 
So,  again,  with  freaks  in  dealing  with  language ;  cer- 
tainly all  such  freaks  tend  to  impair  the  power  and 
beauty  of  language ;  and  how  far  more  common  they  are 
with  us  than  with  the  French !  To  take  a  very  familiar 
instance.  Every  one  has  noticed  the  way  in  which  the 
Times,  chooses  to  spell  the  word  ^^  diocese " ;  it  always 
spells  it  diocese,  deriving  it,  I  suppose,  from  Zem  and 
census.  The  Journal  des  Debats  might  just  as  well 
write  "diocess"  instead  of  "diocese,"  but  imagine  the 
Journal  des  Debats  doing  so  I  Imagine  an  educated 
Frenchman  indulging  himself  in  an  orthographical  antic 
of  this  sort,  in  face  of  the  grave  respect  with  which  the 
Academy  and  its  Dictionary  invest  the  French  language  I 
Some  people  will  say 'these  are  little  things;  they  are 
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not ;  they  are  of  bad  example.  They  tend  to  Ipread  the 
baoefal  notion  that  there  is  no  such  thing  as  a  high,  cor- 
rect standard  in  intellectaal  matters ;  that  every  one  may 
as  well  take  his  own  way ;  they  are  at  variance  with  the 
severe  discipline  neccessary  for  all  real  culture;  they, 
confirm  us  in  habits  of  wilfulness  and  eccentricity,  which 
hurt  oar  minds,  and  damage  our  credit  with  serious  peo- 
.ple.  The  late  Mr.  Donaldson  was  certainly  a  man  of 
great  ability,  and  I,  who  am  not  an  Orientalist,  do  not 
pretend  to  judge  h&  Jashar ;  but  let  the  reader  observe 
the  form  which  a  foreign  Orientalist's  judgment  of  it  n&t- 
lually  takes.  M.  Benan  calls  it  a  tentative  malheureuse^ 
a  failure  in  short ;  this  it  may  be,  or  it  may  not  be ;  I 
am  no  judge.  But  he  goes  on :  '<  It  is  astonishing  that 
a  recent  article"  (in  a  French  periodical^  he  means) 
^  should  have  brought  forward  as  the  last  word  of  Grer- 
man  exegesis  a  work  like  this,  composed  by  a  doctor  of 
the  University  of  Cambridge,  and  universally  condemned 
by  German  critics.''  You  see  what  he  means  to  imply ; 
an  extravagance  of  this  sort  could  never  have  come  from 
Germany,  where  there  b  a  great  force  of  critical  opinicm 
controlling  a  learned  man's  vagaries,  and  keeping  him 
straight;  it  comes  from  the  native  home  of  intellectual 
eccentricity  of  all  kinds,*  —  from  England,  from  a  doctor 
of  the  University  of  Cambridge ;  -^  and  I  dare  say  he 
would  not  expect  much  better  things  from  a  doctor  of 
the  University  of  Oxford.  Again,  afler  speaking  of  what 
Germany  and  France  have  done  for  the  history  of  Ma- 
homet, '^America  and  England,"  M.  Benan  goes  on,  ''have 

*  A  critic  declares  I  am  wrong  in  saying  that  M.  Benan^s  language 
implies  this.  I  still  tliink  that  there  is  a  shade,  a  nuance  of  expres- 
sion, in  K.  Benan*s  langaage,  which  does  imply  this;  but,  I  confess, 
the  only  person  who  can  really  settle  such  a  question  is  M.  Benan 
himselC 
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also  ooenpied  themselves  with  Mahomet.''     He  mentions 
Washington  Irving's  "Life  of  Mahomet,"  which  does  not, 
he  says,  evince  much  of  an  historical  sense,  a  sentiment  his- 
toriqus  fort  ileve  ;  "  but,"  he  proceeds,  "  this  book  shows 
a  real  progress,   when  one  thinks  that  in   1829   Mr. 
Charles  Forster  published  two  thick  volumes,  which  en- 
chanted the  English  reverends^  to  make  out  that  Mahomet 
was  the  little  horn  of  the  he-goat  that  figures  in   the 
eighth  chapter  of  Daniel,  and  that  the  Pope  was  the 
great  horn.     Mr.  Forster  founded  on  fhis  ingenious  paral- 
lel a  whole  philosophy  of  history,  according  to  which  the 
Pope  represented  the  Western  corruption  of  Christianity, 
and  Mahomet  the  Eastern ;  thence  the  striking  resem- 
blances between  Mahometanism  and  Popery."     And  in 
a  note  M.  R^nan  adds :  "  This  is  the  same  Mr.  Charles 
Forster  who  is  the  author  of  a  mystification  about  the 
Sinaitic  inscriptions,  in  which  he  declares  he  finds  the 
primitive  language."     As  much  as  to  say,  "It  is  an 
Englishman,  be  surprised  at  no  extravagance."     If  these 
innuendoes  had  no  ground,  and  were  made  in  hatred  and 
malice,  they  would  not  be  worth  a  moment's  attention ; 
but  they  come  from  a  grave  Orientalist,  on  his  own  sub- 
ject, and  they  point  to  a  real  fact,  —  the  absence,  in  this 
country,  of  any  force  of  educated,  literary,  and  scientific 
opinion,  making  aberrations  like  those  of  the  author  of 
Tlie  One  Primeval  Language  out  of  the  question.     Not 
only  the  author  of  such  aberrations,  often  a  very  clever 
man,  suffers  by  the  want  of  check,  by  the  not  being  kept 
straight,  and  spends  force  in  vain  on  a  false  road,  which, 
under  better  discipline,  he  might  have  used  with  profit  on 
a  true  one ;  but  all  his  adherents,  both  "  reverends  "  and 
others,  suflfer  too,  and  the  general  rate  of  information  and 
judgment  is  in  this  way  kept  low. 
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In  a  production  which  we  have  all  been  reading  lately, 
a  prodnction  stamped  throughout  with  a  literary  quality 
very  rare  in  this  country,  and  of  which  I  shall  have  a 
word  to  say  presently,  —  urbanity,  —  ia  this  prodactioUi 
the  work  of  a  man  never  to  be  named  by  any  son  of  Ox- 
ford without  sympathy,  a  man  who  alone  in  Oxford  of  * 
his  generation,  alone  of  many  generations,  conveyed  to 
US  in  his  genius  that  same  charm,  that  same  ineffable  sen- 
timent, which  this  exquisite  place  itself  conveys,  —  I 
mean  Dr.  Newman,  —  an  expression  is  frequently  used- 
which  is  more  common  in  theolo^cal  than  in  literary  lan- 
guage, but  which  seems  to  me  fitted  to  be  of  general  ser- 
vice ;  the  note  of  so  and  so,  the  note  of  catholicity,  the 
note  of  antiquity,  the  note  of  sanctity,  and  so  on.  Adopt- 
ing this  expressive  word,  I  say  that  in  the  bulk  of  the  in- 
tellectual work  of  a  nation  which  has  no  centre,  no  intel- 
lectual metropolis  like  an  academy,  like  M.  Sainte-Beuve's 
** sovereign  organ  of  opinion,"  like  M.  Renan's  "recog- 
nized authority  in  matters  of  tone  and  taste," —  there  is 
observjible  a  note  of  provinddUty,  Now  to  get  rid  of 
provinciality  is  a  certain  stage  of  culture,  —  a  stage  the 
positive  result  of  which  we  must  not  make  of  too  mudi 
importance,  but  which  is,  nevertheless,  indispensable ;  for 
h  brings  us  on  to  the  platform  where  alone  the  best  and 
highest  intellectual  work  can  be  said  fairly  to  be^n* 
Work  done  afler  men  have  reached  this  platform  is  ctaS' 
gical ;  and  that  is  the  only  work  which,  in  the  long  run, 
can  stand.  All  the  scoria  in  the  work  of  men  of  great 
genius  who  have  not  lived  on  this  platform,  are  due  to 
their  not  having  lived  on  it  Grenius  raises  them  to  it  by 
moments,  and  the  portions  of  their  work  which  are  im- 
mortal ere  done  at  these  moments ;  but  more  of  it  would 
have  been  immortal,  if  they  had  not  reached  this  plat- 
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form  at  moments  onlj,  if  they  had  had  the  calture  which 
makes  men  live  there. 

The  less  a  literature  has  felt  the  influence  of  a  6U{>- 
posed  centre  of  correct  information,  correct  judgment, 
correct  taste,  the  more  we  shall  find  in  it  this  note  of  pro- 
*  YUiciality.  I  have  shown  the  note  of  provinciality  as 
caused  by  remoteness  from  a  centre  of  correct  informa- 
mation.  Of  course,  the  note  of  provinciality  from  the 
want  of  a  centre  of  correct  taste  is  still  more  yisible,  and 
it  is  also  still  more  common.  For  here  great — even 
the  greatest  —  powers  of  mind  most  fail  a  man.  Great 
powers  of  mind  will  make  him  inform  himself  thoroughly, 
great  powers  of  mind  will  make  him  think  profoundly, 
even  with  ignorance  and  platitude  all  around  him ;  but 
not  eyen  great  powers  of  mind  will  keep  his  taste  and 
style  perfectly  sound  and  sure,  if  he  is  left  too  much  to 
himself,  with  no  ^  sovereign  organ  of  opinion,"  in  these 
matters,  near  him.  Even  men  like  Jeremy  Taylor  and 
Burke  suffer  here.  Take  this  passage  from  Tayloi^s  fu- 
neral sermon  on  Lady  Carbery :  — 

"So  have  I  seen  a  river,  deep  and  smooth,  passing 
with  a  still  foot  and  a  sober  face,  and  paying  to  the  Jiseusy 
the  great  exchequer  of  the  sea,  a  tribute  large  and  full ; 
and  hard  by  it,  a  little  brook,  skipping  and  making  a 
noise  upon  its  unequal  and  neighbor  bottom ;  and  after 
all  its  talking  and  bragged  motion,  it  paid  to  its  common 
audit  no  more  than  the  reyenues  of  a  little  cloud  or  a 
contemptible  vessel :  so  have  I  sometimes  compared  the 
issues  of  her  religion  to  the  solemnities  and  famed  out- 
sides  of  another's  piety." 

That  passage  has  been  much  admired,  and,  indeed,  the 
genius  in  it  is  undeniable.  I  should  say,  for  my  part, 
that  genius,  the  ruling  divinity  of  poetry,  had  been  too 
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hasy  m  ity  and  intelUgenoe,  the  ruling  divinity  of  prose, 
not  busy  enough.  But  can  any  one,  with  the  best  models 
of  style  in  his  head,  help  feeling  the  note  of  provinciality 
there,  the  want  of  simplicity,  the  want  of  measure,  the 
want  of  ^  just  the  qualities  that  make  prose  classical  ?  If 
he  does  not  feel  what  I  mean,  let  him  place  beside  the 
passage  of  Taylor  this  passage  from  the  Panegyric  of  St. 
Paul,  by  Taylor's  contemporary,  Bossuet :  — 

^<  II  ira,  oet  ignorant  dans  Tart  de  bien  dire,  avec  cette 
locution  rude,  avec  cette  phrase  qui  sent  F^tranger,  il  ira 
en  cette  6r^  polie,  la  m^re  des  philosophes  et  des 
orateurs ;  et  malgr^  la  resistance  du  monde,  il  y  ^tablira 
plus  d'Eglises  que  Platon  n'y  a  gagn^  de  disciples  par 
cette  Eloquence  qu'on  a  crue  divine." 

There  we  have  prose  without  the  note  of  provinciality, 
—  classical  prose,  prose,  of  the  centre. 

Or  take  Burke,  our  greatest  English  prose-writer,  as  I 
think ;  take  expressions  like  this :  — 

^  Blindfold  themselves,  like  bulls  that  shut  their  eyes 
when  they  push,  they  drive,  by  the  point  of  their  bayo- 
nets, their  slaves,  blindfolded,  indeed,  no  worse  than  their 
lords,  to  take  their  fictions  for  currencies,  and  to  swal- 
low down  paper  pills  by  thirty-four  millions  sterling  at  a 
dose." 

Or  this:—* 

**They  used  it"  (the  royal  name)  «as  a  sort  of  navel- 
string,  to  nourish  their  unnatural  offspring  fix>m  the  bow* 
els  of  Royalty  itself.  Now  that  the  monster  can  purvey 
for  its  own  subsistence,  it  will  only  carry  the  mark  about 
it,  as  a  token  of  its  having  torn  the  womb  it  came  from." 

Or  this :  — 

^Withoat  one  natural  pang,  he"  (Bosseau)  ''casts 
away,  as  a  sort  of  offal  and  excrement,  the  spawn  of  his 

3* 
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d]^;a8tful  amours,  and  sends  his  children  to  the  hospital 
of  foundlings." 

Or  this:  — 

**  I  confess,  I  never  liked  this  continual  talk  of  resist- 
ance and  reyolution,  or  the  practice  of  making  the  extreme 
medicine  of  the  constitution  its  daily  hread.  It  renders 
the  hahit  of  society  dangerously  valetudinary;  it  is  taking 
periodical  doses  of  mercury  sublimate,  and  swallowing 
down  repeated  provocatives  of  cantharides  to  our  love  of 
liberty." 

I  say,  that  is  extravagant  prose ;  prose  too  much  suf- 
fered to  indulge  its  caprices ;  prose  at  too  great  a  distance 
from  the  centre  of  good  taste ;  prose,  in  short,  with  the 
note  of  provinciality.  People  may  reply,  it  is  rich  and 
imaginative;  yes,  that  is  just  it,  it  is  Astaiie  prose,  as 
the  ancient  critics  would  have  said ;  prose  somewhat  bar- 
barously rich  and  overloaded.  But  the  true  prose  is 
Attic  prose. 

Well,  but  Addison's  prose  is  Attic  prose.  Where,  then, 
it  may  be  asked,  is  the  note  of  provinciality  in  Addison  ? 
I  answer,  in  the  commonplace  of  his  ideas.*     This  is  a 

*  A  critic  says  this  is  paradoxical,  and  urges  that  many  second-rate 
French  academicians  have  uttered  the  most  commonplace  ideas  possi- 
ble. I  detest  {paradox,  fuid  I  agree  that  many  second-rate  French  Acad- 
emicians have  uttered  the  most  commonplace  ideas  p<^ible;  but  Addi- 
son is  not  a  second-rate  man.  He  is  a  man  of  the  order,  I  will  not  say 
of  Pascal,  but,  at  any  rate,  of  La  Bmyftre.and  Vauvenargues ;  why 
does  he  not  equal  them?  I  say,  because  of  the  medium  in  which  he 
finds  himself,  the  atmosphere  in  which  he  lives  and  works;  an  atmos* 
phere  which  tells  unfavorably,  or  rather  tends  to  tell  unfavorably  (for 
that  is  the  truer  way  of  putting  it)  either  upon  style  or  else  upon  ideas ; 
tends  to  make  even  a  man  of  great  ability  either  a  Mr.  Carlyle  or  else 
*  liOrd  Macaulay. 

It  is  to  be  observed,  however,  that  Lord  Macaulay*s  style  has,  in  its 
torn,  suffered  by  his  failure  in  ideas,  and  this  cannot  be  said  of  Addi- 
son's. 
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matter  worth  remarking.  Addison  claims  to  take  leading 
rank  as  a  moralist.  To  do  that,  you  must  have  ideas  of 
the  first  order  on  your  subject,  —^  the  best  ideas,  at  any 
rate,  attainable  in  yonr  time,  —  as  well  as  be  able  to  ex- 
press them  in  a  perfectly  soand  and  sure  style.  Else  you 
show  yonr  distance  from  the  centre  of  ideas  by  your  mat- 
ter ;  you  are  provincial  by  yonr  matter,  though  yon  may 
not  be  provincial  by  your  style.  It  is  comparatively  a 
small  matter  to  express  one's  self  well,  if  one  will  be  con- 
tent with  not  expressing  much,  with  expressing  only 
trite  ideas  ;  the  problem  is  to  express  new  and  profound 
ideas  in  a  perfectly  sonnd  and  classical  style.  He  is  the 
true  classic,  in  every  age,  who  does  that  Now  Addison 
has  not,  on  his  subject  of  morals,  the  force  of  ideas  of 
the  moralists  of  the  first  class,  —  the  classical  moralists ; 
he  has  not  the  best  ideas  attainable  in  or  about  his  time, 
and  which  were,  so  to  speak,  in  the  air  then,  to  be  seized 
by  the  finest  spirits ;  he  is  not  to  be  compared,  for  power, 
searchingness,  or  delicacy  of  thought,  to  Pascal,  or  La 
Bmy^re,  oir  Vauvenargues ;  he  is  rather  on  a  level,  in 
this  respect,  with  a  man  like  Marmontel;  therefore^  I 
say,  he  has  the  note  of  provinciality  as  a  moralist ;  he  is 
provincial  by  his  matter,  though  not  by  his  style. 

To  illustrate  what  I  mean  by  an  example.  Addison, 
writing  as  a  moralist  on  fixedness  in  religious  faith, 
says : — 

^  Those  who  delight  in  reading  books  of  controversy 
do  yery  seldom  arrive  at  a  fixed  and  settled  habij:  of 
faith.  The  doubt  which  was  laid  revives  again,  and 
shows  itself  in  new  difficulties;  and  that  generally  for 
this  reason,  —  because  the  mind,  which  is  perpetually 
tossed  in  controversies  knd  disputes,  is  apt  to  forget  the 
reasons  which  had  once  set  it  at  rest,  and  to  be  disquieted 
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with  any  former  perplexity  when  it  appears  in  a  new 
shape,  or  is  started  by  a  different  hand." 

It  may  be  said,  that  is  classical  English,  perfect  in 
lucidity,  measure,  and  propriety.  I  make  no  objection ; 
but,  in  my  turn,  I  say  that  the  idea  expressed  is  perfect- 
ly trite  and  barren,  and  that  it  is  a  note  of  provinciality 
in  Addison,  in  a  man  whom  a  nation  puts  forward  as  one 
of  its  great  moralists,  to  have  no  profounder  and  more 
striking  idea  to  produce  on  this  great  subject.  Compare, 
on  the  same  subject,  these  words  of  a  moralist  really  of 
the  first  order,  really  at  the  centre  by  his  ideas, — Jou- 
bert: — 

^'L'exp^rience  de  beaucoup  d'opinions  donne  k  I'esprit 
beaucoup  de  flexibility,  et  Taffermit  dans  celles  qu'il 
croit  les  meilleures." 

With  what  a  flash  of  light  that  touches  the  subject ! 
how  it  sets  us  thinking !  what  a  genuine  contribution  to 
moral  science  it  is ! 

In  shorty  where  there  is  no  centre  like  an  academy,  if 
you  have  genius  and  powerful  ideas,  you  are  apt  not  to 
have  the  best  style  going;  if  you  have  precision  of 
style  and  not  genius,  you  are  apt  not  to  have  the  best 
ideas  going. 

The  provincial  spirit,  again,  exaggerates  the  value  of 
its  ideas,  for  want  of  a  high  standard  at  hand  by  which 
to  try  iheuL  Or,  rather,  for  want  of  such  a  standard,  it 
gives  one  idea  too  much  prominence  at  the  expense  of 
others ;  it  orders  its  ideas  amiss ;  it  is  hurried  away  by 
fancies  ;  it  likes  and  dislikes  too  passionately,  too  exdu-- 
sively.  Its  admiration  weeps  hysterical  tears,  and  its 
disapprobation  foams  at  the  mouth.  So  we  get  the  erup^ 
live  and  the  ctggressive  manner  iit  literature ;  the  former 
prevails  most  in  our  criticism,  the  latter  in  our  newspa- 


THE  LitEBABY  INFLTJENCE  OF  ACADEMIES.        61 

pers.  For,  not  having  the  lucidity  of  a  large  and  cen- 
trallj  placed  intelligence,  the  provincial  spirit  has  not  its 
gradonsness ;  it  does  not  persuade,  it  makes  war ;  it  has 
not  urbanity,  the  tone  of  the  city,  of  the  centre,  the  tone 
which  always  aims  at  a  spiritual  and  intellectual  effect, 
and,  not  excluding  the  use  of  banter,  never  disjoins  ban- 
ter itself  from  politeness,  from  felicity.  But  the  provin- 
cial tone  is  more  violent,  and  seems  to  aim  rather  at  an 
effect  upon  the  blood  and  senses  than  upon  the  spirit  and 
intellect;  it  loves  hard-hitting  rather  than  persuading. 
The  newspaper,  with  its  party  spirit,  its  thorough-going- 
ness,  its  resolute  avoidance  of  shades  and  distinctions,  its 
short,  highly  charged,  heavy  shotted  articles,  its  style  so 
unlike  that  style  lenis  minimhque  pertinaxy  —  easy  and 
not  too  violently  insisting,  —  which  the  ancients  so  much 
admired,  is  its  true  literature ;  the  provincial  spirit  likes 
in  the  newspaper  just  what  makes  the  newspaper  such 
bail  food  for  it, — just  what  made  Groethe  say,  when  he 
was  pressed  hard  about  the  immorality  of  Byron's  poems, 
that,  after  all,  they  were  not  so  immoral  as  the  newspa- 
pers. The  French  talk  of  the  bnUaUte  deg  joumatix 
anglais.  What  strikes  them  comes  from  the  neces- 
sary inherent  tendencies  of  newspaper-writing  not  being 
checked  in  England  by  any  centre  of  intelligent  and 
urbane  spirit,  but  rather  stimulated  by  coming  in  contact 
with  a  provincial  spirit.  Even  a  newspaper  like  the  Sat' 
urday  J^eview,  that  old  friend  of  all  of  us,  a  newspaper 
expressly  aiming  at  an  immunity  from  the  common  news- 
paper-spirit, aiming  at  being  a  sort  of  organ  of  reason,  — 
and,  by  thus  aiming,  it  merits  great  gratitude,  and  has 
done  great  good,  —  even  the  Saturday  Review^  replying 
to  some  foreign  criticism  on  our  precautions  against  in- 
vasion, faUs  into  a  strain  of  this  kind :  — 
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<<To  do  this"  (to  take  these  precautions)  ^ seems  to  bs 
eminentlj  worthy  of  a  great  nation,  and  to  talk  of  it  as 
nnworthy  of  a  great  nation  seems  to  us  eminently  wor- 
thy of  a  great  fool." 

There  is  what  the  French  mean  when  they  talk  of  the 
hrvJtaliti  desjoumaux  anglais  ;  there  is  a  style  certainly 
as  far  removed  from  urbanity  as  possible,  —  a  style  with 
what  I  call  the  note  of  provinciality.     And  the  same 
note  may  not  unfrequently  be  observed  even  in  the  ideas 
of  this  newspaper,  full  as  it  is  of  thought  and  cleverness ; 
certain  ideas  allowed  to  become  fixed  ideas,  to  prevail 
too  absolutely.     I  will  not  speak  of  the  immediate  pres- 
ent, but,  to  go  a  little  while  back,  it  had  the  critic  who  so 
disliked  the  Emperor  of  the  French ;  it  had  the  critic  who 
so  disliked  the  subject  of  my  present  remarks — academies! 
it  had  the  critic  who  was  so  fond  of  the  German  element 
in  our  nation,  and,  indeed,  everywhere ;  who  ground  Jiis 
teeth  if  one  said   Oharlemagne,  instead  of  Charles  the 
Great,  and,  in  short,  saw  all  things  in  Teutonism,  as  Male- 
branche  saw  all  things  in  God.     Certainly  any  one  may 
fairly  find  faults  in  the  Emperor  Napoleon  or  in  acade- 
mies, and  merit  in  the  German  element ;  but  it  is  a  note 
of  the  provincial  spirit  not  to  hold  ideas  of  this  kind  a 
little  more  easily,  to  be  so  devoured  by  them,  to  sufiTer 
them  to  become  crotchets. 

In  England  there  needs  a  miracle  of  genius  like  Shake- 
speare's to  produce  balance  of  mind,  and  a  miracle  of  in- 
tellectual delicacy  like  Dr.  Newman's  to  produce  urbanity 
of  style.  How  prevalent  all  round  us  is  the  want  of 
balance  of  mind  and  urbanity  of  style  1  .How  much, 
doubtless,  it  is  to  be  found  in  ouj-selves,  —  in  each  of  us ; 
but,  as  human  nature  is  constituted,  every  one  can  see  it 
clearest  in  his  contemporaries.     There,  above  all,   we 
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sbonld  consider  it,  because  thej  and  we  are  exposed  to 
the  same  influences ;  and  it  is  in  the  best  of  one's  con- 
temporaries that  it  is  most  worth  considering,  because 
one  then  most  feels  the  harm  it  does,  when  one  sees  what 
they  would  be  without  it.  Think  of  the  difiObrence  be- 
tween Mr.  Ruskin  exercising  his  genius,  and  Mr.  Ruskin 
exercising  his  intelhgenoe ;  consider  the  truth  and  beauty 
of  this :  — 

^  Go  out,  in  the  spring-time,  among  the  meadows  that 
slope  firom  the  shores  of  the  Swiss  lakes  to  the  roots  of 
their  lower  mountains.  There,  mingled  with  the  taller 
gentians  and  the  white  narcissus,  the  grass  grows  deep 
and  free ;  and  as  you  follow  the  winding  mountain-paths, 
beneath  arching  boughs  all  veiled  and  dim  with  blossom, 
— paths  that  forever  droop  and  rise  over  the  green  banks 
and  mounds  sweeping  down  in  scented  undulation,  steep 
to  the  blue  water,  studded  here  and  there  with  new-mown 
heaps,  filling  all  the  air  with  fainter  sweetness,  —  look  up 
towards  the  liigher  hills,  where  the  waves  of  everlasting 
green  roll  silently  into  their  long  inlets  among  the  shad- 
ows of  the  pines." 

There  is  what  the  genius,  the  feeling,  the  temperament 
in  Mr.  Ruskin,  the  original  and  incommunicable  part, 
has  to  do  with ;  and  how  exquisite  it  is !  All  the  critic 
could  possibly  suggest,  in  the  way  of  objection,  would  be, 
perhaps,  that  Mr.  Ruskin  is  there  trying  to  make  prose 
do  more  than  it  can  perfectly  do ;  that  what  he  is  there 
attempting  he  will  never,  except  in  poetry,  be  able  to  ac- 
complish to  his  own  entire  satisfaction :  but  he  accom- 
plishes so  much  that  the  critic  may  well  hesitate  to  sug- 
gest even  this.  Place  beside  this  charming  passage 
another,  —  a  passage  about  Shakespeare's  names,  where 
the  intelligence  and  judgment  of  Mr.  Ruskin,  the  ao- 
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quired,  trained,  communicable  part  in  him,  are  brought 
into  play,  —  and  see  the  difference :  — 

**0f  Shakespeare's  names  I  will  afterwards  speak  at 
more  length ;  they  are  curiously  —  often  barbarously  — 
mixed  out  of  various  traditions  and  languages.  Three 
of  the  clearest  in  meaning  have  been  already  noticed. 
Desdemona — ^  ^wrdatitovia,'  miserable  fortune — is  also 
plain  enough.  Othello  is,  I  believe,  *  the  careful ' ;  all 
the  calamity  of  the  tragedy  arising  from  the  single  flaw 
and  error  in  his  magnificently  collected  strength.   .  Ophelia, 

*  serviceableness,'  ie  true,  lost  wife  of  Hamlet,  is  marked 
as  liaving  a  Greek  name  by  that  of  her  brother,  Laertes ; 
and  its  signification  is  once  exquisitely  alluded  to  in  that 
brother's  last  word  of  her,  where  her  gentle  preciousness 
is  opposed  to  the  uselessness  of  the  churlish  clergy :  — 

*  A  ministering  angel  shall  my  sister  be,  when  thou  liest 
howling.'  Hamlet  is,  I  believe,  connected  in  some  way 
with  <  homely,'  the  entire  event  of  the  tragedy  turning  on 
betrayal  of  home  duty.  Hermione  {ipfia),  'pillar-like* 
(A  fttor  lx«  XP^^^  *A<l>pobinii) ;  Titania  (nnfioy),  '  the 
queen' I  Benedict  and  Beatrice,  'blessed  and  blessing'; 
Valentine  and  Proteus,  'enduring  or  strong'  {valens)^ 
and  'changeful.'  lago  and  lachimo  have  evidently  the 
same  root  —  probably  the  Spanish  lago,  Jacob,  'the  sup- 
plantQr.' " 

Now,  really,  what  a  piece  of  extravagance  all  that  is  ! 
I  will  not  say  that  the  meaning  of  Shakespeare's  names 
(I  put  aside  the  question  as  to  the  correctness  of  Mr. 
Kuskin's  etymologies)  has  no  effect  at  all,  may  be  entire- 
ly lost  sight  of;  but  to  give  it  that  degree  of  prominence 
is  to  throw  the  reins  to  one's  whim,  to  forget  all  modera- 
tion and  proportion,  to  lose  the  balance  of  one's  mind 
altogether.  It  is  to  show  in  one's  criticism,  to  the  highest 
excess,  the  note  of  provinciality. 
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Again,  there  is  Mr.  Palgrave,  certainly  endowed  with 
a  very  fine  critical  tact ;  his  Golden  Treasury  abundantly 
proves  it.  The  plan  of  arrangement  which  he  devised 
for  that  work,  the  mode  in  which  he  followed  his  plan 
out,  nay,  one  might  even  say,  merely  the  juxtaposition, 
in  pursuance  of  it,  of  two  such  pieces  as  those  of  Words- 
worth and  Shelley  which  form  the  285th  and  286th  in  his 
collection,  show  a  delicacy  of  feeling  in  these  matters 
which  is  quite  indisputable  and  very  rare.  And  his 
notes  are  full  of  remarks  which  show  it  too.  All  the 
more  striking,  conjoined  with  so  much  justness  of  percep- 
tion, are  certain  freaks  and  violences  in  Mr.  Palgrave's 
criticism,  mainly  imputable,  I  think,  to  the  critic's  isolated 
position  in  this  country,  to  his  feeling  himself  too  much 
left  to  take  his  own  way,  too  much  without  any  central 
authority  representing  high  culture  lEuid  sound  judgment, 
by  which  he  may  be,  on  the  one  hand,  confirmed  as 
against  the  ignorant,  on  the  other,  held  in  respbct  when 
he  himself  is  inclined  to  take  liberties.  I  mean  such 
things  as  this  note  on  Milton's  line,  — 

^  The  great  Ematbian  conquerer  bade  spare." 

^Wben  Thebes  was  destroyed,  Alexander  ordered  the 
boose  of  Pindar  to  be  spared.  He  was  as  incapable  of 
appreciaiing  the  poet  as  Louis  XIV.  of  appreciating  Rof- 
cine  ;  hut  wen  the  narrow  and  barbarian  mind  of  Alex-* 
ander^couLd  vnderstand  the  advantage  of  a  shov>y  act  of 
homage  to  poetry,"  A  note  like  that  I  call  a  freak  or  a 
violence.  If  this  disparaging  view  of  Alexander  and 
Louis  XIV.,  so  unlike  the  current  view,  is  wrong,  —  if 
the  current  view  is,  afler  all,  the  truer  one  of  them,  —  the 
note  is  a  fVeak.  But,  even  if  its  disparaging  view  is 
rights  the  note  is  a  violence;  for,  abandoning  the  true 
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• 
Diode  of  intellectual  action  —  persaasion,  the  instilment 

of  conviction,  —  it  simply  astounds  and  irritates  the 
hearer  hy  contradicting,  without  a  word  of  proof  or  prep- 
aration, his  fixed  and  familiar  notions ;  and  this  is  mere 
violence.  In  either  case,  the  fitness,  the  measare,  the 
oentrality,  which  is  the  soul  of  all  good  criticism,  is  lost^ 
and  the  note  of  provinciality  shows  itself. 

Thus  in  the  famous  Handbook^  marks  of  a  fine  power 
of  perception  are  everywhere  discernible,  but  so,  too,  are 
marks  of  the  want  of  sure  balance,  of  the  check  and  sup- 
port afforded  by  knowing  one  speaks  before  good  and  se- 
vere judges.  When  Mr.  Palgrave  dislikes  a  thing,  he 
feels  no  pressure  constraining  him  either  to  try  his  dis- 
like closely  or  to  express  it  moderately;  he  does  not 
mince  matters,  he  gives  his  dislike  all  its  own  way ;  both 
his  judgment  and  his  style  would  gain  if  he  were  under 
more  restraint  "^  The  style  which  has  filled  London  with 
the  dead  monotony  of  Grower  or  Harley  Streets,  or  the 
pale  commonplace  of  Belgravia,  Tyburnia  and  Kensing- 
ton ;  which  has  pierced  Paris  and  Madrid  with  the  feeble 
frivolities  of  the  Rue  Rivoli  and  thie  Strada  de  Toledo.** 
He  dislikes  the  architecture  of  the  Rue  Rivoli,  and  he 
puts  it  on  a  level  with  the  architecture  of  Belgravia  and 
Grower  Street;  he  lumps  them  all  together  in  one  con- 
demnation ;  he  loses  sight  of  the  shade,  the  distinction, 
namely,  that  the  architecture  of  the  Rue  Rivoli  expresses 
show,  splendor,  pleasure,  —  unworthy  things,  perhaps,  to 
express  alone  and  for  their  own  sakes,  but  it  expresses 
them:  whereas  the  architecture  of  Grower  Street  and 
Belgravia  merely  expresses  the  impotence  of  the  architect 
to  express  anything.  Then,  as  to  style:  "sculpture 
which  stands  in  a  contrast  with  Woolner  hardly  more 
shameful  than  diverting,''  .  .  .  .  "  passing  from  Davy  or 
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Faraday  to  the  art  of  the  monntebahk  or  the  science  of 
the  spirit-rapper."  .  ..."  It  is  the  old,  old  story  with 
Marochetti,  the  frog  trying  to  blow  himself  out  to  bull 
dimensions.  IJe  may  pnff  and  be  puffed,  but  he  will 
never  do  it."  We  all  remember  that  shower  of  ameni- 
ties on  poor  M.  Marochetti.  Now,  here  Mr.  Falgrave 
himself  enables  ns  to  form  a  contrast  which  lets  us  see 
just  what  the  presence  of  an  academy  does  for  style ;  for 
he  quotes  a  criticism  by  M.  Gustave  Planche  on  this  veiy 
M.  Marochetti.  M.  Gustave  Planche  was  a  critic  of  the 
very  first  order,  a  man  of  strong  opinions,  which  he  ex- 
pressed with  severity ;  he,  too,  condemns  M.  Marochetti's 
work,  and  Mr.  Falgrave  calls  him  as  a  witness  to  back 
what  he  has  himself  said;  certainly  Mr.  Palgrave's  trans- 
lation will  not  exaggerate  M.  Planche's  urbanity  in  deal- 
with  M.  Marochetti,  but,  even  in  this  translation,  see  the 
difference  in  sobriety,  in  measure,  between  the  critic  writ- 
ing in  Paris  and  the  critic  writing  in  London :  — 

^  These  conditions  are  so  elementary,  that  I  am  at  a 
perfect  loss  to  comprehend  how  M.  Marochetti  has  neg- 
lected them.  There  are  soldiers  here  like  the  leaden 
playthings  of  the  nursery :  it  is  almost  impossible  to  guess 
whether  there  is  a  body  beneath  the  dress.  We  have 
here  no  question  of  style,  not  even  of  grammar ;  it  is 
nothing  beyond  mere  matter  of  the  alphabet  of  art.  To 
break  these  conditions  is  the  same  as  to  be  ignorant  of 
spelling.*' 

That  is  really  more  formidable  criticism  than  Mr.  Pal- 
grave's,  and  yet  in  how  perfectly  temperate  a  style  I  M. 
Planche's  advantage  is,  that  he  feels  himself  to  be  speak- 
ing before  competent  judges,  that  there  is  a  force  of  cul- 
tivated opinion  for  him  to  appeal  to.  Therefore,  he  must 
not  be  extravagant,  and  he  need  not  storm ;  he  must  sat- 
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isfj  the  reason  and  taste, —  that  is  his  business.  Mr. 
Palgrave,  on  the  other  hand,  feels  himself  to  be  speaking 
before  a  proilaiscuous  multitude,  with  the  few  good  judges 
so  scattered  through  it  as  to  be  powerless ;  therefore,  he 
has  no  calm  confidence  and  no  self-oontrol ;  he  relies  on 
the  strength  of  his  lungs ;  he  knows  that  big  words  im- 
pose on  the  mob,  and  that,  even  if  he  is  outrageous, 
most  of  his  audience  are  apt  to  be  a  great  deal  more 
so.* 

Again,  the  most  successful  English  book  of  last  season 
was  certainly  Mr.  Elnglake's  Invation  of  the  Onmea.  Its 
style  was  one  of  the  most  renowned  things  about  it,  and 
yet  how  conspicuous  a  fault  in  Mr.  Kinglake's  style  is 
this  over-charge  of  which  I  have  been  speaking!  Mr. 
James  Gordon  Bennett,  of  the  New  Tof^k  Hercddy  s&jSj  I 
believe,  that  the  highest  achievement  of  the  human  intel- 
lect is  what  he  calls  '^  a  good  editorial."  This  is  not  quite 
so ;  but,  if  it  were  so,  on  what  a  height  would  Mr.  King- 
lake  stand !  I  have  already  spoken  of  the  Attic  and  the 
Asiatic  styles;  besides  these,  there  is  the  Corinthian 
style.  That  is  the  style  for  '^  a  good  editorial,"  and  Mr. 
Kinglake  has  really  reached  perfection  in  it  It  has  not 
the  warm  glow,  blithe  movemjsnt,  and  soft  pliancy  of  life, 
as  the  Attic  style  has ;  it  has  not  the  over-heavy  richness 
and  encumbered  gait  of  the  Asiatic  style ;  it  has  glitter 
without  warmth,  rapidity  without  ease,  effectiveness  with- 
out charm.  Its  characteristic  is,  that  it  has  no  soul ;  all 
it  exists  for,  is  to  get  its  ends,  to  make  its  points,  to  dam- 
age its  adversaries,  to  be  admired,  to  triumph.  ^  His 
features  put  on  that  glow  which,  seen  in  men  of  his  race 

*  When  I  wrote  this  I  bad  before  me  tbe  first  edition  of  Mr.  Pair 
gravels  Handbook,  I  am  bound  to  say  tbat  in  the  second  edition  muoh 
Btrong  langaage  has  been  expunged,  and  what  remains,  softened. 


THE  LITERARY  INFLUENCE  OF  ACADEMIES.    69 

—  race  known  by  the  kindling  gray  eye,  and  the  light, 
Btubborn,  crisping  hair  —  discloses  the  rapture  of  instant 
fight."  How  glittering  that  is,  but  how  perfectly  frosty ! 
"  There  was  a  salient  point  of  difference  between  the 
boulevards  and  the  hillsides  of  the  Alma.  The  Russians 
were  armed."  How  trenchant  that  is,  but  how  perfectly 
unscrupulous  I  This  is  the  Corinthian  style ;  the  glitter 
of  the  East  with  the  hardness  of  the  West;  ^'the  passion 
for  tinsel," —  some  one,  himself  a  Corinthian,  said  of  Mr. 
Kinglake's  style,  —  "  of  a  sensuousi  Jew,  with  the  savage 
spleen  of  a  dyspeptic  Englishman."  I  do  not  say  this  of 
Mr.  Kinglake's  style,  —  I  am  very  far  from  saying  it 
To  say  it  is  to  fall  into  just  that  hard,  brassy,  over- 
stretched style  which  Mr.  Kinglake  himself  employs  so 
fiir  too  much,  and  which  I,  for  my  part,  reprobate.  But 
when  a  brother  Corinthian  of  Mr.  Kinglake's  says  it,  I 
feel  what  he  means. 

A  style  so  bent  on  effect  at  the  expense  of  soul,  sim- 
plicity, and  delicacy;  a  style  so  little  studious  of  the 
charm  of  the  gi*eat  models ;  so  far  from  classic  truth  and 
grace,  must  surely  be  said  to  have  the  note  of  provincial- 
ity. Yet  Mr.  Kinglake's  talent  is  a  really  eminent  one, 
and  so  in  harmony  with  our  intellectual  habits  and  ten- 
dencies, that,  to  the  great  bulk  of  English  people,  the 
faults  of  his  style  seem  its  merits ;  all  the  more  needful 
that  criticism  should  not  be  dazzled  by  them,  but  should 
try  closely  this,  the  form  of  his  work.  The  matter  of  the 
work  is  a  separate  thing ;  and,  indeed,  this  has  been,  I 
believe,  withdrawn  from  discussion,  Mr.  Kinglake  declar- 
ing that  this  must  and  shall  stay  as  it  is,  and  that  he  is 
resolved,  like  Pontius  Pilate,  to  stand  by  what  he  has 
written.  And  here,  I  must  say,  he  seems  to  me  to  be 
quite  right.    On  the  breast  of  the  huge  Mississippi  of 
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falsehood  called  histaiy,  a  foam-bell  more  or  less  is  of  no 
consequence.  But  he  may,  at  any  rate,  ease  and  soften 
his  style. 

We  must  not  compare  a  man  of  Mr.  Kinglake's  lit- 
erary talent  with  writers  like  M.  de  Bazancourt.     We 
must  compare  him  with  M.  Thiers.    And  what  a  superi- 
ority in  style  has  M.  Thiers  from  being  formed  in  a  good 
school,  with  severe  traditions,  wholesome  restraining  in- 
fluences!    Even  in  this  age    of   Mr.  James    Gordon. 
Bennett,  his  style  has  nothing  Corinthian  about  it;  its 
lightness  and  brightness  make  it  almost  Attic     It  is  not 
quite  Attic,  however ;  it  has  not  the  infallible  sureness  of 
Attic  taste.     Sometimes  his  head  gets  a  little  hot  with 
the  &mes  of  patriotism,  and  then  he  crosses  the  line,  he 
loses  perfect  measure,  he  declaims,  he  raises  a  momentary 
smile.    France  condemned  ^  k  6tre  I'eiQroi  du  monde  dont 
elle  pouirraii  etre  V amour ^  —  Caesar,  whose  exquisite  sim- 
plicity M.  Thiers  so  admires,  would  not  have  written  like 
that.    There  is,  if  I  may  be  allowed  to  say  so,  the  slight- 
est possible  touch  of  fatuity  in  such  language,  —  of  that 
fiulure  in  good  sense  which  comes  from  too  warm  a  self- 
satisfaction.     But  compare  this  language  with  Mr.  King- 
lake's  Marshal  St  Arnaud  —  ^^  dismis.sed  from  the  pres- 
ence '*  of  Lord  Eaglan  or  Lord  Stratford,  ^!  cowed  and 
pressed  down"  under  their  "stern   reproofs,**  or  under 
^'the  migesty  of  the   gre*at  Elchi's  Canning  brow  and 
tight,  merciless  lips  I"     The  failure  in  good  sense  and 
good  taste  there  reaches  far  beyond  what  the  French 
mean  by/crfMiVy/.they  would  call  it  by  another  word, — 
a  word  expressing  blank  defect  of  intelligence,  —  a  word 
for  which  we  have  no  exact  equivalent  in  English ;  heU* 
It  is  the  difference  between  a  venial,  momentary,  good- 
tempered  excess,  in  a  man  of  the  world,  of  an  amiable 
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and  social  weakness,  —  vanity;  and  a  serious,  settled, 
fierce,  narrow,  provincial  misconception  of  the  whole 
relative  value  of  one's  own  things  and  the  things  of 
others.  So  baneful  to  the  style  of  even  the  cleverest 
man  may  be  the  total  want  of  checks. 

In  aU  I  have  said,  I  do  not  pretend  that  the  examples 
given  prove  my  rule  as  to  the  influence  of  academies; 
they  only  illustrate  it.  Examples  in  plenty  might  very 
likely  be  found  to  set  against  them ;  the  truth  of  the  rule 
depends,  no  doubt,  on  whether  the  balance  of  all  the  ex^ 
amples  is  in  its  favor  or  not ;  but  actually  to  strike  this 
balance  is  always  out  of  the  question.  Here,  as  every- 
where else,  the  rule,  the  idea,  if  true,  commends  itself  to 
the  judicious,  and  then  the  examples  make  it  clearer  still 
to  them.  This  is  the  real  use  of  examples,  and  this  alone 
is  the  purpose  which  I  have  meant  mine  to  serve.  There 
is  also  another  side  to  the  whole  question,  —  as  to  the 
limiting  and  prejudicial  operation  which  academies  may 
have ;  but  this  side  of  the  question  it  rather  behoves  the 
French,  not  us,  to  study. 

The  reader  will  ask  for  some  practical  conclusion  about 
the  establishment  of  an  Academy  in  this  country,  and 
perhaps  I  shall  hardly  give  him  the  one  he  expects.  But 
nations  have  their  own  modes  of  acting,  and  these  modes 
are  not  easily  changed ;  they  are  even  consecrated,  when 
great  things  have  been  done  in  them.  When  a  literature 
has  produced  Shakespeare  and  Milton,  when  it  has  even 
produced  Barrow  and  Burke,  it  cannot  well  abandon  its 
traditions ;  it  can  hardly  begin,  at  this  late  time  of  day, 
with  an  institution  like  the  French  Academy.  I  think 
academies  with  a  limited,  special,  scientific  scope,  in  the 
various  lines  of  intellectual  work  —  academies  like  that 
of  Berlin,  for  instance  —  we  with  time  mAy,  and  probably 
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shall,  establish.  And  no  doubt  they  will  do  good;  no 
doubt  the  presence  of  such  influential  centres  of  correct 
information  will  tend  to  raise  the  standard  amongst 'us  for 
what  I  have  called  the  joumeymaip^ffork  of  literature, 
and  to  free  us  from  the  scandal  of  such  biographical 
dictionaries  as  Chalmers's,  or  such  translations  as  a  re- 
cent one  of  Spinoza,  or,  perhaps,  such  philological  freaks 
as  Mr.  Forster's  about  the  one  primeval  language.  But 
an  academy  quite  like  the  French  Academy,  a  sovereign 
organ  of  the  highest  literary  opinion,  a  recognized  au- 
thority in  matters  of  intellectual  tone  and  taste,  we  shall 
hardly  have,  and  perhaps  we  ought  not  to  wish  to  have 
it.  But  then  every  one  amongst  us  with  any  turn  for 
literature  will  do  well  to  remember  to  what  shortcomings 
and  excesses,  which  such  an  academy  tends  to  correct^ 
we  are  liable ;  and  the  more  liable,  of  course,  for  not 
having  it.  He  will  do  well  constantly  to  try  himself  in 
respect  of  these,  steadily  to  widen  his  culture,  severely  to 
check  in  himself  the  provincial  spirit ;  and  he  will  do  this 
the  better  the  more  he  keeps  in  mind  that  all  mere  glori- 
fication by  ourselves  of  ourselves  or  our  literature,  in  the 
strain  of  what,  at  the  beginning  of  these  remarks,  I  quoted 
from  Lord  Macaulay,  is  both  vulgar,  and,  besides  being 
vulgar,  retarding. 
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WILL  not  presume  to  say  that  I  now  know 
the  French  language  well;  but  at  a  time 
when  I  knew  it  even  less  well  than'  at  pres- 
ent,—  some  fifteen  years  ago,  —  I  remember 
pestering  those  about  me  with  this  sentence,  the  rhythm 
of  which  had  lodged  itself  in  my  head,  and  which,  with 
the  strangest  pronunciation  possible,  I  kept  perpetually 
declaiming :  ^  Les  dieux  jaloux  ont  enfoui  quelqne  part 
les  t^moignages  de  la  descendance  des  choses ;  mais  au 
bord  de  quel  Oo^an  ont  ils'roul^  la  pierre  qui  les  couvre, 
dMacar^el" 

These  words  come  from  a  short  composition  called  the 
Centcuir^  of  which  the  author,  Georges-Maurice  de  Gu^rin, 
died  in  the  year  1839,  at  the  age  of  twenty-eight,  without 
having  published  anything.  In  1S40,  Madame  Sand 
brought  out  the  Centaur  in  the  Revue  des  D^tx  Mondesy 
with  a  short  notice  of  its  author,  and  a  few  extracts  from 
his  letters.  A  year  or  two  afterwards  she  reprinted  these 
at  the  end  of  a  volume  of  her  novels ;  and  there  it  was 
that  I  fell  in  with  them.  I  was  so  much  struck  with  the 
Gentaur  that  I  waited  anxiously  to  hear  something  more 
of  its  author,  and  of  what  he  had  left ;  but  it  was  not  till 
the  other  day  —  twenty  years  after  the  first  publication  of 
the  Centaur  in  the  Bevue  des  Deux  Mondes  — ^  that  my  anx- 
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iety  was  satisfied.  At  the  end  of  1860  appeared  two 
volumes  with  the  title,  Maurice  de  Guerin,  JReliquice, 
contaiDing  the  Oentaur^  several  poems  of  Guerin,  his 
journals,  and  a  number  of  his  letters,  collected  and 
edited  by  a  devoted  friend,  M.  Trebutien,  and  preceded 
bj  a  notice  of  Guerin  bj  the  first  of  living  critics,  M. 
Sainte-Beuve. 

The  grand  power  of  poetry  is  its  interpretative  power ; 
by  which  I  mean,  not  a  power  of  drawing  out  in  black 
and  white  an  explanation  of  the  mystery  of  the  universe, 
but  the  power  of  so  dealing  with  things  as  to  awaken  in 
us  a  wonderfully  full,  new,  and  intimate  sense  of  them,  and 
of  our  relations  with  them.  When  this  sense  is  awak- 
ened in  us,  as  to  objects  without  us,  we  feel  ourselves  to 
be  in  contact  with  the  essential  nature  of  those  objects,  to 
be.  no  longer  bewildered  and  oppressed  by  them,  but 
to  have  their  secret,  and  to  be  in  harmony  with  them ; 
and  this  feeling  calms  and  satisfies  us  as  no  other  can. 
Poetry,  indeed,  interprets  in  another  way  besides  this; 
but  one  of  its  two  ways  of  interpreting,  of  exercising  its 
highest  power,  is  by  awakening  this  sense  in  us.  I  will 
not  now  inquire  whether  this  sense  is  illusive,  whether  it 
can  be  proved  not  to  be  illusive,  whether  it  does  abso- 
lutely make  us  possess  the  i*eal  nature  of  things ;  all  I 
say  is,  that  poetry  can  awaken  it  in  us,  and  that  to 
awaken  it  is  one  of  the  highest  powers  of  poetry.  The 
interpretations  of  science  do  not  give  us  this  intimate 
sense  of  objects  as  the  interpretations  of  poetry. give  it; 
they  appeal  to  a  limited  faculty,  and  not  to  the  whole 
man.  It  is  not  Linnaeus,  or  Cavendish,  or  Cuvier  who 
gives  us  the  true  sense  of  animals,  or  water,  or  plants, 
who  seizes  their  secret  for  us,  who  makes  us  participate 
in  their  life  ;  it  is  Shakespeare,  with  his 
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«  daffodils 
That  come  before  the  swallow  dares,  and  take 
The  winds  of  March  with  beaatj  " ; 


it  is  Wordsworth,  with  his 


"voice  .  .  •  ,  heard 
In  spring-time  from  the  cnckoo-bird, 
Breaking  the  silence  of  the  seas 
Among  the  farthest  Hebrides  " ; 

it  is  EeatSy  with  his 

"  moYing  waters  at  their  priestlike  task 
Of  cold  ablution  ronnd  Earth's  hnman  shores  " ; 

it  is  Chateaubriand,  with  his  ^  cime  indeterminie  des  fo^ 
rets*';  it  is  Senancour,  with  his  mountain  birch-tree: 
**Gette  Scarce  blanche,  Itsse  et  crevctssde;  cette  Hge  agreste; 
ees  hranchet  qui  t^incUnent  vers  la  terre ;  la  mobilite  des 
fetiiUeSy  et  tout  cet  abandon,  eimplidte  de  la  nature,  atti" 
tude  des  deserts." 

Eminent  manifestations  of  this  magical  power  of  poetry 
are  very  rare  and  very  precious :  the  compositions  of 
Gn^rin  manifest  it,  I  think,  in  singular  eminence.  Not 
his  poems,  strictly  so  called,  —  his  verse,  —  so  much  as 
his  prose ;  his  poems  in  general  take  for  their  vehicle 
that  favorite  metre  of  French  poetry,  the  Alexandrine ; 
and,  in  my  judgment,  I  confess  they  have  thus,  as  com- 
pared with  his  prose,  a  great  disadvantage  to  start  with. 
In  prose,  the  character  of  the  vehicle  for  the  composer's 
thoughts  is  not  determined  beforehand ;  every  composer 
has  to  make  his  own  vehicle ;  and  who  has  ever  done  this 
more  admirably  than  the  great  prose- writers  of  France,  — 
Pascal,  Bossuet,  F^nelon,  Voltaire?  But  in  verse  the 
composer  has  (with  comparatively  narrow  liberty  of 
modification)  to  accept  his  vehicle  ready-made;  it  is 
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therefore  of  vital  importance  to  him  that  he  should  find 
at  his  disposal  a  vehicle  adequate  to  convej  the  highest 
matters  of  poetry.  We  may  even  get  a  decbive  test  of 
the  poetical  power  of  a  language  and  nation  by  ascertain- 
ing how  far  the  principal  poetical  vehicle  which  they  have 
employed,  how  £ar  (in  plainer  words)  the  established  na- 
tional metre  for  high  poetiy,  is  adequate  or  inadequate. 
It  seems  to  me  that  the  established  metre  of  this  kind 
in  France  —  the  Alexandrine  —  is  inadequate ;  that  as  a 
vehicle  for  high  poetry  it  is  greatly  inferior  to  the  hexa- 
meter or  to  the  iambics  of  Greece,  (for  example,)  or  to 
the  blank  verse  of  England.  Therefore  the  man  of 
genius  who  use^  it  is  at  a  disadvantage  as  compared  with 
the  man  of  genius  who  has  for  conveying  his  thoughts  a 
more  adequate  vehicle,  metrical  or  not.  Bacine  is  at  a 
disadvantage  as  compared  with  Sophocles  or  Shakespeare, 
and  he  is  likewise  at  a  disadvantage  as  compared  with 
Bossuet.  The  same  may  be  said  of  our  own  poets  of  the 
eighteenth  century,  a  century  which  gave  them  as  the 
main  vehicle  for  their  high  poetry  a  metre  inadequate  (as 
much  as  the  French  Alexandrine,  and  nearly  in  the  same 
way)  for  this  poetry,  —  the  Jen-syllable  couplet  It  is 
worth  remarking,  that  the  English  poet  of  the  eighteenth 
century  whose  compositions  wear  best  and  give  one  the 
most  entire  satisfaction,  —  Gray,  —  does  not  use  that 
couplet  at  all;  this  abstinence,  however,  linuts  Gray's 
productions  to  a  few  short  compositions,  and  (exquisite 
as  these  are)  he  is  a  poetical  nature  repressed  and  with- 
out free  issue.  For  English  poetical  production  on  a 
great  scale,  for  an  English  poet  deploying  all  the  forces 
of  his  genius,  the  ten-syllable  couplet  was,  in  the  eigh- 
teenth century,  the  established,  one  may  almost  say  the 
inevitable,  channel.      Now  this  couplet,  admirable   (as 


MAURICE  DE  GTJ^MN.  77 

Chaaoer  uses  it)  for  stoiy-telling  not  of  the  epic  i»tcb, 
.  and  often  admirable  for  a  few  lines  even  in  poetry  of  a 
very  high  pitch,  is  for  continnoas  use  in  poetry  of  this 
latter  kind  inadequate.  Pope,  in  bis  Es$ay  on  Man^  is 
thus  at  a  disadvantage  compared  with  Lucretius  in  bis 
poem  on  Natare:  Lucredus  has  an  adequate  vehicle, 
Pope  has  not  Nay,  though  Pope's  genius  for  didactic 
poetry  was  not  less  than  that  of  Horace,  while  bis  satiri- 
cal power  was  certainly  greater,  still  one's  taste  receives, 
I  cannot  but  think,  a  certain  satisfaction  when  one  reads 
the  Epistles  and  Satires  of  Horace,  which  it  Aiils  to  re- 
ceive when  one  reads  the  Satires  and  Epistles  of  Pope. 
Of  sndi  avail  is  the  superior  adequacy  of  the  vehicle  used 
to  compensate  even  an  inferiority  of  genius  in  the  user ! 
In  the  same  way  Pope  is  at  a  disadvantage  as  compared 
witb  Addison :  tbe  best  of  Addison's  composition  (the 
"  Coverley  Papers  "  in  tbe  Spectator^  for  instance)  wears 
better  than  the  best  of  Pope's,  because  Addison  has  in 
bis  prose  an  intrinsically  better  vehicle  for  bis  genius  than 
Pope  in  his  couplet.  But  Bacon  has  no  sucb  advantage 
over  Shakespeare ;  nor  has  Milton,  writing  prose  (for  no 
contemporary  English  prose-writer  must  be  matched  with 
Milton  except  Milton  himself),  any  sucb  advantage  over 
Milton  writing  verse :  indeed,  tbe  advantage  here  is  all 
tbe  other  way. 

It  is  in  the  prose  remains  of  Gu^rin,  —  bis  journals, 
his  letters,  and  the  striking  composition  which  I  have  al- 
ready mentioned,  the  Centaur,  —  that  bis  extraordinary 
gift  manifests  itself.  He  has  a  truly  interpretative  facul- 
ty ;  the  most  profound  and  delicate  sense  of  the  life  of 
Nature,  and  the  most  exquisite  felicity  in  finding  e:tpres- 
fiions  to  render  that  sense.  To  all  who  love  poetry,  Ghi^ 
fin  desen^es  to  be  something  more  than  a  name ;  and  I 
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shall  try,  in  spite  of  the  impossibiHtj  of  doing  justice  to 
such  a  master  of  expression  by  translations,  to  make  my 
English  readers  see  for  themselves  how  gifted  an  oi^a- 
ization  his  was,  and  how  few  artists  have  received  from 
Nature  a  more  magical  faculty  of  interpreting  her. 

In  the  winter  of  the  year  1832  there  was  collected  in 
Brittany,  around  the  well-known  Abb^  Lamennais,  a  sin- 
gular gathering.  At  a  lonely  place,  La  ChSnaie,  he  had 
founded  a  religious  retreat,  to  which  disciples,  attracted 
by  his  powers  or  by  his  reputation,  repaired.  Some 
came  with  the  intention  of  preparing  themselves  for  the 
ecclesiastical  profession ;  others  merely  to  profit  by 
the  society  and  discourse  of  so  distinguished  a  master. 
Among  the  inmates  were  men  whose  names  have  since 
become  known  to  all  Europe,  —  Lacordaire  and  M.  de 
Montalembert ;  there  were  others,  who  have  acquired  a 
reputation,  not  European,  indeed,  but  considerable,  —  the 
Abb^  Gerbet,  the  Abb^  Bohrbacher ;  others,  who  have 
never  quitted  the  shade  of  private  life.  The  winter  of 
1832  was  a  period  of  crisis  in  the  religious  world  of 
France :  Lamennais's  rupture  with  Bome^  the  condemna- 
tion of  his  opinions  by  the  Pope,  and  his  revolt  against 
that  condemnation,  were  imminent.  Some  of  his  follow- 
ers, like  Lacordaire,  had  already  resolved  not  to  cross 
the  Bubicoh  with  their  leader,  not  to  go  into  rebel-' 
lion  against  Bome;  they  were  preparing  to  separate 
from  him.  The  society  of  La  Ch§naie  was  soon  to  dis- 
solve ;  but,  such  as  it  is  shown  to  us  for  a  moment,  with 
its  voluntary  character,  its  simple  and  severe  life  in  com- 
mon, its  mixture  of  lay  and  clerical  members,  the  genius 
of  its  chie&,  the  sincerity  of  its  disciples, — above  all,  its 
paramount  fervent  interest  in  matters  of  spiritual  and  re* 
ligious  concernment,  —  it  offers  a  most  instructive  spec- 
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tade.  It  is  not  the  spectacle  we  most  of  us  think  to  find 
in  France,  the  France  we  have  imagined  from  common 
English  notions,  from  the  streets  of  Paris,  from  novels : 
it  shows  us* how,  wherever  there  is  greatness  like  that  of 
FrancQ,  there  are,  as  its  foundation,  treasures  of  fervor, 
pore-mindedness,  and  spirituality  somewhere,  whether  we 
know  of  them  or  not ;  —  a  store  of  that  which  Groethe 
calls  Hcik  ;  —  since  greatness  can  never  be  founded  upon 
firivolitj  and  corruption. 

On  the  evening  of  the  18th  of  December  in  this  year 
1832,  M.  de  Lamennais  was  talking  to  those  assembled 
in  the  sitting-room  of  La  ChSnaie  of  his  recent  journey 
to  Italy.    He  talked  with  all  his  usual  animation ;  ^'  but," 
writes  one  of  his  hearers,  a  Breton  gentleman,  M.  de 
Marzan,  <^I  soon  became  inattentive  and  absent,  being 
struck  with  the  reserved  attitude  of  a  young  stranger  some 
twenty-two  years  old,  pale  in  face,  his  black  hair  already 
thin  over  his  temples,  with  a  southern  eye,  in  which 
brightness  and  melancholy  were  mingled.     He  kept  him- 
self somewhat  aloof,  seeming  to  avoid  notice  rather  than 
to  court  it    All  the  old  faces  of  friends  which  I  found 
about  me  at  this  my  re-entry  into  the  circle  of  La  Chd- 
naie,  failed  to  occupy  me  so  much  as  the  sight  of  this 
stranger,  looking   on,  listening,  observing,   and  Ba3ring 
nothing." 

The  unknown  was  Maurice  de  Gu^rin.  Of  a  noble 
but  poor  family,  having  lost,  his  mother  at  six  years  old, 
he  had  been  brought*  up  by  his  father,  a  man  saddened 
by  his  wife's  death,  and  austerely  religious,  at  the  chateau 
of  Le  Cayla,  in  Languedoc.  His  childhood  was  not 
gay ;  he  had  not  the  society  of  other  boys ;  and  solitude, 
the  sight  of  his  father's  gloom,  and  the  habit  of  accom- 
panying the  cur4  of  the  parish  on  his  rounds  among  the 
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flick  and  dying,  mad^  him  prematarelj  grave  and  familiar 
with  sorrow.  He  went  to  school  first  at  Toulonse,  then 
at  the  GoU^e  Stanislas  at  Paris,  with  a  temperament 
almost  as  unfit  as  Shelley's  for  common  school  life.  His 
youth  was  ardent,  sensitive,  agitated,  and  unhappy.  In 
1832  he  procured  admission  to  La  Ch^naie  to  brace  his 
spirit  by  the  teaching  of  Lamennais,  and  to  decide 
whether  his  religious  feelings  would  determine  themselves 
into  a  distinct  religious  vocation.  Strong  and  deep  re- 
ligious feelings  he  had,  implanted  in  him  by  nature,  de- 
veloped in  him  by  the  circumstances  of  his  childhood ; 
but  he  had  also  (and  here  is  the  key  to  his  character) 
that  temperament  which  opposes  itself  to  the  fixedness 
of  a  religious  vocation,  or  of  any  vocation  of  which  fixed- 
ness is  an  essential  attribute ;  a  temperament  mobile,  in- 
constant,  eager,  thirsting  for  new  impressions,  abhorring 
rules,  aspiring  to  a/* renovation  without  end"  ;  a  temper- 
ament common  enough  among  artists,  but  with  which  few 
artists,  who  have  it  to  the  same  degree  as  Gru^rin,  unite 
a  seriousness  and  a  sad  intensity  like  his.  After  letiving 
school,  and  before  going  to  La  Gh6naie,  he  had  been  at 
home  at  Le  Cayla  with  his  sister  Eugenie  (a  wonderfuUy 
gifted  person,  whose  genius  so  competent  a  judge  as  M. 
Sainte-Beuve  is  inclined  to  pronounce  even  superior  to 
her  brother's)  and  his  sister  Eugenie's  friends.  With  one 
of  these  friends  he  had  &llen  in  love,  —  a  slight  and  tran- 
sient fancy,  but  which  had  already  called  his  poetical 
powers  into  exercise ;  and  his  poems  and  fragments,  in  a 
certain  green  note-book  {le  Cahter  Vert)  which  he  long 
continued  to  make  the  depository  of  his  thoughts,  and 
which  became  famous  among  his  friends,  he  brought  with 
him  to  La  Ch^naie.  There  he  found  among  the  younger 
members  of  the  Society  several  who,  like  himself,  had  a 
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flecret  passion  for  poetry  and  literature ;  with  these  he  be- 
came intimate,  and  in  his  letters  and  joomal  we  find  him 
oocnpied,  now  with  a  literary  oommeice  established  with 
these  friends,  now  with  the  fortunes,  fast  coming  to  a  cri- 
sis, of  the  Society,  and  now  with  that  for  the  sake  of 
which  he  came  to  La  Cb^aie,  —  his  religious  progress 
and  the  state  of  his  soul. 

On  Christmas  Day,  1832,  having  then  been  three  weeks 
at  La  Ch^aie,  he  writes  thus  of  it  to  a  friend  of  his  fam- 
ily, M.  de  Bayne :  — 

^  La  Chdnaie  is  a  sort  of  oasis  in  the  midst  of  the 
steppes  of  Brittany.  In  front  of  the  chateau  stretches 
a  verj  large  garden,  cot  in  two  by  a  terrace  with  a  lime 
avenne,  at  the  end  of  which  is  a  tiny  chapel.  I  am 
extremely  fond  of  this  little  oratory,  where  one  breathes 
a  twofold  peace, — the  peace  of  solitude  and  the  peace 
of  the  Lord.  When  spring  comes  we  shell  walk  to 
prayers  between  two  borders  of  floWers.  On  the  east 
side,  and  only  a  few  yards  from  the  chateau,  sleeps  a 
small  mere  between  two  woods,  where  the  birds  in  warm 
weather  sing  all  day  long ;  and  then  — right,  left,  on  all 
sides  —  woods,  woods,  everywhere  woods.  It  looks  deso*  • 
late  just  now  that  all  is  bare  and  the  woods  are  rust- 
color,  and  under  this  Brittany  sky,  which  is  always 
clouded  and  so  low  that  it  seems  as  if  it  were  going  to 
fall  on  your  head ;  but  as  soon  as  spring  comes  the  sky 
raises  itself  np,  the  woods  come  to  life  again,  and  every- 
thing will  be  full  of  charm." 

Of  what  La  Ch§naie  will  be  when  spring  comes  he  has 
a  foretaste  on  the  dd  of  March. 

^To-day"  (he  writes  in  his  journal)  ^has  enchanted 
me*  For  the  first  time  for  a  long  while  ihe  sun  has 
shown  himself  in  all  his  beauty.     He  has  made  the  buds* 

4*  F 
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of  the  leaves  and  flowers  swell,  and  he  has  waked  ap  in 
me  a  thousand  happy  thoaghts.  The  douds  assume  more 
and  more  their  light  and  gracefal  shapes,  and  are  sketch* 
ing,  over  the  hlue  sky,  the  most  charming  fancies.  The 
woods  have  not  yet  got  their  leaves,  but  they  are  taking 
an  indescribable  air  of  life  and  gayety,  which  gives  them 
quite  a  new  physiognomy.  Everything  is  getting  ready 
for  the  great  festival  of  Nature.*' 

Storm  and  snow  adjourn  this  festival  a  little  longer. 
On  the  11th  of  March  he  writes:  — 

^  It  has  snowed  all  night.  I  have  been  to  look  at  our 
primroses ;  each  of  them  had  its  small  load  of  snow,  and 
was  bowing  its  head  under  its  burden.  These  pretty 
flowers,  with  their  rich  yellow  color,  had  a  charming 
effect  under  their  white  hoods.  I  saw  whole  tufts  of 
them  roofed  over  by  a  single  block  of  snow ;  all  these 
laughing  flowers  thus  shrouded  and  leaning  one  upon 
another,  made  on€  think  of  a  group  of  young  girls  sur* 
prised  by  a  wave,  and  sheltering  under  a  white  cloth." 

The  burst  of  spring  comes  at  last,  though  late.  On 
the  5th  of  April  we  find  Gudrin  ^  sitting  in  the  sun  to 
penetrate  himself  to  the  very  marrow  with  the  divine 
spring."  On  the  dd  of  May,  ^  one  can  actually  see  the 
progress  of  the  green ;  it  has  made  a  start  from  the  gar- 
den to  the  shrubberies,  it  is  getting  the  upper  hand  all 
along  the  mere ;  it  leaps,  one  may  say,  from  tree  to  tree, 
from  thicket  to  thicket,  in  the  fields  and  on  the  hillsides ; 
and  I  can  see  it  already  arrived  at  the  forest  edge  and 
beginning  to  spread  itself  over  the  broad  back  of  the 
forest  Soon  it  will  have  overrun  everything  as  far  as 
the  eye  can  reach,  and  all  those  wide  spaces  between 
here  and  the  horizon  will  be  moving  and  sounding  like 
*one  vast  sea,  a  sea  of  emerald." 
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Finally,  on  the  IGth  of  May,  he  writes  to  M.  de  Bayne 
that  ^  the  gloomy  and  bad  days — bad  because  they  bring 
temptation  by  their  gloom  —  are,  thanks  to  God  and  the 
spring,  over ;  and  I  see  approaching  a  long  file  of  shin* 
ing  and  happy  days,  to  do  me  all  the  good  in  the  world. 
This  Brittany  of  ours,"  he  continues,  ^  gives  one  the  idea 
of  the  grayest  and  most  wrinkled  old  woman  possible 
suddenly  changed  back  by  the  touch  of  *a  fairy's  wand 
into  a  girl  of  twenty,  and  one  of  the  loveliest  in  the 
world ;  the  fine  weather  has  so  decked  and  beautified  the 
dear  old  country/'  He  felt,  however,  the  cloudiness  and 
cold  of  the  ^  dear  old  country  "  with  all  the  sensitiveness 
of  a  child  of  the  SoUth.  ^  What  a  difference,"  he  cries, 
^  between  the  sky  of  Brittany,  even  on  the  finest  day, 
and  the  sky  of  our  South  I  Here  the  summer  has,  even 
on  its  higbdays  and  holidays,  something  mournful,  over- 
cast, and  stinted  about  it  It  is  like  a  miser  who  is 
making  a  show ;  there  is  a  niggardliness  in  his  magnifi- 
cence. Give  me  our  Languedoc  sky,  so  bounds  of 
light,  so  blue,  so  largely  vaulted!"  And  somewhat  later, 
complaining  of  the  short  .and  dim  sunlight  of  a  February 
day  in  Paris,  ^  What  a  sunshine,"  he  exclaims,  "  to  glad- 
den eyes  accustomed  to  all  the  wealth  of  light  of  the 
South!  —  aux  larget  etliberales  effusions  de  lumiere  du 
del  du  MidiJ' 

In  the  long  winter  of  La  Ghdnaie  his  great  resource 
was  literature.  One  has  often  heard  that  an  educated 
Frenchman's  reading  seldom  goes  much  beyond  French 
and  Latin,  and  that  he  makes  the  authors  in  these  two 
languages  his  sole  literary  standard.  This  may  or  may 
not  be  true  of  Frenchmen  in  general,  but  there  can  be  no 
question  as  to  the  width  of  the  reading  of  Gu^rin  and  his 
friends,  and  as  to  the  range  of  their  literary  sympathies. 
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One  of  the  circle,  Hippolyte  la  Morvonnais  —  a  poet  who 
published  a  Tolume  of  verse,  and  died  in  the  prime  of 
lif^  —  had  a  passionate  admiration  for  Wordsworth,  and 
had  even,  it  is  said,  made  a.  pilgrimage  to  Rydal  Mount 
to  visit  him ;  and  in  Guru's  own  reading  I  find,  besides 
the  French  names  of  Bemardin  de  St  Pierre,  Chateau- 
briand, Lamartine,  and  Victor  Hugo>  the  names  of 
Homer,  Dante,  Shakespeare,  Milton,  and  Groethe;  and 
he  quotes  both  from  Greek  and  from  JBnglish  authors  in 
the  originaL  His  literary  tact  is  beautifallj  fine  and 
true.  "Every  poet,"  he  writes  to  his  sister,  "has  his 
own  art  of  poetry  written  on  the  ground  of  his  own  soul ; 
there  is  no  other.  Be  constantly  observing  Nature  in 
her  smallest  details,  and  then  write  as  the  current  of 
your  thoughts  guides  you,  —  that  is  all."  But  with  all 
this  freedom  frt)m  the  bondage  of  forms  and  rules,  Gu^rin 
marks  with  perfect  precision  the  faults  of  the^re^  French 
literature  of  his  time, — the  littiraturefacilej — and  judges 
the  romantic  school  and  its  prospects  like  a  master :  "that 
youthful  literature  which  has  put  forth  all  its  blossom  pre« 
maturely,  and  has  lefl  itself  a  helpless  prey  to  the  return- 
ing frost,  stimulated  as  it  has  been  by  the  burning  sun  of 
our  century,  by  this  atmosphere  charged  with  a  perilous 
heat,  which  has  over-hastened  every  sort  of  development, 
and  will  most  likely  reduce  to  a  handful  of  grains  the 
harvest  of  our  age."  And  the  popular  authors,  —  those 
"  whose  name  appears  once  and  disappears  forever,  whose 
books,  unwelcome  to  all  serious  people,  welcome  to  the 
rest  of  the  world,  to  novelty-huntera  and  novel-readers^ 
fill  with  vanity  these  vain  souls,  and  then,  falling  from 
hands  heavy  with  the  languor  of  satiety,  drop  forever  into 
the  gulf  of  oblivion" ;  and  those,  more  noteworthy,  "the 
writers  of  books  celebrated,  and,  as  works  of  art,  deserv- 
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ing  celebritj,  bat  which  have  in  them  not  one  grain  of 
that  bidden  manna,  not  one  of  thoee  Bweet  and  whole- 
some  thonghts  which  noorish  the  human  soul  and  refresh 
it  when  it  is  weary/'  —  these  he  treats  with  such  severity 
that  he  may  in  some  sense  be  described,  as  he  describes 
himself,  as  ^*  invoking  with  his  whole  heart  a  classical 
restoration."  He  is  best  described,  however,  not  as  a 
partisan  of  any  school,  but  as  an  ardent  seeker  for  that 
mode  of  expression  which  is  the  most  natural,  happy,  and 
true.     He  writes  to  his  sister  Eugenie :  — 

^  I  want  you  to  reform  your  system  of  composition ;  it 
is  too  loose,  too  vague,  too  Lamartinian.  Your  verse  is 
too  sing-song ;  it  does  not  talk  enough.  Form  for  your- 
self a  style  of  your  own,  which  shall  be  your  real  expres- 
sion. Study  the  French  language  by  attentive  reading, 
making  it  your  care  to  remark  constructions,  turns  of  ex- 
pression, delicacies  of  style,  but  without  ever  adopting 
the  manner  of  any  master.  In  the  works  of  these  mas- 
ters we  must  learn  our  language,  but  we  must  use  it  each 
in  our  own  fashion."  * 

It  was  not,  however,  to  perfect  his  literary  judgment 
that  Gu^rin  came  to  La  Chdn'aie.  The  religious  feeling, 
which  was  as  much  a  part  of  his  essence  as  the  passion 
for  Nature  and  the  literary  instinct,  shows  itself  at  mo- 
ments jealous  of  these  its  rivals,  and  alarmed  at  their  pre- 
dominance. Like  all  powerful  feelings,  it  wants  to  ex- 
clude every  other  feeling  and  to  be  absolute.  One  Fri- 
day in  April,  after  he  has  been  delighting  himself  with 
the  shapes  of  the  clouds  and  the  progress  of  the  spring, 
he  suddenly  bethinks  himself  that  the  day  is  Good  Fri- 
day, and  exdaims  in  his  diary :  — 

*  Part  of  these  extracts  date  from  a  time  a  little  after  Gn^rin's 
rasideooe  at  La  Chdnaie;  but  already,  amidst  the  readings  and  oon- 
versatioiis  of  La  Chdnaie,  his  literary  judgment  was  perfectly  formed. 
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*^  Mj  God,  what  is  my  soul  about  that  it  can  thus  go 
running  after  such  fugitive  delights  on  Good  Friday,  on 
this  day  all  filled  with  thy  death  and  our  redemption  ? 
There  is  in  me  I  know  not  what  damnable  spirit,  that 
awakens  in  me  strong  discontents,  and  is  forever  prompt- 
ing me  to  rebel  against  the  holy  exercises  and  the  devout 
collectedness  of  soul  which  are  the  meet  preparation  for 
these  great  solemnities  of  our  faith.  O  how  well  can  I 
trace  here  the  old  leaven,  from  which  I  have  not  yet  per- 
fecUy  cleared  my  soul ! " 

And  again,  in  a  letter  to  M.  de  Marzan :  ^  Of  what, 
my  God,  are  we  made,"  he  cries,  <'  that  a  little  verdure 
and  a  few  trees  should  be  enoagh  to  rob  us  of  our  tran- 
quillity and  to  distract  us  from  thy  love  ?  "  And  writing, 
three  days  after  Easter  Sunday,  in  his  journal,  he  records 
the  reception  at  La  Gh^naie  of  a  fervent  neophyte,  in 
words  which  seem  to  convey  a  covert  blame  of  his  own 
want  of  fervency :  — 

^  Three  days  have  passed  over  our  heads  since  the 
great  festival.  One  anniversary  the  less  for  us  yet  to 
spend  of  the  death  and  resurrection  of  our  Saviour! 
Every  year  thus  bears  away  with  it  its  solemn  festivals ; 
when  will  the  everlasting  festival  be  here  ?  I  have  been 
witness  of  a  most  touching  sight ;  Eran9ois  has  brought 
us  one  of  his  friends  whom  he  has  gained  to  the  faith. 
This  neophyte  joined  us  in  our  exercises  during  the  Holy 
week,  and  on  Easter  day  he  received  the  communion 
with  us.  Francis  was  in  raptures.  It  is  a  truly  good 
work  which  he  has  thus  done.  Francois  is  quite  young, 
hardly  twenty  years  old ;  M.  de  la  M.  is  thirty,  and  is 
married.  There  is  something  most  touching  and  beau- 
tifully simple  in  M.  de  la  M.  letting  himself  thus  be 
brought  to  Grod  by  quite  a  young  man ;  and  to  see  friend* 
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ship,  on  Fran9ois's  side,  thus  doing  the  work  of  an  Apos- 
tle, is  not  less  beautiful  and  touching.'* 

Admiration  for  Lamennais  worked  in  the  same  direc- 
tion with  this  feeling.  Lamennais  never  appreciated 
Gu^rin ;  his  'combative,  rigid,  despotic  nature,  of  which 
the  characteristic  was  energy,  had  no  affinity  with  Gn^rin's 
elusive,  undulating,  impalpable  nature,  of  which  the  char- 
acteristic was  delicacy.  He  set  little  store  by  his  new 
disciple,  and  could  hardly  bring  himself  to  understand 
what  others  found  so  remarkable  in  him,  his  own  genuine 
feeling  towards  him  being  one  of  indulgent  compassion. 
But  the  intuition  of  Gu^rin,  more  discerning  thah  the 
logic  of  his  master,  instinctively  felt  what  there  was  com- 
manding and  tragic  in  Lamennais's  character,  different 
as  this  was  from  his  own ;  and  some  of  his  notes  are 
among  the  most  interesting  records  of  Lamennais  which 
remain. 

^  <  Do  you  know  what  it  is,'  M.  F^li  *  said  to  us  on  the 
evening  of  the  day  before  yesterday,  ^  which  makes  man 
the  most  suffering  of  all  creatures?  It  is  that  he  has 
one  foot  in  the  finite  and*  the  other  in  die  infinite,  and 
that  he  is  torn  asunder,  not  by  four  Horses,  as  in  the  hor- 
rible old  times,  but  between  two  worlds.'  Again  he  said 
to  us  as  we  heard  the  dock  strike :  ^  If  that  clock  knew  that 
it  was  to  be  destroyed  the  next  instant,  it  would  still  keep 
striking  its  hour  until  that  instant  arrived.  My  children, 
be  as  the  dock ;  whatever  may  be  going  to  happen  to  you, 
strike  always  your  hour.' " 

Another  time  Gu^rin  writes, 

^  To-day  M.  F^li  startled  us.  He  was  sitting  behind 
the  chapel,  under  the  two  Scotch  firs ;  he  took  his  stick 

*  The  familiar  name  giyen  to  M.  de  Lamennais  by  his  followers  at 
La  Chdnale. 
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and  marked  oat  a  grave  on  the  tar^  and  said  to  Elie,  It 
is  there  I  wish  to  be  buried,  but  no  tombstone !  onlj  a 
simple  hillock  of  grass.  O,  how  well  I  shall  be  there! ' 
Elie  thought  he  had  a  presentiment  that  his  end  was  near. 
This  is  not  the  first  time  he  has  been  visited  by  saeh  a 
presentiment ;  when  he  was  setting  out  for  Rome,  he  said 
to  those  here:  *I  do  not  expect  ever  to  oome  badk  to 
jou ;  you  must  do  the  good  which  I  have  haled  to  do.' 
He  is  impatient  for  death." 

Overpowered  by  the  ascendancy  of  Lamennais,  6u6- 
rin,  in  spite  of  his  hesitationis,  in  spite  of  his  confession 
to  himself  that  ^  after  a  three  weeks'  close  scrutiny  of  his 
soul,  in  the  hope  of  finding  the  pearl  of  a  religious  voca- 
tion hidden  in  some  comer  of  it,"  he  had  failed  to  find 
what  he  sought,  took,  at  the  end  of  August,  1833,  a  de- 
cisive step.  He  joined  the  religious  order  which  Lamen- 
nais  had  founded.  But  at  this  very  moment  the  deep- 
ening displeasure  of  Rome  with  Lamennais  determhied 
the  Bishop  of  Rennes  to  break  up,  in  so  far  as  it  was  a 
religious  congregation,  the  Society  of  La  Ch^naie,  to 
transfer  the  novices  to  Flo^mel,  and  to  place  them  under 
other  superintendence.  In  September,  Lamennais,  ^  who 
bad  not  yet  ceased,"  writes  M.  de  Marzan,  a  fervent  Cath- 
olic, ''  to  be  a  Christian  and  a  priest,  took  leave  of  his 
beloved  colony  of  La  Ch§naie,  with  the  anguish  of  a  gen- 
eral who  disbands  his  army  down  to  the  last  recruit,  and 
withdraws  annihilated  from  the  field  of  battle."  Gu^rin 
went  to  PloermeL  But  here,  in  the  seclusion  of  a  real 
religious  house,  he  instantly  perceived  how  alien  to  a 
spirit  like  his, — a  spirit  which,  as  he  himself  says  some- 
where, ^  had  need  of  the  open  air,  wanted  to  see  the  sun 
and  the  fiowers," —  was  the  constraint  and  monotony  of 
a  monastic  life,  when  Lamennais's  genius  was  no  longer 
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present  to  enliven  this  life  fbr  him.  On  the  7th  of  Octo- 
ber he  renonnced  the  novitiate,  believing  himself  a  parti- 
san of  Lamennais  in  his  quarrel  with  Rome,  reproach- 
ing the  life  he  had  leQ;  vfjth  demanding  passive  obedience 
instead  of  trying  <'  to  put  in  practice  the  admirable  alli- 
aace  of  order  with  liberty,  and  of  variety  with  unity," 
and  declaring  that,  for  his  part,  he  preferred  taking  the 
chances  of  a  life  of  adventure  to  submitting  himself  to 
be  ^  garotte  peer  un  regUmenty  —  tied  hand  and  foot  by  a 
set  of  rales."  In  real  truth,  a  life  of  adventure,  or  rath- 
er a  life  firee  to  wander  at  its  own  will,  was  that  to  which 
his  nature  irresistibly  impeUed  him. 

For  a  career  of  adventure,  the  inevitable  field  was 
Paris.  But  before  this  career  began,  there  came  a  stage, 
the  smoothest,  perhaps,  and  the  most  happy  in  the  short 
life  of  Gu^rin.  M.  la  Morvonnais,  one  of  his  La  Chdnaie 
fiiends,  —  some  years  older  than  Gu^rin,  and  mamed  to 
a  wife  of  singular  sweetness  and  charm, — had  a  house 
by  the  seaside  at  the  mouth  of  one  of  the  beautiful  rivers 
of  Brittany,  the  Arguenon.  He  asked  Guerin,  when  he 
left  Floermel,  to  come  and  stay  with  him  at  this  place, 
ealled  Le  Yal  de  TArguenon,  and  Gudrin  spent  the  win- 
ter of  1833-4  there.  I  grudge  every  word  about  Le  Val 
and  its  inmates  which  is  not  Gu^rin*s  own,  so  charming 
18  the  picture  he  draws  of  them,  so  truly  does  his  talent 
find  itse^  in  its  best  vein  as  he  draws  it. 

**  How  full  of  goodness "  (he  writes  in  his  journal  of 
the  7th  of  December)  "  is  Providence  to  me !  For  fear 
the  sadden  passage  from  the  mild  and  temperate  air  of  a 
religious  life  to  the  torrid  clime  of  the  world  should  be  too 
trying  for  my  soul,  it  has  conducted  me,  after  I  have  left 
my  sacred  shelter,  to  a  house  {Wanted  on  the  frontier  be- 
tween the  two  regions,  where,  without  being  in  solitude. 
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one  is  not  yet  in  the  world ;  a  boose  whose  windows  look 
on  the  one  side  towards  the  plain  where  the  tumult  of 
men  is  rocking,  on  the  other  towards  the  wilderness  where 
the  servants  of  God  are  chanting.  I  intend  to  write 
down  the  record  of  my  sojourn  here,  for  the  days  here 
spent  are  full  of  happiness,  and  I  know  that  in  the  time 
to  come  I  shall  oflen  turn  back  to  the  story  of  these  past 
felicities.  A  man,  pious,  and  a  poet;  a  woman,  whose 
spirit  is  in  such  perfect  sympathy  with  his  that  you  would 
say  they  had  but  one  being  between  them ;  a  child,  called 
Marie  like  her  mother,  and  who  sends,  like  a  star,  the 
first  rays  of  her  love  and  thought  through  the  white  cloud 
of  infancy ;  a  simple  life  in  an  old-fashioned  house ;  th^ 
ocean,  which  comes  morning  and  evening  to  bring  us  ita 
harmonies ;  and  lastly,  a  wanderer  who  descends  from 
Garmel  and  is  going  on  to  Babylon,  and  who  has  laid 
down  at  this  threshold  his  staff  and  his  sandals,  to  take 
his  seat  at  the  hospitable  table ;  —  here  is  matter  to  make 
a  biblical  poem  of,  if  I  could  only  describe  things  as  I 
can  feel  them. 

Every  line  written  by  Gu^rin  during  this  stay  at  Le 
Val  is  worth  quoting,  but  I  have  only  room  for  one  ex- 
tract more :  — 

"  Never  "  (he  writes,  a  fortnight  later,  on  the  20th  of 
December),  <<  never  have  I  tasted  so  inwardly  and  deeply 
the  happiness  of  home-life.  All  the  little  details  of  this 
life  which  in  their  succession  make  up  the  day,  are  to  me 
so  many  stages  of  a  continuous  charm  carried  from  one 
end  of  the  day  to  the  other.  The  morning  greeting, 
which  in  some  sort  renews  the  pleasure  of  the  first  arri- 
val, for  the  words  with  which  one  meets  are  almost  the 
same,  and  the  separation  at  night,  through  the  hours  of 
darkness  and  uncertainty,  does  not  ill  represeat  longer 
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separations ;  then  breakfast,  during  which  yon  have  the 
fresh  enjoyment  of  having  met  together  again  ;  the  stroll 
afterwards,  when  we  go  out  and  bid  Nature  good-morn- 
ing ;  the  return,  and  setting  to  work  in  an  old  panelled  ' 
chamber  looking  out  on  the  sea,  inaccessible  to  all  the  stir 
of  the  honse,  a 'perfect  sanctuary  of  labor;  dinner,  to 
which  we  are  called,  not  by  a  bell  which  reminds  one  too 
much  of  school  or  a  great  house,  but  by  a  pleasant  voice ; 
the  gayety,  the  merriment,  the  talk  flitting  from  one  sub- 
ject to  another  and  never  dropping  so  long  as  the  meal 
lasts ;  the  crackling  fire  of  dry  branches  to  which  we 
draw  our  chairs  directly  afterwards,  the  kind  words  that 
are  spoken  round  the  warm  fiame  which  sings  while  we 
talk  ;  and  then,  if  it  is  fine,  the  walk  by  the  seaside,  when 
the  sea  has  for  its  visitors  a  mother  with  her  child  in  her 
arms,  this  child's  father  and  a  stranger,  each  of  these  two 
last  with  a  stick  in  his  hand ;  the  rosy  lips  of  the  little 
girl,  which  keep  talking  at  the  same  time  with  the  waves, 
—  now  and  then  tears  shed  by  her  and  cries  of  childish 
fright  at  the  edge  of  the  sea ;  our  thoughts,  the  fathered 
and  mine,  as  we  stand  and  look  at  the  mother  and  child 
smiling  at  one  another,  or  at  the  child  in  tears  and  the 
mother  trying  to  comfort  it  by  her  caresses  and  exhor- 
tations ;  the  Ocean,  going  on  all  the  while  rolling  up  his 
waves  and  noises ;  the  dead  boughs  which  we  go  and  cut, 
here  knd  there,  out  of  the  copse-wood,  to  make  a  quick 
and  bright  fire  when  we  get  home,  —  this  little  taste  of 
the  woodman's  calling  which  brings  us  closer  to  Nature 
and  makes  us  think  of  M.  Fall's  eager  fondness  for  the 
same  work ;  the  hours  of  study  and  poetical  fiow  which 
carry  us  to  supper-time;  this  meal,  which  sunmions  us 
by  the  same  gentle  voice  as  its  predecessor,  and  which 
18  passed  amid  the  same  joys,  only  less  loud,  because  eve- 
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ning  Bobers  everything,  tones  everything  down ;  then  oar 
evening,  ushered  in  by  the  blaze  of  a  cheerfiil  fire,  and 
which  with  its  alternations  of  reading  and  talking  brings 
as  at  last  to  bedtime ;  —  to  all  the  charms  of  a  day  so 
spent  add  the  dreams  which  follow  it,  and  your  imagina- 
tion will  still  fall  far  short  of  these  home-joys  in  their  de- 
lightful reality." 

I  said  the  foregoing  should  be  my  last  extract,  but  who 
could  resist  this  picture  of  a  January  evening  on  the  coast 
of  Brittany?  — 

"  All  the  sky  is  c6vered  over  with  gray  clouds  just  sil- 
vered at  the  edges.    The  sun,  who  departed  a  few  min- 
utes ago,  has  lefl  behind  him  enough  light  to  temper  for 
awhile  the  black  shadows,  and  to  soflen  down,  as  it  were, 
the  approach  of  night.     The  winds  are  hushed,  and  the 
tranquil  ocean   sends  up  to  me,  when  I  go  out  on  the 
doorstep  to  listen,  only  a  melodious  murmur,  which  dies 
away  in  the  soul  like  a  beautiful  wave  on  the  beach. 
The  birds,  the  first  to  obey  the  nocturnal  influence,  make 
their  way  towards  the  woods,  and  you  hear  the  rustle  of 
their  wings  in  the  clouds.     The  copses  which  cover  the 
whole  hillside  of  Le  Yal,  which  all  the  day-time   are 
alive  with  the  chirp  of  the  wren,  the  laughing  whistle  of 
the  woodpecker,*  and  the  different  notes  of  a  multitude 
of  birds,  have  no  longer  any  sound  in  their  paths  and 
thickets,  unless  it  be  the  prolonged  high  call  of  the 
blackbirds  at  play  with  one  another  and  chasing  one 
another,  after  all  the  other  birds  have  their  heads  safe 
under  their  wings.     The  noise  of  man,  always  the  last  to 
be  silent,  dies  gradually  out  over  the  face  of  the  fields. 
The  general  murmur  fades  away,  and  one  hears  hardly 

*  *'The  woodpecker  laughs"  says  White  of  Selbome:  and  here  is 
Ga^rin,  in  Brittanj,  confirming  his  testimoDj. 
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a  sound  except  whst  comes  from  the  villages  and  ham- 
lets, in  which,  up  till  far  into  the  night,  there  are  cries  of 
children  and  harking  of  dogs.  Silence  wraps  me  round ; 
everything  seeks  repose  except  this  pen  of  mine,  which 
perhaps  disturbs  the  rest  of  some  living  atom  asleep  in  a 
erease  of  my  notebook,  for  it  makes  its  light  scratching  as 
it  puts  down  these  idle  thoughts.  Let  it  stop,  then  1  for 
all  I  write,  have  written,  or  shall  write,  will  never  be 
worth  setting  against  the  sleep  of  an  atom." 

On  the  Ist  of  February  we  find  him  in  a  lodging  at 
Paris.  ^'I  enter  the  world"  (such  are  the  last  words 
written  in  his  journal  at  Le  Val)  "  with  a  secret  horror," 
His  outward  history  for  the  next  five  years  is  soon  told. 
He  found  himself  in  Paris,  poor,  fastidious,  and  with 
health  which  already,  no  doubt,  felt  the  obscure  presence 
of  the  malady  of  which  he  died,  —  consumption.  One 
of  his  Brittany  acquaintances  introduced  him  to  editors, 
tried  to  engage  him  in  the  periodical  literature  of  Paris ; 
and  so  unmistakable  was  Gu^rin's  talent,  that  even  his 
first  essays  were  immediately  accepted.  But  Gu^rin's 
genius  was  of  a  kind  which  unfitted  him  to  get  his  bread 
in  this  manner.  At  first  he  was  pleased  with  the  notion 
of  living  by  his  pen :  ^je  rCai  qu'a  eerire"  he  says  to  his 
Bister,  —  "I  have  only  got  to  write."  But  to  a  nature 
like  his,  endued  with  the  passion  for  perfection,  the 
necessity  to  produce,  to  produce  constantly,  to  produce 
whether  in  the  vein  ^r  out  of  the  vein,  to  produce  some- 
thing good  or  bad  or  middling,  as  it  may  happen,  but  at 
all  events  something^  —  is  the  most  intolerable  of  tortures. 
To  escape  from  it  he  betook  himself  to  that  common  but 
most  perfidious  refuge  of  men  of  letters,  that  refuge  to 
which  Groldsmith  and  poor  Hartley  Coleridge  had  be- 
taken themselves  before  him,  —  the  profession  of  teach- 
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ing.    In  September,  1834,  he  procured  an  engagement 
at  the  College  Stanislas,  where  he  had  himself  been  edu- 
cated.    It  was  vacation-time,  and  all  he  had  to  do  -was  to 
teach  a  small  class  composed  of  boys  who  did  not  go 
home  for  the  holidays, —  in  his  own  words,  ^scholars 
left  like  sick  sheep  in  the  fold,  while  the  I'est  of  the  £ock 
are  frisking  in  the  fields."     Afier  the  vacation  he  was 
kept  on  at  the  College  as  a  supernumerary.    <*  The  mas- 
ter of  the  fiflh  class  has  asked  for  a  month's  leave  of  ab- 
sence ;  I  am  taking  his  place,  and  by  this  work  I  get  one 
hundred  firancs  (£4).    I  have  been  looking  about    for 
pupils  to  give  private  lessons  to,  and  I  have  found  three 
or  four.     School  work  and  private  lessons  together  fill  mj 
day  from  half-past  seven  in  the  morning  tiU  half-plist 
nine  at  night     The  college  dinner  serves  me  for  break- 
fast, and  I  go  and  dine  in  the  evening  at  twenty-four 
sous,  as  a  young  man  beginning  life  should."    To  better 
his  position  in  the  hierarchy  of  public  teachers,  it  was 
necessary  that  he  should  take  the  degree  of  agrege-hs- 
lettreSy  corresponding  to  our  degree  of  Master  of  Arts ; 
and  to  his  heavy  work  in  teaching  there  was  thus  added 
that  of  preparing  for  a  severe  examination.     The  drudg- 
ery of  this  life  was  very  irksome  to  him,  although  less 
insupportable  than  the  drudgery  of  the  profession  of  let- 
ters; inasmuch  as  to  a  sensitive  man,  like  Gu^rin,  to 
silence  his  genius  is  more  tolerable  than  to  hackney  it. 
Still  the  yoke  wore  him  deeply,  and^^e  had  moments  of 
bitter  revolt:  he  continued,  however,  to   bear  it  with 
resolution,  and  on   the   whole   with  patience,  for  four 
years.     On  the  15th  of  November,  1838,  he  married  a 
young  Creole  lady  of  some  fortune.  Mademoiselle  Card^ 
line  de  G^rvain,  **  whom,"  to  use  his  own  words,  "  Des- 
tiny, who  loves  these  surprises,  has  wafted  from  the 
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farthest  Indies  into  my  arms."  The  marriage  was 
happj,  and  it  ensured  to  Gu^rin  liberty  and  leisure; 
but  now  "the  blind  Fury  with  the  abhorred  shears/* 
was  hard  at  hand.  Consumption  declared  itself  in  him : 
**  I  pass  my  life,"  he  writes,  with  his  old  playfulness  and 
calm,  to  his  sister,  on  the  8th  of  April,  1839,  **  within 
my  bed-curtains,  and  wait  patiently  enough,  thanks  to 
Caro's*  goodness,  books,  and  dreams,  for  the  recovery 
which  the  sunshine  is  to  bring  with  it"  In  search  of 
this  sunshine  he  was  taken  to  his  native  country,  Lan- 
guedoc,  but  in  .vain.  He  died  at  Le  Gayla  on  the  19th 
of  July,  1889. 

The  vicissitudes  of  his  inward  life  during  these  ^ye 
years  were  more  considerable.  His  opinions  and  tastes 
underwent  great,  or  what  seem  to  be  great,  changes.  He 
came  to  Paris  the  ardent  partisan  of  Lamennais:  even 
in  April,  1834,  after  Bome  had  finally  condemned  La- 
mennais,—  "  To-night  there  will  go  forth  from  Paris,"  he 
writes,  "  with  his  face  set  to  the  west,  a  man  whose  every 
step  I  would  fain  follow,  and  who  returns  to  the  desert 
for  which  I  sigh,  M.  F^li  departs  this  evening  for  La 
ChSnaie."  But  in  October,  1835,  —  "  I  assure  you,"  he 
writes  to  his  sister,  '^  I  am  at  last  weaned  from  M.  de 
Lamennais;  one  does  not  remain  a  babe  and  suckling 
forever ;  I  am  perfectly  freed  from  his  influence."  There 
was  a  greater  change  than  this.  In  1834  the  main  cause 
of  Guirin's  aversion  to  the  literature  of  the  French  ro- 
mantic school,  was  that  this  literature,  having  had  a 
religious  origin  had  ceased  to  be  religious :  '<  it  has  for- 
gotten," he  says,  ^  the  house  and  the  admonitions  of  its 
Father."  But  his  friend,  M.  de  Marzan,  tells  us  of  a 
**  deplorable  revolution  "  which,  by  1836,  had  taken  place 

♦  His  wife. 
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in  him.     6u4rin  had  become  intimate  with  the  chiefs  of 
this  very  literature  ;  he  no  longer  went  to  church ;  <^  the 
bond  of  a  common  faith,  in  which  our  friendship  had  its 
birth,  existed  between  us  no  longer."     Then,  again,  ^  this 
interregnum  was  not  destined  to  last"     Reconverted  to 
his  old  faith  by  suffering  and  by  the  pious  efforts  of  his 
sister  Eugdnie,  Gu^rin  died  a  Catholic     His   feelings 
about  society  underwent  a  like  change.     After  ^  entering 
the  world  with  a  secret  horror,"  afler  congratulating  him- 
self when  he  had  been  some  months  at  Paris  on  being 
^  disengaged  from  the  social  tumult,  out  of  the  reach  of 
those  blows  which,  when  I  live  in  the  thick  of  the  worlds 
bruise  me,  irritate  me,  or  utterly  crush  me,"  M.  Sainte- 
Beuve  tells  us  of  him,  two  years  afterwards,  appearing 
in  society  ^  a  man  of  the  world,  elegant,  even  ^Euthion- 
able ;  a  talker  who  could  hold  his  own  against  the  most 
brilliant  talkers  of  Paris." 

In  few  natures,  however,  is  there  really  such  essential 
consistency  as  in  Gu^rin's.  He  says  of  himself,  in  the 
very  beginning  of  his  journal:  *^I  owe  everything  to 
poetry,  for  there  is  no  other  name  to  give  to  the  sum 
total  of  my  thoughts ;  I  owe  to  it  whatever  I  now  have 
pure,  loflby,  and  solid  in  my  soul ;  I  owe  to  it  all  my  con- 
solations in  the  past;  I  shall  probably  owe  to  it  my 
^ture."  Poetry,  the  poetical  instinct,  was  indeed  the 
ba^is  of  his  nature ;  but  to  say  so  thus  absolutely  is  not 
quite  enough.  One  aspect  of  poetry  fasdnated  Gu^rin's 
imagination  and  held  it  prisoner.  Poetry  is  the  inter- 
pretress of  the  natural  world,  and  she  is  the  interpretress 
of  the  moral  world ;  it  was  as  the  interpretress  of  the 
natural  world  that  she  had  Gu^rin  for  her  mouthpiece. 
To  make  magically  near  and  real  the  life  of  Nature,  and 
man's  life  only  so  far  as  it  is  a  part  of  that  Nature,  was 
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his  £eica1tj  ;  a  faculty  of  naturalistic,  not  of  moral  inter- 
pretation. This  Acuity  always  has  for  its  basis  a  peculiar 
temperament,  an  extraordinary  delicacy  of  organization 
and  susceptibility  to  impressions ;  in  exercising  it  the 
poet  is  in  a  great  degree  passive  (Wordsworth  thus 
speaks  of  a  wise  pcusweness)  :  he  aspires  to  be  a  sort  of 
human  ^olian-harp,  catcliing  and  rendering  every  rustle 
of  l^ature.  To  assist  at  the  evolution  of  the  whole 
life  of  the  world  is  his  craving,  and  intimately  to  feel 
it  aU:  — 

"  the  glow,  the  thriU  of  life, 
Where,  where  do  these  abound?  ** 

is  what  he  asks :  he  resists  being  riveted  and  held  sta- 
tionary by  any  single  impression,  but  would  be  borne  on 
forever  down  an  enchanted  stream.  He  goes -into  re- 
ligion and  out  of  religion,  into  society  and  out  of  society, 
not  from  the  motives  which  impel  men  in  general,  but  to 
feel  what  it  is  all  like ;  he  is  thus  hardly  a  moral  agent, 
and,  like  the  passive  and  ineffectual  Uranus  of  Keats's 
poem,  he  may  say :  — 

"I  am  but  a  voice; 
My  life  is  bat  the  life  of  winds  and  tides ; 
No  more  than  winds  and  tided  can  I  avail." 

He  hovers  over  the  tumult  of  life,  but  does  not  really  put 
his  hand  to  it 

•  No  one  has  expressed  the  aspirations  of  this  tempera- 
ment better  than  Gu^rin  himself.  In  the  last  year  of  his 
life  he  writes :  — 

«I  return,  as  you  see,  to  my  old  brooding  over  the 
world  of  Nature,  that  line  which  my  thoughts  irresistibly 
take  ;  a  sort  of  passion  which  gives  me  enthusiasm,  tears, 

bursts  of  joy,  and  an  eternal  food  for  musing ;  and  yet 

5  o 
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I  am  neither  philosopher,  nor  naturalist,  nor  anything 
learned  whatsoever.  There  is  one  word  which  is  the 
God  of  my  imagination,  the  tyrant,  I  ought  rather  to 
say,  that  fascinates  it,  lures  it  onward,  gives  it  work  to 
do  without  ceasing,  and  will  finally  carry  it  I  know  not 
where ;  the  word  life.^ 

And  in  one  place  in  his  journal  he  says :  — 

"  My  imagination  welcomes  every  dream,  every  impres- 
sion, without  attaching  itself  to  any,  and  goes  on  forever 
seeking  something  new." 

And  again,  in  another :  — 

"  The  longer  I  live,  and  tne  clearer  I  discern  between 
true  and  false  in  society,  the  more  does  the  inclination  to 
live,  not  as  a  savage  or  a  misanthrope,  but  as  a  solitary 
man  on  the  frontiers  of  society,  on  the  outskirts  of  the 
world,  gain  strength  and  grow  in  me.  The  birds  come 
and  go  and  make  nests  around  our  habitations,  they 
are  fellow-citizens  of  our  farms  and  hamlets  with  us ; 
but  they  take  their  flight  in  a  heaven  which  is  boundless, 
but  the  hand  of  God  alone  gives  and  measures  to  them 
their  daily  food,  but  they  build  their  nests  in  the  heart 
of  the  thick  bushes,  or  hang  them  in  the  height  of  the 
trees.  So  would  I,  too,  live,  hovering  round  society,  and 
having  always  at  my  back  a  field  of  liberty  vast  as  the 
sky." 

In  the  same  spirit  he  longed  for  travel.  "When  one 
is  a  wanderer,**  he  writes  to  his  sister,  "  one  feels  that 
one  fulfils  the  true  condition  of  humanity.*'  And  the 
last  entry  in  his  journal  is,  —  "  The  stream  of  travel  is 
full  of  delight    O,  who  will  set  me  adrift  on  this  Nile  !" 

Assuredly  it  is  not  in  this  temperament  that  the  active 
virtues  have  their  rise.  On  the  contrary,  this  tempera- 
ment, considered  in  itself  alone,  indjsppses  for  the  dis- 
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charge  of  them.  Something  morhid  and  excessive,  as 
manifested  in  Gu^rin,  it  undoubtedly  has.  In  him,  as  in 
Keats,  and  as  in  another  youth  of  genius,  whose  name, 
but  the  other  day  unheard  of.  Lord  Houghton  has  so 
gracefully  written  in  the  history  of  English  poetry, — 
David  Gray,  —  the  temperament,  the  talent  itself,  is 
deeply  influenced  by  their  mysterious  malady ;  the  tem- 
perament is  devouring;  it  uses  vital  power  too  hard  and 
too  fast,  paying  the  penalty  in  long  hours  of  unutterable 
exhaustion  and  in  premature  death.  The  intensity  of 
Go^rin's  depression  is  described  to  us  by  Gu^rin  himself 
with  the  same  incomparable  touch  with  which  he  de- 
scribes happier  feelings;  far  oftener  than  any  pleasur- 
able sense  of  his  gift  he  has  ^  the  sense  profound,  near, 
immense,  of  my  misery,  of  my  inward  poverty."  And 
again :  ^  My  inward  misery  gains  upon  me ;  I  no  longer 
dare  look  within."  And  on  another  day  of  gloom  he  does 
look  within,  and  here  is  the  terrible  analysis :  — 

"  Craving,  unquiet,  seeing  only  by  glimpses,  my  spirit 
18  stricken  by  all  those  ills  which  are  the  sure  fruit  of  a 
youth  doomed  never  to  ripen  into  manhood.    I  grow  old 
and  wear  myself  out  in  the  most  ^tile  mental  strainings, 
and  make  no  progress.     My  head  seems  dying,  and  when 
the  wind  blows  I  fancy  I  feel  it,  as  if  I  were  a  tree,  blow- 
ing through  a  number  of  withered  branches  in  my  top. 
Study  is  intolerable  to  me,  or  rather  it  is  quite  out  of  my 
power.     Mental  work  brings  on,  not  drowsiness,  but  an 
irritable  and  nervous  disgust  which  drives  me  out,  I  know 
not  where,  into  the  streets  and  public  places.    The  Spring, 
whose  delights  used  to  come  every  year  stealthily  and 
mysteriously  to  charm  me  in  my  retreat,  crushes  me  this 
year  under  a  weight  of  sudden  hotness.    I  should  be  glad 
of  any  event  which  delivered  me  from  the  situation  in 
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which  I  am.    If  I  were  free  I  would  embark  for  some 
distant  country  where  I  could  begin  life  anew." 

Such  is  tbia  temperament  in  the  fi*equent  hours  when 
the  sense  of  its  own  weakness  and  isolation  crushes  it  to 
the  ground.     Certainly  it  was  not  for  Gudrin's  happiness, 
or  for  Keats*s,  as  men  count  happiness,  to  be  as  they  were. 
Still  the  very  exojBSs  and  predominance  of  their  temper- 
ament has  given  to  the  fruits  of  their  gepius  an  unique 
brilliancy  and  flavor,    I  have  said  that  poetry  interprets 
in  two  ways ;  it  interprets  by  expressing  with  magical  fe- 
licity the  physiognomy  and  movement  of  the  outward 
world,  and  it  interprets  by  expressing,  with  inspired  con- 
viction, th^  ideas  and  laws  of  the  inward  world  of  man's 
moral  and  spiritual  nature.     In  other  words,  poetry  is 
interpretative  both  by  having  natural  magic  u^  it,  and  by 
having  moral  profundity.    In  both  ways  it  illuminates 
man ;  it  gives  him  a  satisfying  sense  of  Reality ;  it  recon- 
ciles him  with  himself  and  the  universe.     Thus  ^^schy- 
lus's  ^^  ipwravTi  vaBtiv "  and  his  '^  dvrjpt0iAov  ycXao/ia "  are 
fdike  interpretative.     Shakespeare  interprets  both  wheA 
he  says, 

**  Fall  many  a  glorioas  morning  have  I  seen, 
Flatter  the  mountam-tops  with  sovran  eye  **; 

and  when  he  says, 

^  There  's  a  divinity  that  shapes  onr  ends, 
Bough-hew  them  as  we  will.** 

These  great  poets  unite  in  themselves  the  facylty  of  both 
kinds  of  interpretation,  the  naturalistic  and  the  moral. 
But  it  is  observable  that  in  the  poets  who  unite  both 
kinds,  the  latter  (tjie  m<»*al)  usually  ends  by  making 
itself  the  miister.  In  Shakespeare  the  two  kinds  seem 
^ircmderfully  to  balaAce  one  anothea: ;  but  even  in  him  thje 
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balance  leans ;  his  expression  tehdd  to  become  too  littk 
Betisaous   and   simple,   too  much  intellectualized.     The 
same  thing  may  be  yet  more  strongly  affirmed  of  Lucre* 
tius  and  of  Wordsworth.     In  Shelley  there  is  not  a  bal- 
ance of  the  two  gifts,  nor  even  a  co-existence  of  them,  but 
there  is  a  passionate  strdning  afler  them  both,  and  this  is 
what  makes  Shelley,  as  a  man,  so  interesting.    I  will  not 
now  inquire  how  much  Shelley  achieves  as  a  poet,  but 
whatever  he  achieves,  he  in  general  fails  to  achieve  nat- 
ural ma^c  in  his  expression ;  in  Mr.  Palgrave*8  charm- 
ing Treasury  may  be  seen  a  gallery  of  his  failures.*    But 
in  Keats  and  Gu^rin,  in  whom  the  faculty  6f  naturalistic 
interpretation  is  overpoweringly  predominant,  the  natural 
taiagic  is   perfect;  when  they  speak  of  the  world  they 
speak  like  Adam  naming  by  divine  inspiration  the  crea- 
tures ;  their  expression  corresponds  with  the  thing's  essen- 
tial reality.     Even  between  Keats  and  Gu^rin,  however, 
tbere^is  a  distinction  to  be  drawn.     Keats  has,  above  all, 
a  sense  of  what  is  pleasurable  and  open  in  the  life  of  Na- 
ture ;  for  him  she  is  the  Alma  Parens :  his  expression  has, 
therefore,  more  than  Gudrin's,  something  genial,  outward, 
and  sensuous.     Gu^iin  has  above  all  a  sense  of  what 
there  is  adorable  and  secret  in  the  life  of  Nature ;  for 
bim  she  is  the  Magna  Parens :  his  expression  has,  there- 
fore, more  than  Keats's,  something  mystic,  inward^  and 
profound. 


»f 


*  Gompftre^  for  example,  his  "  Lines  Written  in  the  Enganeah  Hills, 
with  Eeats's  **  Ode  to  Autumn  "  ( Goldtn  Treasury^  pp.  266, 284).  The 
latter  piece  rtnden  Ifature;  the  former  trit$  to  render  her.  I  will  not 
deny,  howeVer,  that  Shelley  has  natural  magic  in  his  rhythm ;  what  t. 
deny  is,  that  he  has  it  in  his  language.  It  always  seems  to  me  that 
the  right  sphere  for  Shelley's  genius  was  the  sphere  of  music,  not  of 
poetry;  the  medium  of  sounds  he  can  master,  but  to  miaster  the  more 
difficult  medium  of  words  he  baa  neither  inteffectual  force  enough  tuor 
Muity  enough. 


102  MAURICE  DE  GUtlRIN. 

So  he  lived  like  a  man  possessed ;  with  his  eye  not  on 
his  own  career,  not  on  the  public,  not  on  fame,  but  on 
the  Isis  whose  yeil  he  had  uplifted.     He  published  noth- 
ing :  "  There  is  more  power  and  beauty,"  he  writes,  **  in 
the  well-kept  secret  of  one's  self  and  one's   thoughts, 
than   in  the  display  of  a  whole  heaven  that  one  may- 
have  inside  one."     "My  spirit,"  he  answers  the  friends 
who  urge  him  to  write,  "  is  of  the  home-keeping  order, 
and  has  no  fancy  for  adventure;   literary  adventure  is 
above  all  distasteful  to  it ;  for  this,  indeed  (let  me  say  so 
without  the  least  self-sufficiency),  it  has  a  contempt. 
The  literary  career  seems  to  me  unreal,  both  in  its  own 
essence  and  in  the  rewards  which  one  ^eeks  from  it,  and 
therefore  fatally  marred  by  a  secret  absurdity."     His 
acquaintances,  and  among  them  distinguished  men  of  let- 
ters, full  of  admiration  for  the  originality  and  delicacy  of 
his  talent,  laughed  at  his  self-depreciation,  warmly  as- 
sured him  of  his  powers.     He  received  their  assurances 
with  a  mournful  incredulity,  which  contrasts  curiously 
with  the  self-assertion  of  poor  David  Gray,  whom  I  just 
now  mentioned.     "  It  seems  to  me  intolerable,"  he  writes, 
"  to  appear  to  men  other  than  one  appears  to  God.     My 
worst  torture  at  this  moment  is  the  over-estimate  which 
generous  friends  form  of  me.     We  are  told  that  at  the 
last  judgment  the  secret  of  all  consciences  will  be  laid 
bare  to  the  universe  ;  would  that  mine  were  so  this  day, 
and  that  every  passer-by  could  see  me  as  I  am ! "    "  High 
above  my  head,"  he  says  at  another  time,  "  far,  far  away, 
I  seem  to  hear  the  murmur  of  that  world  of  thought  and 
feeling  to  which  I  aspire  so  often,  but  wliere  I  can  never 
attain.     I  think  of  those  of  my  own  age  who  have  wings 
strong  enough  to  reach  it,  but  I  think  of  them  without 
jealousy,  and  as  men  on  earth  contemplate  the  elect 
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and  their  felicity.''  And,  criticising  his  own  composition, 
"  When  I  begin  a  subject,  my  self-conceit "  (says  this  ex- 
quisite artist)  <'  imagines  I  am  doing  wonders ;  and  when 
1  have  finished,  I  see  nothing  but  a  wretched  made-up 
imitation,  composed  of  odds  and  ends  of  color  stolen  from 
other  people's  palates,  and  tastelessly  mixed  together  on 
mine."  Such  was  his  passion  for  perfection^  his  disdain 
for  all  poetical  work  not  perfectly  adequate  and  felicitous. 
The  magic  of  expression  to  which  by  the  force  of  this 
passion  he  won  his  way,  will  make  the  name  of  Maurice 
de  Gudrin  remembered  in  literature. 

I  have  already  mentioned  the  Centaur,  a  sort  of  prose 
poem  by  Gu^rin,  which  Madame  Sand  published  after  his 
death.  The  idea  of  this  composition  came  to  him,  M. 
Sainte-Beuve  says,  in  the  course  of  some  visits  which  he 
made  with  his  friend,  M.  Trebutien,  a  learned  antiquarian, 
to  the  Museum  of  Antiquities  in  the  Louvre.  The  free 
and  wild  life  which  the  Greeks  expressed  by  such  crea- 
tions as  the  Centaur  had,  as  we  might  well  expect,  a 
strong  charm  for  him ;  uiider  the  same  inspiration  he  com- 
posed a  Bacchante,  which  was  meant  by  him  to  form  part 
of  a  prose  poem  on  the  adventures  of  Bacchus  in  India. 
Real  as  was  the  affinity  which  Gudrin's  nature  had  for 
these  subjects,  I  doubt  whether,  in  treating  them,  he 
would  have  found  the  full  and  final  employment  of  his 
talent.  But  the  beauty  of  his  Centaur  is  extraordinary ; 
in  its  whole  conception  and  expression  this  piece  has  in  a 
wonderful  degree  that  natural  magic  of  which  I  have  said 
80  much,  and  the  rhythm  has  a  charm  which  bewitches 
even  a  foreigner.  An  old  Centaur  on  his  mountain,  is 
supposed  to  relate  to  Melampus,  a  human  questioner,  the 
life  of  his  youth.  Untranslatable  as  the  piece  is,  I  shall 
conclude  with  some  extracts  from  it :  — 
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''THE  CENTAUR. 

^'I  had  tnj  birth   in  the  c£lves  of  these  mountains. 
Like  the  stream  of  this  valley,  whose  first  drops  trickle 
from  some  weeping  rock  in  a  deep  cavern,  the  first  mo- 
ment of  my  life  fell  in  the  darkness  of  a  remote  abcxie, 
and  without  breaking  the  silence.     When  our  mothers 
draw  near  to  the  time  of  their  delivery,  they  withdravr 
to  the  caverns,  and  in  the  depth  of  the  loneliest  of  them, 
in  the  thickest  of  its  gloom,  bring  forth,  without  uttering 
a  plaint,  a  fruit  silent  as  themselves.    Their  puissant 
milk  makes  us  surmount,  without  weakness  or  dubious 
struggle,  the  first  difficulties  of  life ;  and  yet  we  leave  ouir 
caverns  later  than  you  your  cradles.     The  reason  is  that 
we  have  a  doctrine  that  the  early  days  of  existence  should 
be  kept  apart  and  enshrouded,  as  days  filled  with  the 
priesence  of  the  gods.     Nearly  the  whole  term  of  my 
growth  was  passed  in  the  darkness  where  I  wad  bom. 
The  recesses  of  my  dwelling  ran  so  far  under  the  moun- 
tain, that  I  should  not  have  known  on  which  side  was  the 
exit,  had  not  the  winds,  when  they  sometimes  made  their 
way  through  the  opening,  sent  fresh  airs  in,  and  a  slidden 
trouble.     Sometimes,  too,  my  mother  came  back  to  me, 
having  about  her  the  odors  of  the  valleys,  or  streaming 
from  the  waters  which  were  her  haunt.     Her  returning 
thus,  without  a  word  said  of  the  valleys  or  the  rivers,  but 
with  the  emanations  from  them  hanging  about  her,  trou- 
bled my  spirit,  and  I  moved  up  and  down  restlessly  in  my 
darkness.     'What  is  it,'  I  cried,  'this   outside  world 
whither  my  mother  is  borne,  and  what  reigns  thece  in  it 
80  potent  as  to  attract  her  so  oflen  ? '    At  these  moments 
my  own  force  began  to  make  me  unquiet     I  felt  in  it  a 
power  which  could  not  remain  idle ;  and  betaking  myself 
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either  to  toss  my  arms  or  to  gallop  backwards  and  for- 
wards in  the  spacious  darkness  of  the  cavern,  I  tried  to 
make  out,  from  the  blows  which  I  dealt  in  the  empty 
8pa<^,  or  from  the  transport  of  my  course  through  it,  in 
what  direction  my  arms  were  meant  to  reach,  or  my  feet 
to  bear  me.  Since  that  day,  I  have  wound  my  arms  round 
the  bust  of  Centaurs,  and  round  the  body  of  heroes,  and 
round  the  trunk  of  oaks ;  my  hands  hays  assayed  the 
rocks,  the  waters,  plants  without  number,  and  the  subtlest 
impressions  of  the  air,  —  for  I  uplift  them  in  the  dark 
and  still  nights  to  catch  the  breaths  of  wind,  and  to  draw 
signs  whereby  I  may  augur  my  road ;  my  feet,  —  look,  O 
Melampus,  how  worn  they  are !  And  yet,  all  benumbed 
as  1  am  in  this  extremity  of  age,  there  are  days  when,  in 
broad  sunlight,  on  the  mountain-tops,  I  renew  these  gal- 
lopings  of  my  youth  in  the  cayem,.  and  with  the  saine  ob- 
ject, brandishing  my  arms  and  employing  all  the  fieetnesis 

whidi  yet  is  left  to  me. 

•  •  •  •  • 

^  O  Melaihpus,  thou  who  wouldst  know  the  lifb  of  the 
Centaurs,  wherefore  have  the  gods  willed  that  thy  steps 
should  lead  thee  to  me,  the  oldest  and  most  forlorn  of 
them  all  ?  It  is  long  since  I  have  ceased  to  practise  any 
part  of  their  life.  I  quit  no  more  this  mountain  summit, 
to  which  age  has  confined  me.  The  point  of  my  arrows 
now  serves  me  only  to  uproot  some  tough-fibred  plant ; 
the  tranquil  lakes  know  me  still,  but  the  rivers  have  for- 
gotten me.  I  will  tell  thee  a  little  of  my  youth ;  but 
these  recollections,  issuing  from  a  worn  memory,  come 
like  the  drops  of  a  niggardly  libation  poured  ftota  a  dam- 
aged urn.' 

**  The  course  of  my  yotfth  was  rapid  and  fiiU  of  agita- 
tion*   Movement  was  my  life,  and  fny  steps  knew  no 

6* 
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bound.     One  day  when  I  was  following  the  coarse  of*  a 

vallej  seldom   entered  by  the  Centaurs,  I  discovered  a 

man  making  his  way  up  the  stream-side  on  the  opposite 

bank.     He  was  the  first  whom  my  eyes  had  lighted  on  ; 

I  despised  him.     ^  Behold/ 1  cried, '  at  the  utmost  but  the 

half  of  what  I  am !     How  short  are  his  steps  !  and  his 

movement  how  full  of  labor  I     Doubtless  he  is  a  Centaur 

overthrown  by  the  gods,  and  reduced  by  them  to  drag 

himself  along  thus.' 

.  •  •  •  • 

"  Wandering  along  at  my  own  will  like  the  rivers,  feel- 
ing wherever  I  went  the  presence  of  Cybele,  whether 
in  the  bed  of  the  valleys,  or  on  the  height  of  the  moun- 
tains, I  bounded  whither  I  would,  like  a  blind  and  chain- 
less  life.     But  when  Night,  filled  with  the  charm  of  the 
gods,  overtook  me  on  the  slopes  of  the  mountain,  she 
guided  me  to  the  mouth  of  the  caverns,  and  there  tran- 
quillized me  as  she  tranquillizes  the  billows  of  the  sea. 
Stretched  across  the  threshold  of  my  retreat,  my  flanks 
hidden  within  the  cave,  and  my  head  under  the  open  sky, 
I  watched  the  spectacle  of  the  dark.    The  sea-gods,  it  is 
said,  quit  during  the  hours  of  darkness  their  palaces  under 
the  deep ;  they  seat  themselves  on  the  promontories,  and 
their  eyes  wander  over  the  expanse  of  the  waves.     Even 
80  I  kept  watch,  having  at  my  feet  an  expanse  of  life  like 
the  hushed  sea.     My  regards  had  free  range,  and  trav- 
elled to  the  most  distant  points.     Like  sea-beaches  which 
never  lose  their  wetness,  the  line  of  mountains  to  the 
west  retained  the  imprint  of  gleams  not  perfectly  wiped 
out  by  the  shadows.     Jn  that  quarter  still  survived,  in 
pale  clearness,  mountain-summits  naked  and  pure.    There 
I  beheld  at  one  time  the  god  Pan  descend,  ever  solitary ; 
at  another,  the  choir  of  the  mystic  divinities ;  or  I  saw 
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pass  some  mountain-njinph  chann-struck  by  the  night 
Sometiines  the  eagles  of  Mount  Olympus  traversed  the 
upper  sky,  and  were  lost  to  view  among  the  far-off  con- 
stellations, or  in  the  shade  of  the  dreaming  forests. 

^  Thou  pursuest  after  wisdom,  O  Melampus,  which  is 
the  science  of  the  will  of  the  gods;  and  thou  roamest 
from  people  to  people  like  a  mortal  driven  by  the  des- 
tinies. In  the  times  when  I  kept  my  night-watches  be- 
fore the  caverns,  I  have  sometimes  believed  that  I  was 
about  to  surprise  the  thought  of  the  sleeping  Cybele,  and 
that  the  mother  of  the  gods,  betrayed  by  her  dreams, 
would  let  fall  some  of  her  secrets;  but  I  have  never 
made  out  more  than  sounds  which  faded  away  in  the 
murmur  of  night,  or  words  inarticulate  as  the  bubbling 
of  the  rivers. 

^ '  O  Macareus,*  one  day  said  the  great  Chiron  to  me, 
whose  old  age  I  tended ;  ^  we  are,  both  of  us,  Centaurs 
of  the  mountain ;  but  how  different  are  our  lives !  Of 
my  days  all  the  study  is  (thou  seest  it)  the  search  for 
plants  ;  thou,  thou  art  like  those  mortals  who  have  picked 
up  on  the  waters  or  in  the  woods,  and  carried  to  their 
lips,  some  pieces  of  the  reed-pipe  thrown  away  by  the 
god  Fan.  From  that  hour  these  mortals,  having  caught 
from  their  relics  of  the  god  a  passion  for  wild  life,  or 
perhaps  smitten  with  some  secret  madness,  enter  into  the 
wilderness,  plunge  among  the  forests,  follow  the  course 
of  the  streams,  bury  themselves  in  the  heart  of  the  moun- 
tains, restless,  and  haunted  by  an  unknown  purpose.  The 
mares,  beloved  of  the  winds  in  the  farthest  Scythia,  are 
not  wilder  than  thou,  nor  more  cast  down  at  nightfall, 
when  the  North  Wind  has  departed.  Seekest  thou  to 
know  the  gods,  0  Macareus,  and  from  what  source  men, 
animalsy  and  the  elements  of  the  universal  fire  have  their 


108  MAURICE  DE  GUfeRIH. 

origin?  But  tbe  aged  Ocean,  the  father  of  all  things* 
keeps  locked  within  his  own  breast  these  secrets;  and 
the  nymphs  who  stand  around  sing  as  they  weave  their 
eternal  danc^  before  him,  to  cover  any  sonnd  which 
might  escape  from  his  lips  half-opened  by  slumber.  The 
mortals,  dear  to  the  gods  Ibr  their  virtue,  have  received 
from  their  hands  lyres  to  give  del%ht  to  man,  or  th^ 
seeds  of  new  plants  to  make  him  rich;  but  from  tiieir 
inexorable  lips,  nothing ! ' 

"  Such  were  the  lessons  which  the  old  Chiron  gave  me. 
Waned  to  the  very  extremity  of  life,  the  Centaur  yet 

nourished  in  his  spirit  the  most  lofty  discourse. 

■  •  •  .  • 

^  For  me,  0  Melampus,  I  decline  unto  my  last  day?, 
xsalm.  as  the  setting  of  the  constellations.  I  still  retain 
'enterprise  enough  to  dimb  to  the  top  of  the  rocks,  and 
there  I  linger  late,  either  gazing  on  the  wild  and  restless 
clouds,  or  to  see  come  up  from  the  horizon  the  rainy 
Hyades,  the  Pleiftdes,  or  the  great  Ori6!!i;  but  t  feel  toy- 
Self  perishing  and  passing  quickly  aw'ay,  like  a  snow- 
wreath  floating  on  tlie  stream;  and  soon  I  ishall  be 
mingled  with  the  waters  which  flow  in  liie  vast  bosom 
of  Earth." 
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HO  that  had  spoken  of  Maurice  de  Guerin 
could  refrain  from  speaking  of  his  sister  Eu- 
genie, the  most  devoted  of  sisters,  one  of  the 
rarest  and  most  beautiM  of  souls  ?  "  There 
is  nothing  fixed,  no  duration,  no  vitality  in  the  sentiments 
of  women  towards  one  another;  their  Attachments 'are 
mere  pretty  bows  of  ribbon,  and  no  more.  In  all  the 
fiiendships  of  women  I  observe  this  slightness  of  the  tie. 
I  faiow  no  instance  to  the  contrary,  even  in  history. 
Orestes  and  Pylades  have  no  sisters."  So  she  herself 
speaks  of  the  friendships  of  her  own  sex.  But  Electra 
can  attach  herself  to  Orestes,  if  not  to  Chrysothemis. 
And  to  her  brother  Maurice,  Eugenie  de  Guerin  was 
Fylades  and  Electra  in  one. 

The  n£ime  of  Maurice  de  Gt^rin,  —  that  young  man 
00  gifted,  80  attractive,  so  careless  of  fame,  and  so  early 
snatched  away ;  who  died  at  twenty-nine  ;  who,  says  his 
sister,  '^let  what  he  did  be  lost  with  a  carelessness  so 
unjust  to  himself,  se^  no  valiie  on  any  of  his  own  pro- 
ductions, and  departed  hence  without  reaping  the  rich 
harvest  which  seemed  his  due  ^ ;  who,  in  spite  of  his  im- 
maturity, fn  spite  of  his  fragility,  exercised  such  a  charm, 
**  furnished  to  others  so  much  of  that  which  all  live  by," 
that  some  years  afler  his  death  his  sister  found  in  a 
ooantr74iou8e  where  he  used  ix)  stay,  in  the  journal  of 
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a  young  girl  who  had  not  known  him,  bat  who  heard  her 
familj  speak  of  him,  his  name,  the  date  of  his  death,  and 
these  words, ''  il  itait  leur  vie  "  (he  was  their  life)  ;  whose 
talent,  exquisite  as  that  of  Keats,  with  less  of  sunlight^ 
abundance,  and  facility  in  it  than  that  of  Keats,  but  with 
more  of  distinction  and  power,  had  ^'  that  winning,  deli- 
cate, and  beautifully  happy  turn  of  expression"  which 
is  the  stamp  of  the  master, — is  beginning  to  be  well 
known  to  all  lovers  of  literature.  This  establishment  of 
Maurice's  name  was  an  object  for  which  his  sister  Eugenie 
passionately  labored.  While  he  was  alive,  she  placed 
her  whole  joy  in  the  flowering  of  this  gifted  nature; 
when  he  was  dead,  she  had  no  other  thought  than  to 
make  the  world  know  him  as  she  knew  him.  She  out- 
lived him  nine  years,  and  her  cherished  task  for  those 
years  was  to  rescue  the  fragments  of  her  brother's  com- 
position, to  collect  them,  to  get  them  published.  In  pur- 
suing this  task  she  had  at  first  cheering  hopes  of  success  ; 
she  had  at  last  baffling  and  bitter  disappointment.  Her 
earthly  business  was  at  an  end;  she  died.  Ten  years 
afterwards,  it  was  permitted  to  the  love  of  a  friend,  M. 
Trebutien,  to  effect  for  Maurice's  memory  what  the  love 
of  a  sister  had  failed  to  accomplish.  But  those  who 
read,  with  delight  and  admiration,  the  journal  and  letters 
of  Maurice  de  Gudrin,  could  not  but  be  attracted  and 
touched  by  this  sister  Eugenie,  who  met  them  at  every 
page.  She  seemed  hardly  less  gifted,  hardly  less  inter- 
esting, than  Maurice  himself.  And  presently  M.  Trebu- 
tien did  for  the  sister  what  he  had  done  for  the  brother. 
He  published  the  journal  of  Mdlle.  Eugenie  de  Gu^rin, 
and  a  few  (too  few,  alas !)  of  her  letters.*    The  book  has 

*  A  Yolnme  of  thesOf  also,  has  jnst  been  brbnght  out  by  M.  Trebu- 
tien.   One  good  book,  at  least,  in  the  literature  of  the  year  I860 1 
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made  a  profound  impression  in  France;  and  the  fame 
which  she  sought  only  for  her  hrother  now  crowns  the 
sister  also. 

Parts  of  Mdlle.  de  Gu^rin's  journal  were  sev^eral  years 
ago  printed  for  private  circulation,  and  a  writer  in  the 
National  Review  had.  the  good  fortune  to  fall  in  with 
them.  The  bees  of  our  English  criticism  do  not  often 
roam  so  far  afield  for  their  honey,  and  this  critic  deserves 
thanks  for  having  flitted  in  his  quest  of  blossom  to  foreign 
parts,  and  for  having  settled  upon  a  beautiful  flower  found 
there.  He  had  the  discernment  to  see  that  Mdlle.  de 
Gu^rin  was  well  worth  speaking  o^  and  he  spoke  of  her 
with  feeling  and  appreciation.  But  that,  as  I  have  said, 
was  several  years  ago ;  even  a  true  and  feeling  homage 
needs  to  be  from  time  to  time  renewed,  if  the  memory  of 
its  object  is  to  endure ;  and  criticism  must  not  lose  the 
occasion  offered  by  Mdlle.  de  Gu^rin's  journal  being  for 
the  first  time  published  to  the  world,  of  directing  notice 
once  more  to  this  religious  and  beautiful  character. 

Eugenie  de  Gu^rin  was  bom  in  1805,  at  the  chUteau 
of  Le  Cayla,  in  Languedoc  Her  family,  though  reduced 
in  circumstances,  was  noble;  and  even  when  one  is  a 
aaint  one  cannot  quite  forget  that  one  comes  of  the  stock 
of  the  Guarini  of  Italy,  or  that  one  counts  among  one's 
ancestors  a  Bishop  of  Senlis,  who  had  the  marshalling  of 
the  French  order  of  battle  on  the  day  of  Bouvines.  Le 
Cifyla  was  a  solitary  place,  with  its  terrace  looking  down 
npon  a  stream-bed  and  valley ;  '^  one  may  pass  days  there 
without  seeing  any  living  thing  but  the  sheep,  without 
hearing  any  living  thing  but  the  birds."  M.  de  Guerin, 
Eugenie's  fisither,  lost  his  wife  when  Eugenie  was  thirteen 
years  old,  and  Maurice  seven ;  he  was  left  with  four  chil- 
dren,—  Eugenie,  Marie,  Erembert,  and  Maurice,  —  of 
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whom  Eugenie  was  the  eldest,  and  Maurice  was    the 
youngest.    Tins  youngest  child,  whose  heauty  and  deli- 
cacy had  made  him  the  ohject  of  his  mother's  most  anx- 
ious fondness,  was  commended  by  her  in  dying  to  tlie 
care  of  his  sbter  Eugenie.    Maurice  at  eleven  years  old 
went  to  school  at  Toulouse ;  then  he  went  to  the  College' 
Stanislas  at  Paris ;  then  he  became  a  member  of  the  re- 
ligious society  which  M.  de  Lamennais  had  formed  at  T^ 
Ch^naie  in  Brittany ;  afterwards  he  lived  chiefly  at  Paris', 
returning  to  Le  Cayla,  at  the  age  of  twenty-nine,  to  die. 
Distance,  in  those  days,  was  a  great  obstacle  to  frequent 
meetings  of  the  separated  members  of  a  French  family 
of  narrow  means.     Maurice  de  Gu^rin  was  seldom  at  L<e 
Cayla  after  he  had  once  quitted  it,  though  his  few  visits 
to  his  home  were  long  ones ;  but  he  passed  five  years  — 
the  period  of  his  sojourn  in  Brittany,  and  of  his  first  set- 
tlement in  Paris  —  without  coming  home  at  all.    In  spite 
of  the  check  from  these  absences,  in  spite  x>f  the  more 
serious  check  from  a  temporary  alteration  in  Maurice'd 
reli^ous  feelings,  the  union  between  the  brother  and  sis- 
ter was  wonderfully  dose  and  firm.     For  they  were  knit 
together,  not  only  by  the  tie  of  blood  and  e^ly  attach- 
ment^ but  also  by  the  tie  of  a  common  genius.     ^'  We 
were,"  &ays  Eugenie, "  two  eyes  looking  out  of  one  head.** 
She,  on  her  part,  brought  to  her  love  for  her  brother,  the 
devotedness  of  a  woman,  the  intensity  of  a  recluse,  almost 
the  solicitude  of  a  mother.     Her  home  duties  prevented 
her  from  following  the  wish,  which  often  arose  in  her,  t6 
join  a  religious  sisterhood.     There  is  i  trace — just  a 
trace  —  of  an  early  attachment  to  a  cousin ;  but  he  died 
when  she  was  twenty-four.     After  ttat,  she  lived  for 
Maurice.     It  was  for  Maurice  that,  in  addition  to  her 
Constant  correspondence  with  him  by  letter,  she  b^gsin  in 
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1834  her  journal,  which  was  sent  to  him  by  portions  as 
it  was  finished.  Aflter  his  death  she  tried  to  continue  it, 
addressing  it  "  to  Maurice  in  Heaven.**  But  the  effort 
was  beyond  her  strength ;  gradually  the  entries  become 
rarer  and  rarer ;  and  on  the  last  day  of  December,  1840, 
the  pen  dropped  from  her  hand :  the  journal  ends. 

Other  sisters  have  loved  their  brothers,  and  it  is  not 
her  affection  for  Maurice,  admirable  as  this  was,  which 
alone  coald  have  made  Eugenie  de  Gudrin  celebrated.  I 
have  said  that  both  brother  and  sister  had  genius :  M. 
Sainte-Beuve  goes  so  far  as  to  say  that  the  sister's  genius 
was  equal,  if  not  superior,  to  her  brother's.  No  one  has 
a  more  profound  respect  for  M.  Sainte-Beuve's  critical 
judgments  than  I  have ;  but  it  seems  to  me  that  this  - 
particular  judgment  needs  to  be  a  little  explained  and 
guarded.  In  Maurice's  special  talent,  which  was  a  talent 
fbr  interpreting  nature,  for  finding  words  which  incom- 
parably render  the  subtlest  impressions  which  naturd 
makes  upon  us,  which  bring  the  intimate  life  of  nature 
wonderfully  near  to  us,  it  seems  to  me  that  his  sister  was 
by  DO  means  his  equal.  She  never,  indeed,  expresses 
herself  without  grace  and  intelligence;  but  her  words, 
when  she  speaks  of  the  life  and  appearances  of  nature, 
are  in  general  but' intellectual  signs;  they  are  not  like 
her  brother's, — ^symbols  equivalent  with  the  thing  sym- 
bolized. They  bring  the  notion  of  the  thing  described  to 
the  mind,  they  do  not  bring  the  feeling  of  it  to  the  im- 
agination. Writing  from  the  Nivernais,  that  region  of 
vast  woodlands  in  the  centre  of  France :  "  It  does  one 
good,"  says  Eugenie,  "  to  be  going  about  in  the  midst  of 
this  enchanting  nature,  with  flowers,  birds,  and  verdure 
all  round  one,  under  this  large  and  blue  sky  of  the  Ni- 
Temais.    How  I  love  the  gracious  form  lof  it,  and  those 

K 


114  EUG£nIE  DE  GUiBIN. 

little  white  clonds  here  and  there,  like  cushions  of  cotton^ 
hung  alofl  to  rest  the  eje  in  this  immensity  I "     It    is 
pretty  and  graceful,  but  how  different  from  the  grave  and 
pregnant  strokes  of  Maurice's  pendl!     ''I   have  been 
along  the  Loire,  and  seen  on  its  banks  the  plains  where 
nature  is  puissant  and  gay ;  I  have  seen  royal  and  an- 
tique dwellings,  all.  marked  by  memories   which   have 
their  place  in  the  mournful  legend  of  humanity,  —  Cham- 
bord,  Blois,  Amboise,  Chenonceaux ;  then  the  towns  on 
the  two  banks  of  the  river,  —  Orleans,  Tours,  Saumur, 
Nantes ;  and,  at  the  end  of  it  all,  the  Ocean  rumbling. 
From  these  I  passed  back  into  the  interior  of  the  coun- 
try, as  far  as  Bourges   and  Nevers,  a  region   of  vast 
woodlands,  in  which  murmurs  of  an  immense  range  and 
fulness  "  (ce  heau  torrent  de  rumeurs,  as,  with  an  expression 
worthy  of  Wordsworth,  he  elsewhere  calls  them)  "  pre- 
vail and  never  cease."     Words  whose  charm  is  like  that 
of  the  sounds  of  the  murmuring  forest  itself,  and  whose 
reverberations,  like  theirs,  die  away  in  the  infinite  dis- 
tance of  the  soul. 

Maurice's  life  was  in  the  life  of  nature,  and  the  passion 
for  it  consumed  him ;  it  would  have  been  strange  if  his 
accent  had*  not  caught  more  of  the  soul  of  nature  than 
Eugenie's  accent,  whose  life  was  elsewhere.  "  You  will 
find  in  him,"  Maurice  says  to  his  sister  of  a  friend  whom 
he  was  recommending  to  her,  "  you  will  find  in  him  that 
which  you  love,  and  which  suits  you  better  than  anything 
elge^  —  ronction,  teffusion,  la  mysttciteJ*  Unction,  the 
pouring  out  of  the  soul,  the  rapture  of  the  mystic,  were 
dear  to  Maurice  also ;  but  in  him  the  bent  of  his  genius 
gave  even  to  those  a  special  direction  of  its  own.  In 
Eugenie  they  took  the  direction  most  native  and  familiar 
to  them ;  their  object  was  the  religious  life. 
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And  yet,  if  one  analyzes  this  beautifal  and  most  inter- 
esting character  quite  to  the  bottom,  it  is  not  exactly  as  a 
saint  that  Eugenie  de  Gu^rin  is  remarkable.  The  ideal 
saint  is  a  nature  like  Saint  Fran9ois  de  Sales  or  F^nelon ; 
a  nature  of  ineffable  sweetness  and  serenity,  a  nature  in 
which  struggle  and  revolt  is  over,  and  the  whole  man  (so 
far  as  is  possible  to  human  infirmity)  swallowed  up  in 
love.  Saint  Theresa  (it  is  Mdlle.  de  Gu^rin  herself  who 
reminds  us  of  it)  endured  twenty  years  of  unacceptance 
and  of  repulse  in  her  prayers ;  yes,  but  the  Saint  Theresa 
whom  Christendom  knows  is  Saint  Theresa  repulsed  no 
longer!  it  is  Saint  Theresa  accepted,  rejoicing  in  love, 
radiant  with  ecstasy.  Mdlle.  de  Gu^rin  is  not  one  of 
these  saints  arrived  at  perfect  sweetness  and  calm,  steeped 
in  ecstasy ;  there  is  something  primitive,  indomitable  in 
her,  which  she  governs,  indeed,  but  which  chafes,  which 
revolts ;  somewhere  in  the  depths  of  that  strong  nature 
there  is  a  struggle,  an  impatience,  an  inquietude,  an  en- 
nui, which  endures  to  the  end,  and  which  leaves  one, 
when  one  finally  closes  her  journal,  with  an  impression 
of  profound  melancholy.  "  There  are  days,"  she  writes 
to  her  brother,  ^  when  one's  nature  rolls  itself  up,  and  be- 
comes a  hedgehog.  If  I  had  you  here  at  this  moment, 
here  close  by  me,  how  I  should  prick  you !  how  sharp  and 
hard ! "  "  Poor  soul,  poor  soul,"  she  cries  out  to  herself 
another  day,  ^  what  is  the  matter,  what  would  you  have  ? 
Where  is  that  which  will,  do  you  good  ?  Everything  is 
green,  everything  is  in  bloom,  all  the  air  has  a  breath  of 
flowers.  How  beautiful  it  is !  well,  I  will  go  out.  No,  I 
should  be  alone,  and  all  this  beauty,  when  one  is  alone, 
is  worth  nothing.  What  shall  I  do  then  ?  Read,  write, 
pray,  take  a  basket  of  sand  on  my  head  like  that  hermit- 
eainty  and  walk  with  it?    Yes,  work,  work!  keep  busy 
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the  body  which  does  mischief  to  the  soul !  I  have  been 
too  little  occupied  to-day,  and  that  is  bad  for  one,  and. 
it  giv^s  a  certain  ennui  which  I  have  in  me  time  to  fer- 
ment." 

A  cetlcdn  ennui  which  I  have  in  me :  her  wound  ia 
there.  In  Vain  she  follows  the  counsel  of  F^nelon  :  •'  If 
God  tires  you,  UU  Him  that  He  tireb  ffou."  No  dOubt 
she  obtained  great  and  frequent  solace  and  restoration 
from  prayer:  "This  morning  I  was  suffering;  well,  at 
present  I  am  calm,  and  this  I  owe  to  faith,  simply  to 
faith,  to  an  act  of  faith.  I  can  think  of  death  and  eternity 
without  trouble,  without  alarm.  Over  a  deep  of  sorrow 
there  floats  a  divine  calm,  a  suavity  which  is  the  work  of 
God  only.  In  vain  have  I  tried  other  things  at  a  time 
like  this  :  nothing  human  comforts  the  soul,  nothing  hu- 
man upholds  it :  — 

*  A  Tenfant  il  fant  sa  m^re, 
A  mon  &me  il  faut  mon  Dieu.'  *' 

Still  the  ennui  reappears,  bringing  with  it  hours  of  un- 
utterable forlomness,  and  making  her  cling  to  her  one 
great  earthly  happiness  —  her  affection  fbt  her  brother  — 
with  an  intenseness,  an  anxiety,  a  desperation  in  which 
there  is  something  morbid,  and  by  which  she  is  occasion- 
ally carried  into  an  irritability,  a  jealottsy,  Which  she 
herself  is  the  first,  uideed,  to  censure.  Which  she  se- 
verely represses,  but  which  nevertheless  leaves  a  sense 
of  paih. 

Mdlle.  de  Gu^rin's  admirers  have  cotapared  her  to 
Pascal,  and  in  some  rei?pects  the  comparison  is  just. 
But  she  cannot  exactly  be  classed  with  Pascal,  any  more 
than  with  Saint  FranQois  de  Sales.  Pascal  is  a  man,  and 
the  inexhaustible  power  and  activity  of  his  inind  leave 
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him  DO  leisure  for  eimui.  He  has  not  the  sweetness  and 
serenity  of  the  perfect  saint ;  hQ  is,  perhaps,  '^  der  strenge 
kranke  Pascal  — the  severe^  morbid  Pascal"  —  as  Goethe 
(and,  strange  to  say,  Goethe  at  twenty-three,  an  age 
which,  usually  feels  Pascal's  charm  most  profoundly) 
calls  him ;  but  the  stress  and  movement  of  the  lifelong 
co|iflict  waged  in  him  between  his  soul  and  his  reason 
keep  hin^  full  of  fire,  full  of  agitation,  and  keep  his  read- 
er, who  witnesses  this  conflict,  animated  and  excited; 
the  sense  of  forlomness  and  dejected  weariness  which 
clings  to  Eugenie  de  Gu^rin  does  not  belong  to  Pascal, 
^ag^nie  de  Gu^rin  is  a  wonian,  and  longs  for  a  state  of 
firmliappiness,  for  an  affection  in  which  she  may  repose; 
the  inward  bliss  of  Saint  Theresa  or  F^nelon  would  have 
satisfied  her;  denied  this,  she  cannot  rest  satisfied  with 
the  triumphs  of  self-^basemeqt,  with  the  SQmbre  joy  of 
trampling  th^  pride  of  life  and  of  reason  under  foot,  of 
reducing  all  huma|i  hope  and  joy  to  insignificance ;  she 
repeats  the  magnificent  words  of  Bossuet,  words  which 
both  Catholicism  and  Protestantism  have  uttered  with  in- 
defatigable iteration :  ^  On  trouve  au  fond  de  tout  le  vide 
et  le  n^anty  — at  the  hottom  of  everything  one  find*  empti" 
neu  and  nothingnef^^  —  but  she  feels,  as  every  (me  but 
the  true  mystic  piust  .ever  feel,  their  incurable  sterility. 

She  r^sepibl^  Paap^,  however,  by  the  clearness  and 
firmness  of  her  intelligence,  going  straight  and  instinctive- 
ly to  the  bottom  of  any  matter  she  is  dealing  with,  and 
expressing  herself  about  it  with  incomparable  precision ; 
never  fumbling  with  what  she  has  to  say,  never  imperfect- 
ly seizing  or  imperfectly  presenting  her  thought.  And  to 
this  admirable  precision  she  joins  a  lightness  of  touch,  a 
feminine  ease  and  grace,  a  flowing  feicility  which  are  her 
own.     '^  I  do  not  say,"  writes  her  brother  Maurice,  an  ex- 
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cellent  judge,  « that  I  find  in  myself  a  dearth  of  expres- 
sion ;  but  I  have  not  this  abundance  of  yours,  this  pro- 
ductiveness of  soul  which  streams  forth,  which  courses 
along  without  ever  failing,  and  always  with  an  infinite 
charm."     And  writing  to  her  of  some  composition  of  hers, 
produced  after  her  religious  scruples  had  for  a  long  time 
kept  her  from  the  exercise  of  her  talent ;  "  You  see,  my 
dear  Tortoise,''  he  writes,  "  that  your  talent  is  no  illusion, 
since  after  a  period,  I  know  not  how  long,  of  poetical  in- 
action, —  a  trial  to  which  any  half-talent  would  have  sno- 
cumbed,  —  it  rears  its  head  again  more  vigorous  than  ever. 
It  is  really  heart-breaking  to  see  you  repress  and  bind 
down,  with  I  know  not  what  scruples,  your  spirit,  which 
tends  with  all  the  force  of  its  nature  to  develop  itself  in 
this  direction.     Others  have  made  it  a  case  of  conscience 
for  you  to  resist  this  impulse,  and  I  make  it  one  for  you 
to  follow  it."    And  she  says  of  herself,  on  one  of  her 
freer  days :  ^  It  is  the  instinct  of  my  life  to  write,  as  it  is 
the  instinct  of  the  fountain  to  fiow."    The  charm  of  her 
expression  is  not  a  sensuous  and  imaginative  charm  like 
that  of  Maurice,  but  rather  an  intellectual  charm ;   it 
comes  from,  the  texture  of  the  style  rather  than  from  its 
elements  ;  it  is  not  so  much  in  the  words  as  in  the  turn 
of  the  phrase,  in  the  happy  cast  and  flow  of  the  sen- 
tence.    Recluse  as  she  was,  she  had  a  great  correspond- 
ence :  every  one  wished  to  have  letters  from  her ;  and 
no  wonder. 

To  this  strength  of  intelligence  and  talent  of  expres- 
sion she  joined  a  great  force  of  character.  Religion  had 
early  possessed  itself  of  this  force  of  character,  and  rein- 
forced it :  in  the  shadow  of  the  Cevennes,  in  the  sharp 
and  tonic  nature  of  this  region  of  southern  France,  which 
has  seen  the  Albigensians,  which  has  seen  the  Camisards, 
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Catholicism  too  is  fervent  and  intense.  Eugenie  de  6ud- 
rin  was  brought  np  amidst  strong  religious  influences,  and 
they  found  in  her  a  nature  on  which  they  could  lay  firm 
hold.  I  have  said  that  she  was  not  a  saint  of  the  order 
of  Saint  Frangois  de  Sales  or  Fenelon ;  perhaps  she  had 
too  keen  an  intelligence  to  suffer  her  to  be  this,  too  for- 
cible and  impetuous  a  character.  But  I  did  not  mean  to 
imply  the  least  doubt  of  the  reality,  the  profoundness,  of 
her  religious  life.  She  was  penetrated  by  the  power  of 
religion :  religion  was  the  master-influence  of  her  life ;  she 
derived  immense  consolations  from  religion,  she  earnestly 
strove  to  conform  her  whole  nature  to  it';  if  there  was  an 
element  in  her  which  religion  could  not  perfectly  reach, 
perfectly  transmute,  she  groaned  over  this  element  in  her, 
she  chid  it,  she  made  it  bow.  Almost  every  thought  in 
her  was  brought  into  harmony  with  religion ;  and  what 
few  thoughts  were  not  thus  brought  into  harmony  were 
brought  into  subjection. 

Then  she  had  her  aflbction  for  her  brother ;  and  this, 
too,  though  perhaps  there  might  be  in  it  something  a 
little  over-eager,  a  little  too  absolute,  a  little  too  suscepti- 
ble, was  a  pure,  a  devoted  affection.  It  was  not  only  pas- 
sionate, it  was  tender.  It  was  tender,  pliant,  and  self-sac- 
rificing to  a  degree  that  not  in  one  nature  out  of  a  thou- 
sand, —  of  natures  with  a  mind  and  will  like  hers,  —  is 
found  attainable.  She  thus  united  extraordinary  pow- 
er of  intelligence,  extraordinary  force  of  character,  and 
extraordinary  strength  of  affection ;  and  all  these  under 
the  control  of  a  deep  religious  feeling. 

This  is  what  makes  her  so  remarkable,  so  interesting. 
I  shall  try  and  make  her  speak  for  herself,  that  she  may 
show  us  the  characteristic  sides  of  her  rare  nature  with 
her  own  inimitable  touch. 


120  EUGENIE  DE  GU^RIK. 

It  must  be  remembered  that  her  journal  is  written   for 
Maurice  onlj ;  in  her  lifetime  no  eye  but  his  ever  saiv  it. 
''^Cect  n*€8t  pas  pour  lepuMicj*  she  writes;  ^c*e8t  de  rin- 
time,  c^est  de  Vdme,  c^est  pour  unP     '*  This  is  not  for   the 
public ;  it  contains  my  inmost  thoughts,  my  very  soul  ;   it 
is  for  oner    And  Maurice,  this  (me,  was  a  kind  of  secpnd 
self  to  her.     '*  We  see  things  with  the  same  eyes ;  wlixit 
you  find  beautiful,  I  fin4  beautiful  \  God  has  made  our 
souls  of  one  piece."    And  this  genuine  confidence  in  her 
brother's  sympathy  gives  to  the  entries  in  her  journal   a 
naturalness  and  simple  freedom  rare  in  such  compositions. 
She  felt  that  he  would  understand  her,  and  be  interested 
in  all  that  she  wrote. 

One  of  the  first  pages  of  her  journal  relates  an  inci- 
dent of  the  home-life  of  Le  Cayla,  the  smallest  detail  of 
which  Maurice  liked  to  hear ;  and  in  relating  it  she  brings 
this  simple  life  before  us.     She  is  writing  in  November, 
1834:  — 

'^I  am  furious  with  the  gray  cat.  The  mischievous 
beast  has  made  away  with  a  little  half-frozen  pigeon, 
which  I  was  trying  to  thaw  by  the  side  of  the  fire.  The 
poor  little  thing  was  just  begmning  to  come  round:  I 
meant  to  tame  him ;  he  would  have  grown  fond  of 
me ;  and  there  is  my  whole  scheme  eaten  up  by  a  cat  I 
This  event,  and  all  the  rest  of  to-day's  history,  has  passed 
in  the  kitchen.  Here  I  take  up  my  abode  all  the  morn- 
ing and  Q.  part  of  the  evening,  ever  since  I  am  without 
Mimi."*^  I  have  to  superintend  the  cook ;  sometimes  papa 
comes  down  and  I  read  to  him  by  the  oven,  or  by  the  fire- 
side, some  bits  opt  of  the  Antiquities  of  the  Angh-Saxon 
Church,     This  book  struck  Pierril  t  with  astonishment. 

♦  The  familiar  name  of  her  sister  Marie, 
t  A  servant-boy  at  Le  Gayla. 
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'  Que  de  nunUs  aqut  dediml  What  a  lot  of  words  there 
are  inside  it.'  This  boj  is  a  real  original.  One  even- 
ing he  asked  me  if  the  soul  was  immortal ;  then  afterwards, 
what  a  philosopher  was.  We  had  got  upon  great  ques- 
tions, as  jou  see.  When  I  told  him  that  a  philosopher 
was  a  person  who  was  wise  and  learned:  ^Then,  mad- 
emoiselle, you  ^re  a  philosopher.'  This  was  said  with  an 
air  of  simplicity  and  sincerity  which  might  have  made 
even  Socrates  take  it  as  a  compliment ;  but  it  made  me 
laugh  so  much  that  my  gravity  as  catechist  was  gone  for 
that  evening.  A  day  or  two  ago  Pierril  left  us,  to  his 
great  sorrow :  his  time  with  us  was  up  on  Saint  Brice's 
day.  Now  he  goes  about  with  his  little  dog,  truffle-hunt- 
ing. If  he  comes  this  way  I  shall  go  and  ask  him  if  he 
still  thinks  I  look  like  a  philosopher." 

Her  good  sense  and  spirit  made  her  discharge  with 
alacrity  her  household  tasks  in  this  patriarchal  life  of  Le 
Cayla,  and  treat  them  as  the  most  natural  thing  in  the 
world.  She  sometimes  complains,  to  be  sure,  of  burning 
her  fingers  at  the  kitchen  fire.  But  when  a  literary 
friend  of  her  brother-expresses  enthusiasm  about  her  and 
her  poetical  nature :  *^  The  poetess,"  she  says,  ''  whom 
this  gentleman  believes  me  to  be,  is  an  ideal  being,  in- 
finitely removed  from  the  life  which  is  actually  mine,  — 
a  life  of  occupations,  a  life  of  household-business,  which 
takes  up  all  my  time.  How  could .  I  make  it  other- 
wise? I  am  sure  I  do  not  know;  and,  besides,  my 
duty  is  in  this  sort  of  life,  and  I  have  no  wish  to  escape 
from  it." 

Among  these  occupations  of  the  patriarchal  life  of  the 

chd^telaine  of  Le  Cayla  intercourse  with  the  poor  fills  a 

prominent  place :  — 

.  "  To-day,"  she  writes  on  the  9th  of  December,  1834, 

6 
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^  I  have  been  warming  myself  at  every  fireside  in  the 
village.  It  is  a  round  which  Mimi  and  I  often  make, 
and  in  which  I  take  pleasure.  To-day  we  have  been 
seeing  sick  people,  and  holding  forth  on  doses  and  sick- 
room drinks.  '  Take  this,  do  that ' ;  and  they  attend  to 
us  just  as  if  we  were  the  doctor.  We  prescribed  shoes 
for  a  little  thing  who  was  amiss  from  haying  gone  bare- 
foot ;  to  the  brother,  who,  with  a  bad  headache,  was  lying 
quite  fiat,  we  prescribed  a  pillow;  the  pillow  did  him 
good,  but  I  am  afraid  it  wiU  hardly  cure  him.  He  is  at 
the  beginning  of  a  bad  feverish  cold,  and  these  poor  peo- 
ple live  in  the  filth  of  their  hovels  like  animals  in  their 
stable ;  the  bad  air  poisons  them.  When  I  come  home 
to  Le  Cayla  I  seem  to  be  in  a  palace." 

She  had  books,  too ;  not  in  abundance,  not  for  the  fan-> 
eying  them ;  the  list  of  her  library  is  small,  and  it  is  en- 
larged slowly  and  with  difficulty.     The  Letters  of  Scdnt 
Theresa^  which  she  had  long  wished  to  get,  she  sees  in 
the  hands  of  a  poor  servant  girl,  before  she  can  procure 
them  for  herself.    "  What  then ?  "  is  her  comment:  "  very 
likely  she  makes  a  better  use  of  them  than  I  could."    But 
she  has  the  Imitation^  the  Spiritual  Works  of  Bossuet  ^d 
F^nelon,  the  Lives  of  the  Saints,  Corneille,  Racine,  Andrd 
Ch^nier,  and  Lamartine;  Madame  de  Stael's  book  on  Ger- 
many, and  French  translations  of  Shakespeare's  plays,  Os- 
sian,  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield,  Scott's  Old  Mortality  and 
Jtedgaimdety  and  the  Promessi  Sposi  of  Manzoni.     Above 
all,  she  has  her  own  mind ;  her  meditations  in  the  lonely 
lieTds,  on  the  oak-grown  hillside  of  "  The  Seven  Springs  "; 
her  meditations  and  writing  in  her  own  room,  her  cham^ 
hrette,  her  delicieux  chez  moi,  where  every  night,  before 
she  goes  to  bed,  she  opens  the  window  to  look  out  upon 
the  sky,  —  the  balmy  moonlit  sky  of  Languedoc     This 
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lile  of  reading,  thinking,  and  writing,  was  tbe  life  she 
liked  best,  the  life  that  most  truly  suited  her.  ^  I  find 
writing  has  become  almost  a  necessity  to  me.  Whence 
does  it  arise,  this  impulse  to  give  utterance  to  the  voice 
of  one's  spirit,  to  pour  out  my  thoughts  before  God  and 
one  human  being  ?  I  say  one  human  being,  because  I 
always  imagine  that  you  are  present,  that  you  see  what 
I  write.  In  the  stillness  of  a  life  like  this  my  spirit  is 
happy,  and,  as  it  were,  dead  to  all  that  goes  on  up  stairs 
or  down  stairs,  in  the  house  or  out  of  the  house.  But 
this  does  not  last  long.  *  Come,  my  poor  spirit,'  I  then 
say  to  myself,  *we  must  go  back  to  the  things  of  this 
world.  And  I  take  ray  spinning,  or  a  book,  or  a  sauce- 
pan, or  I  play  with  Wolf  or  Trilby.  Such  a  life  as  this  I 
call  heaven  upon  earth." 

Tastes  like  these,  joined  with  a  talent  like  ]!4dlle.  de 
Gu^rin's,  naturally  inspire  thdughts  of  literary  compo- 
sition. Such  thoughts  she  had,  And  perhaps  she  would 
have  been  happier  if  she  had  followed  them ;  but  she 
never  could  satisfy  herself  that  to  follow  them  was  quite 
consistent  with  the  religious  life,  and  her  projects  of  com- 
position were  gradually  relinquished :  ^- 

'*  Would  to  God  that  my  thoughts,  my  spirit,  had  never 
taken  their  fiight  beyond  the  narrow  round  in  which  it  is 
my  lot  to  live!  In  spite  of  all  that  people  say  to  the 
contrary,  I  feel  that  I  cannot  go  beyond  my  needlework 
and  my  spinning  without  going  too  far :  I  feel  it,  I  believe 
it :  well,  then,  I  will  keep  in  my  proper  sphere  ;  however 
much  I  am  tempted,  my  spirit  shall  not  be  allowed  t«  oc- 
cupy itself  with  great  matters  until  it  occupies  itself  with 
them  in  Heaven." 

And  again :  — 

"My  journal   has  been  untouched  for  a  long  while. 
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Do  70a  want  to  know  whj?  It  is  because  the  time 
seems  to  me  misspent  which  I  spend  in  writing  it.  We 
owe  Grod  an  account  of  every  minute ;  and  is  it  not  a 
wrong  use  of  our  minutes  to  employ  them  in  writing  & 
history  of  our  transitory  days  ?" 

She  overcomes  her  scruples,  and  goes  on  writing  the 
journal ;  but  again  and  again  they  return  to  her.  Her 
brother  teUs  her  of  the  pleasure  and  comfort  something 
she  has  written  gives  to  a  friend  of  his  in  affliction.  She 
answers:  — 

<'  It  is  from  the  Cross  that  those  thoughts  come,  which 
your  friend  finds  so  soothing,  so  unspeakably  tender. 
None  of  them  come  from  me.  I  feel  my  own  aridity ; 
but  I  feel,  too,  that  God,  when  he  will,  can  make  an 
ocean  flow  upon  this  bed  of  sand.  It  is  the  same  with 
80  many  simple  souls,  from  which  proceed  the  most  ad« 
mirable  things ;  because  they  are  in  direct  relation  with 
Grod,  without  false  science  and  without  pride.  And  thus 
I  am  gradually  losing  my  taste  for  books ;  I  say  to  my* 
self:  ^  What  can  they  teach  me  which  I  shall  not  one  day 
know  in  Heaven  ?  let  God  be  my  master  and  my  study 
here  I '  I  try  to  make  him  so,  and  I  find  myself  the  bet- 
ter for  it.  I  read  little  ;  I  go  out  little  ;  I  plunge  myself 
in  the  inward  life.  How  infinite  are  the  sayings,  doings, 
feelings,  events  of  that  life  I  O,  if  you  could  but  see 
them  I  But  what  avails  it  to  make  them  known  ?  Grod 
alone  should  be  admitted  to  the  sanctuary  of  the  soul." 

Beautifully  as  she  says  all  this,  one  cannot,  I  think, 
read  it  without  a  sense  of  disquietude,  without  a  presenti- 
ment that  this  ardent  spirit  is  forcing  itself  from  its  nat- 
ural bent,  that  the  beatitude  of  the  true  mystic  will  never 
be  its  earthly  portion.  And  yet  how  simple  and  charm- 
ing is  her  picture  of  the  life  of  religion  which  she  chose 


£U6]£ni£  de  guI:rin.  125 

as  her  ark  of  refuge,  and  in  which  she  desired  to  place  all 
her  happiness :  — 

'*  Cloaks,  clogs,  mnhrellas,  all  the  apparatus  of  winter, 
went  with  us  this  morning  to  Andillac,  where  we  have 
passed  the  whole  daj  ;  some  of  it  at  the  curb's  house,  the 
rest  in  church*  How  I  like  this  life  of  a  country  Sunday, 
with  its  activitj,  its  journeys  to  church,  its  liveliness  I 
You  find  all  your  neighbors  on  the  road ;  you  have  a  cour- 
tesy from  every  woipan  you  meet,  and  then,  as  you  go 
along,  such  a  talk  about  the  poultry,  the  sheep,  and  cows, 
the  good  man  and  the  children !  My  great  delight  is  to 
give  a  kiss  to  these  children,  and  see  them  run  away  and 
hide  their  blushing  faces  in  their  mother's  gown.  They 
are  alarmed  at  las  doumatseios,*  as  at  a  being  of  another 
world.  One  of  these  little  things  said  the  other  day  to 
its  grandmother,  who  was  talking  of  coming  to  see  us : 
^  Mininoy  you  must  n't  go  to  that  castle ;  there  is  a  black 
hole  there.'  What  is  the  reason  that  in  all  agas  the  no- 
ble's chiiteau  has  been  an  object  of  terror  ?  L^  it  bi^eause 
of  the  horrors  that  were  committed  there  in  old  i\m^  ?  I 
suppose  so." 

This  vague  horror  of  the  chateau,  still  lingering  in  the 
mind  of  the  French  peasant  fitly  years  iifler  he  has 
stormed  it,  is  indeed  curious,  and  is  one  of  the  thousand 
indications  how  unlike  aristocracy  on  the  Continent  has 
been  to  aristocracy  in  England.  But  this  is  one  of  the 
great  matters  with  which  Mdlle.  de  Gu^rin  would  not  have 
us  occupied ;  let  us  pass  to  the  subject  of  Christmas  in 
Languedoc :  — 

^  Christmas  is  come ;  the  beautiful  festival,  the  one  I 
love  most,  and  which  gives  me  the  same  joy  as  it  gave  the 
shepherds  of  Bethlehem.     In  real  truth,  one*s  whole  soul 

*  The  youDg  lady. 
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feings  with  joy  nt  this  beautiful  coming  of  God  upon  earthy 
—  a  coming  which  here  is  announced  on  all  sides  of  us 
by  music  and  by  our  charming  nadakL*  Nothing  at 
Paris  can  give  you  a  notion  of  what  Christmas  is  with  ub. 
You  have  not  even  the  midnight-mass*  We  all  of  as 
went  to  it,  papa  at  our  head,  on  the  most  perfect  night 
possible.  Never  was  there  a  finer  sky  than  ours  was 
that  midnight ;  —  so  fine  that  papa  kept  perpetually  throw- 
ing back  the  hood  of  his  cloak,  that. he  might  look  up  at 
the  sky.  The  ground  was  white  with  hoar-frost,  but  we 
were  not  cold ;  besides^  the  air,  as  we  met  it,  was  warmed 
by  the  bundles  of  blazing  torchwood  which  our  servants 
carried  in  front  of  us  to  light  us  on  our  way.  It  was 
delightful,  I  do  assure  you;  and  I  should  like  you  to 
have  seiBn  us  there  on  our  road  to  church,  in  those  lanes 
with  the  bushes  along  their  biuiks  as  white  as  if  they 
were  in  flower.  The  hoar-frost  makes  the  most  lovely 
flowers.  We  saw  a  long  spray  so  beautiful  that  we  wanted 
to  take  it  with  us  as  a  garland  for  the  communion-table, 
but  it  melted  in  our  hands :  all  flowers  fade  so  soon  I  I 
was  very  sorry  about  my  garland:  it  was  mournful  to 
see  it  drip  away,  and  get  smaller  and  smaller  every 
minute." 

The  religious  life  is  at  bottoqi  everywhere  alike ;  but 
it  13  curious  to  note  the  variousness  of  its  setting  and  out- 
ward circumstance.  Catholicism  has  these  so  diflerent 
from  Protestantism ;  and  in  Catholicism  these  accessories 
have,  it  cannot  be  denied,  a  nobleness  and  amplitude 
which  in  Protestantism  is  often  wanting  to  them.  In 
Catholicism  they  have,  from  the  antiquity  of  this  form  of 
religion,  from  its  pretensions  to  universality,  from  its  really 

*  A  peculiar  peal  rung  at  Christmas-time  by  the  ohoroh-bells  of 
L'aDgaedoo. 
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wide-flpread  prevalence,  from  its  sensnousness,  something 
European,   angust,  and  imaginative:   in    Protestantism 
thej  often  have,  from  its  inferiority  in  all  these  respects, 
something  provincial,  mean  and  prosaic     In  revenge. 
Protestantism,  has  a  future  before  it,  a  prospect  of  growth 
in  alliance  with  the  vital  movement  of  modem  society ; 
Whil6  Catholicism  appears  to  be  bent  on  widening  the 
breach  between  itself  and  the  modern  spirit,  to  be  fatally 
losing  its^f  in  the  multiplication  of  dogmas,  Mariolatry, 
and  miracle-mongering.     But  the  style  and  circumstance 
of  actual  Catholicism  is  grander  than  its  present  tenden- 
cy, and  the  style  and  circumstance  of  Protestantism  is 
meaner  than  its   tendency.     While  I  was  reading  the 
journal  of  Mdlle.  de  Gu^rin,  there  came  into  my  hands 
the  memoir  and  poems  of  a  young  Englishwoman,  Miss 
Emma  Tatham;  and  one  could  not  but  be  struck  with 
the  singular  contrast  which  the  two  lives, — in  their  setting 
rather  than  in  their  inherent  quality,  —  present.    Miss 
Tatham  had  not,  certainly,  Mdlle.  de  Guru's  talent,  but 
she  had  a  sincere  vein  of  poetic  feeling,  a  genuine  apti- 
tude for  composition.     Both  were  fervent  Christians,  and, 
so  far,  the  two  lives  have  a  real  resemblance ;  but,  in  the. 
setting  of  them,  what  a  difference?    The  Frenchwoman 
is  a   Catholic  in  Languedoc ;  the  Englishwoman  is  a 
Protestant  at  Margate;  Margate,  that  brick-and-mortar 
image  (^  English  Protestantism,  representing  it  in  all  its 
prose,  all  its  uncomeliness,  —  let  me  add,  all  its  salubrity. 
Between  the  external  form  and  fashion  of  these  two  lives, 
between  the  Catholic  Mdlle.  de  Gu^rin's  nadalet  at  the 
Languedoc  Christmas,  her  chapel  of  moss  at  Easter-time, 
her  daily  reading  of  the  life  of  a  saint,  carrying  her  to  the 
most  diverse  times,  places,  and  peoples,  —  her  quoting, 
when  she  wants  to  fix  her  mind  upon  the  standmess  which 
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the  religious  aspirant  needs,  the  words  of  Saint  Macedo- 
nius  to  a  hunter  whom  he  met  in  the  mountains,  <*  I  pur- 
sue after  God,  as  you  pursue  aft^r  game," —  her  quoting, 
when  she  wants  to  break  a  village  girl  of  disobedience  to 
her  mother,  the  story  of  the  ten  disobedient  children 
whom  at  Hippo  St.  Augustine  saw  palsied ;  —  between  all 
this  and  the  bare,  blank,  narrowly  English  setting  of  Miss 
Tatham's  Protestantism,  her  ^  union  in  church-fellowship 
with  the  worshippers  at  Hawley-Square  Chapel,  Mar- 
gate "  ;  her  "  singing  with  soft,  sweet  voice,  the  animating 
lines  — 

*  My  Jesos  to  know,  and  feel  his  blood  flow, 
'T  is  life  everlasting,  *t  is  heaven  below  ^  ** ; 

her  '<  young  female  teachers  belonging  to  ihe  Sunday- 
school,"  and  her  ^  Mr.  Thomas  Rowe,  a  venerable  class- 
leader," —  what  a  dissimilarity  I    In  the  ground  of  the 
two  lives,  a  likeness ;  in  all  their  circumstance,  what  un- 
likeness !     An  unlikeness,  it  will  be  said,  in  that  which  is 
non-essential  and  indifferent.     Non-essential,  —  yes;  in- 
different, —  no.     The  signal  want  of  grace  and  charm  in 
£nglish  Protestantism's  setting  of  its  religious  life  is 
«not  an  indifferent  matter;  it  is  a  real  weakness.     2^is 
ought  ye  to  liave  doney  and  not  to  lutoe  left  the  other  un- 
done, 

I  have  said  that  the  present  tendency  of  Catholicism  — 
the  Catholicism  of  the  main  body  of  the  Catholic  dei^ 
and  laity  —  seems  likely  to  exaggerate  rather  than  to  re- 
move all  that  in  this  form  of  religion  is  most  repugnant 
to  reason  ;  but  this  Catholicism  was  not  that  of  Mdlle.  de 
Guerin.  The  insufficiency  of  her  Catholicism  comes  from 
a  doctrine  which  Protestantism,  too,  has  adopted,  although 
Protestantism,  from  its  inherent  element  of  freedom,  may 
find  it  easier  to  escape  from  it ;  a  doctrine  with  a  certain 
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attracdon  for  all  noble  natoresy  but,  in  the  modern  world, 
at  any  rate,  incurablj  sterile,  —  the  doctrine  of  the  empti* 
ness  and  nothingness  of  homan  life,  of  the  superioritj  of 
renouncement  to  activity,  of  quietism  to  energy ;  the  doc- 
trine which  makes  effort  for  things  on  this  side  of  the 
grave  a  folly,  and  joy  in  things  on  this  side  of  the  grave 
a  sin.  But  her  Catholicism  is  remarkably  free  from  the 
faults  which  Protestants  commonly  -think  inseparable 
from  Catholicism ;  the  relation  to  the  priest,  the  practice 
of  confession,  assume,  when  she  speaks  of  them,  an  as- 
pect which  is  not  that  under  which  Exeter  Hall  knows 
them,  but  which,  —  unless  one  is  of  the  number  of  those 
who  prefer  regarding  that  by  which  men  and  nations  die 
to  regarding  that  by  which  they  live, —  one  is  glad  to 
study.  **  La  confesston,**  she  says  twice  in  her  journal, 
**n'est  qu'une  expansion  du  repentir  dans  ramaur";  and 
her  weekly  journey  to  the  confessional  in  the  little  church 
of  Cahuzac  is  her  *<  cher  pelerinage  ";  the  little  church  is 
the  place  where  she  has  '^  Imsse  tant  de  miseres" 

"  This  morning,"  she  writes,  one  28th  of  November,  '*  I 
was  up  before  daylight,  dressed  quickly,  said  my  prayers, 
and  started  with  Marie  for  Cahuzac.  When  we  got  there, 
the  chapel  was  occupied,  which  I  was  not  sorry  for.  1 
like  not  to  be  hurried,  and  to  have  time,  before  I  go  in, 
to  lay  bare  my  soul  before  God.  This  oflen  takes  me  a 
long  tinie,  because  mj  thoughts  are  apt  to  be  flying  about 
like  these  autumn  leaves.  At  ten  o'clock  I  was  on  my 
knees,  listening  to  words  the  most  salutary  that  were 
ever  spoken ;  and  I  went  away,  feeling  myself  a  better 
being.  Every  burden  thrown  off  leaves  us  with  a  sense 
of  brightness ;  and  when  the  soul  has  laid  down  the  load 
of  its  sins  at  Grod's  feet,  it  feels  as  if  it  had  wings.    What 

an  admirable  thing  is  confession!    What  comfort,  what 

6*  I 


X30  fiUGt^NIE  DE  GU£RIN. 

light,  what  strength  is  given  me  every  time  afber  I  have 
«aid,  I  ham  sinned,** 

This  blessing  of  confession  is  the  greater,  she  says, 
^  the  more  the  heart  of  the  priest  to  whom  we  confide 
our  repentance  is  like  that  divine  heart  which  *  has  so 
loved  us.'  This  is  what  attaches  me  to  M.  Bories."  M. 
Bones  was  the  cur^  of  her  parish,  a  man  no  longer 
young,  and  of  whose  loss,  when  he  was  about  to  leave 
them,  she  thus  speaks :  *-^ 

<*  What  a  grief  for  me  I  how  much  I  lose  in  losing  this 
faithful  guide  of  my  conscience,  heart,  and  mind,  of  my 
whole  self,  which  God  had  appointed  to  be  in  his  charge, 
and  which  let  itself  be  in  his  charge  so  gladly !  He  knew 
the  resolves  which  God  had  put  in  my  heart,  and  I  had 
need  of  his  help  to  follow  them.  Our  new  cur^  cannot 
supply  his  place :  he  is  so  young !  and  then  he  seems  so 
inexperienced,  so  undecided !  It  needs,  firmness  to  pluck 
a  soul  out  of  the  midst  of  the  world,  and  to  uphold  it 
against  the  assaults  of  flesh  and  blood.  It  is  Saturday, 
my  day  for  going  to  Cahuzac;  I  am  just  going  there, 
perhaps  I  shall  come  back  more  tranquil.  Grod  has  al- 
ways given  me  some  good  thing  there,  in  that  chapel 
where  I  have  lefl  behind  me  so  many  miseries.'' 

Such  is  confession  for  her  when  the  pnest  is  worthy  $ 
and,  when  he  is  not  worthy,  she  knows  how  to  separate 
the  man  from  the  office :  — 

^  To-day  I  am  going  to  do  something  which  I  dislike ; 
but  I  will  do  it,  with  Grod's  help.  Do  not  think  I  am  on 
Iny  way  to  the  stake ;  it  is  only  that  I  am  going  to  con- 
fess to  a  priest  in  whom  I  have  not  confidence,  but  who 
is  the  only  one  here.  In  this  act  of  religion  the  man  must 
always  be  separated  from  the  priest,  and  sometimes  the 
man  must  be  annihilated." 
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The  same  cleat*  sense,  the  same  fi^edom  from  super- 
Btitioii,  shows  itself  in  all  her  religions  life.  She  tells  us, 
to  be  sare,  how  onoe,  when  she  was  a  little  girl^^^she 
stained  a  new  fro^  and  on  praying,  in  her  alarm,  to  an 
image  of  the  Virgin  which-  hong  in  her  room,  saw  the 
stains  vanish:  even  the  ansterest  Protestant  will  not 
judge  such  Mariolatiy  as  this  very  harshly.  But,  in 
general,  the  Virgin  Mary  fills,  in  the  religious  parts  of 
her  journal,  no  prominent  place ;  it  is  Jesus,  not  Mary. 
*^0,  how  well  has  Jesus  ssAd:  'Gome  unto  me,  all  ye 
that  labor  and  are  heavy  laden.'  It  is  only  there,  only 
in  the  bosom  of  Grod,  that  we  can  rightly  weep,  rightly 
rid  ourselves  of  our  burden."  And,  again :  <<The  mystery 
of  suffering  makes  one  grasp  the  belief  of  something  to  be 
expiated,  something  to  be  won.  I  see  it  in  Jesus  Christ, 
the  Man  of  Sorrow.  It  was  necessary  that  the  Son  of 
Man  should  suffer.  That  is  all  we  know  in  the  troubles 
and  calamities  of  life.'* 

And  who  has  ever  spoken  of  justification  more  impres- 
sively and  piously  than  Mdlle.  Gu^rin  speaks  of  it,  when, 
after  reckoning  the  number  of  minutes  she  has  lived,  she 
exdaims :  — 

^  My  God,  what  have  we  done  with  all  these  minutes 
of  ours,  which  thou,  too,  wilt  one  day  reckon  ?  Will 
there  be  any  of  them  to  count  for  eternal  life  ?  will  there 
be  many  of  them  ?  will  there  be  one  of  them  ?  '  If  thou, 
O  Lord,  wilt  be  extreme  to  mark  what  is  done  amiss,  O 
Lord,  who  may  abide  it?'  This  dose  scrutiny  of  our 
time  may  well  make  us  tremble,  all  of  us  who  have  ad- 
vanced more  than  a  few  steps  in  life ;  for  Grod  will  judge 
us  otherwise  than  as  he  judges  the  lilies  of  the  field.  I 
have  never  been  able  to  understand  the  security  of  those 
who  place  their  whole  reliance,  in  presenting  themselves 
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before  Grod,  upon  a  good  condnct  in  the  ordiDaiy  rela- 
tions of  hnman  life.  Ab  if  all  our  duties  were  confined 
within  the  narrow  sphere  of  this  world !  To  be  a  good 
parent,  a  good  child,  a  good  citizen,  a  good  brother  or 
sister,  is  not  enough  to  procure  entrance  into  the  king- 
dom of  heayen.  God  demands  other  things  besides  these 
kindly  social  Tirtues,  of  him  whom  he  means  to  crown 
with  an  eternity  of  glory." 

And,  with  tins  zeal  for  the  spirit  and  power  of  religion, 

what  prudence  in  her  counsels  of  religious  practice;  what 

discernment,  what  measure !     She  has  been  speaking  of 

the  charm  of  the  Lives  of  the  Saints,  and  she  goes  on  :  — 

"  Notwithstanding  this,  the  Lives  of  the  Saints  seem  to 

me,  for  a  great  many  people,  dangerous  reading.     I 

would  not  recommend  them  to  a  young  girl,  or  even  to 

some  women  who  are  no  longer  young.    What  one  reads 

has  such  power  over  one's  feelings ;  and  these,  even  in 

seeking  Grod,  sometimes  go  astray.    Alas,  we  have  seen 

it  in  poor  Cs  case.     What  care  one  ought  to  take  ¥rith 

a  young  person ;  with  what  she  reads,  what  she  writes, 

her  society,  her  prayers,  —  all  of  them  matters  which 

demand  a  mother's  tender   watchfulness  I     I  remember 

many  things  I  did  at  fourteen,  which  my  mother,  had  she 

lived,  would  not  have  let  me  do.     I  would  have  done 

anything  for  Gk>d's  sake  ;  I  would  have  cast  myself  into 

an  oven,  and  assuredly  things  like  that  are  not  Grod's  will ; 

he  is  not  pleased  by  the  hurt  one  does  to  one's  health 

through  that  ardent  but  ill-regulated  piety  which,  while,  it 

impairs  the  body,  often  leaves  many  a  fault  flourishing. 

And  therefore  Saint  Fran9ois  de  Sales  used  to  say  to 

the  nuns  who  asked  his  leave  to  go  barefoot:  <  Change 

your  brains  and  keep  your  shoes.'  " 

Meanwhile  Maurice,  in  a  five  yeard'  absence,  and  amid 
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• 

the  distractions  of  Paris,  lost,  or  seemed  to  his  sister  to 
lose,  something  of  his  fondness  for  his  home  and  its  in- 
mates ;  he  certainly  lost  his  early  religions  habits  and  feel- 
ings. It  is  on  this  latter  loss  that  Mdlle«  de  Gudrin's 
jonmal  ofienest  tondies, — with  infinite  delicacy,  bnt  with 
infinite  anguish :  — 

^  O,  the  agony  of  being  in  fear  for  a  souFs  salvation, 
who  can  describe  it!  That  which  caused  our  Saviour  the 
keenest  sufiering,  in  the  agony  of  his  Passion,  was  not  so 
much  the  thought  of  the  torments  he  was  to  endure,  as 
the  thought  that  these  torments  would  be  of  no  avail  for 
a  multitude  of  sinners ;  for  all  those  who  set  themselves 
against  th^  redemption,  or  who  do  not  care  for  it.  The 
mere  anticipation  of  this  obstinacy  and  this  heedlessness 
had  power  to  make  sorrowinl,  even  unto  death,  the  divine 
Son  of  Man.  And  this  feeling  all  Christian  souls,  ac- 
cording to  the  measure  of  faith  and  love  granted  them, 
more  or  less  share." 

Maurice  returned  to  Le  Cayla  in  the  summer  of  1837, 
and  passed  six  months  there.  .This  meeting  entirely  re- 
stored the  union  between  him  and  his  family.  '^  These 
six  months  with  us,"  writes  his  sister,  ^  he  ill,  and  finding 
himself  so  loved  by  us  all,  had  entirely  reattached  him  to 
us.  Five  years  without  seeing  us,  had  perhaps  made  him 
a  little  lose  sight  of  our  afiection  for  him ;  having  found 
it  again,  he  met  it  with  aU  the  strength  of  his  own.  He 
had  so  firmly  renewed,  before  he  left  us,  all  family  ties, 
that  nothing  but  death  could  have  broken  them."  The 
separation  in  religious  matters  between  the  brother  and 
sister  gradually  diminished,  and  before  Maurice  died  it 
had  ceased.  I  have  elsewhere  spoken  of  Maurice's  relig- 
ious feeling  and  its  character.  It  is  probable  that  his 
divergence  from  his  sister  in  this  sphere  of  religion  was 
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never  so  wide  as  she  feared,  and  that  his  reunion  with  he^ 
was  never  so  complete  as  she  hoped.  '*'  His  errors  were 
passed,*'  she  says,  ^  his  illusions  were  cleared  awaj ;  by 
the  call  of  his  nature,  by  original  disposition,  he  had 
come  back  to  sentiments  of  order*  I  knew  idl,  I  fc^owed 
each  of  his  steps ;  out  of  the  fiery  sphere  of  the  passioiis 
(which  held  him  but  a  little  moment)  I  saw  him  pass  into 
the  sphere  of  the  Christian  life.  It  was  a  beautifiil  soul, 
the  soul  of  Maurice."  But  the  illness  which  had  caused 
his  return  to  Le  Cayla  reappeared  afler  he  got  back  to 
Paris  in  the  winter  of  1837-8.  Again  he  seemed  to  re- 
cover ;  and  his  marriage  with  a  young  Oeole  lady,  Mdlle. 
Caroline  de  Gervain,  took  place  in  the  autumn  of 
1838.  At  the  end  of  September  in  that  year  Mdlle.  de 
Gn^rin  had  joined  her  brother  in  Paris ;  she  was  present 
at  his  marriage,  and  staid  with  him  and  his  wife  for  some 
months  afterwards.  Her  journal  recommences  in  April, 
1839 ;  zealously  as  she  had  promoted  her  brothef's  mar- 
riage, cordial  as  were  her  relations  with  her  sister-in-law, 
it  is  evident  that  a  sense  of  loss,  of  loneliness,  invades  her, 
and  sometimes  weighs  her  down.  She  writes  in  heir 
journal  on  the  4th  of  May :  — 

"  God  knoMTS  when  we  shall  see  one  another  again  I 
My  own  Maurice,  must  it  be  our  lot  to  live  apart,  to  find 
that  this  marriage,  which  I  had  so  much  share  in  bringing 
about,  which  I  hoped  would  keep  us  so  much  together, 
leaves  us  more  asunder  than  ever  ?  For  the  present  and 
for  the  future,  this  troubles  me  more  than  I  can  say.  My 
sympathies,  my  inclinations,  carry  me  more  towards  you 
than  towards  any  other  member  of  our  fetmily.  I  have 
the  misfortune  to  be  fonder  of  you  than  of  anything  else 
in  the  world,  and  my  heart  had  from  of  old  built  in  yon 
its  happiness.    Youth  gone  and  life  declining,  I  looked 
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fbrward  to  qaitting  the  scene  with  Maarice.  At  anj  time 
of  life  a  great  affection  is  a  great  happiness;  the  spirit 
comes  to  take  reiiige  in  it  entirely.  '  O  delight  and  joy 
which  will  never  be  yonr  sister's  portion !  Only  in  the 
direction  of  Grod  shall  I  find  an  issoe  for  my  heart  to  love 
as  it  has  the  notion  of  loving,  as  it  has  the  power  of 
loving." 

From  such  complainings,  in  whidi  there  is  undoubtedly 
something  morbid,  —  complainings  which  she  herself 
blamed,  to  which  she  seldom  gave  way,  but  which,  in 
presenting  her  character,  it  is  not  just  to  put  wholly  out 
of  sight,  —  she  was  called  by  the  news  of  an  alarming 
retam  of  her  brother's  illness.  For  some  days  the  entries 
in  the  journal  show  her  agony  of  apprehension.  ''  He 
coughs,  he  coughs  still !  Those  words  keep  echoing  for 
ever  in  my  ears,  and  pursue  me  wherever  I  go ;  I  cannot 
look  at  the  leaves  on  the  trees  without  thinking  that  the 
winter  will  come,  and  that  then  the  consumptive  die." 
Then  she  went  to  him  and  brought  him  bad^  by  slow 
stages  to  Le  Gayla,  dying.  He  died  on  the  19th  of  July, 
1839, 

Thenceforward  the  energy  of  life  ebbed  in  her ;  but  the 
main  chords  of  her  being,  the  chord  of  affection,  the 
c^ord  of  religious  longing,  the  chord  of  intelligence,  the 
chord  of  sorrow,  gave,  so  long  as  they  answered  to  the 
touch  at  all,  a  deeper  and  finer  sound  than  ever.  Always 
she  saw  before  her,  ^<  that  beloved  pale  face  " ;  ^  that  beau- 
tiful head,  with  all  its  different  expressions,  smiling,  speak- 
ing, suffering,  dying,"  regarded  her  always :  — 

^  I  have  seen  his  coffin  in  the  same  room,  in  the  same 
spot  where  I  remember  seeing,  when  I  was  a  very  little 
girl,  his  cradle,  when  I  was  brought  home  from  Gaillac, 
where  I  was  then  staying,  for  his  christening.    This 
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christening  was  a  grand  one,  full  of  rejoicing,  more  than 
that  of  any  of  the  rest  of  us ;  specially  marked.  I  en- 
joyed myself  greatly,  and  went  back  to  Gaillac  next  day, 
charmed  with  my  new  little  brother.  Two  years  after- 
wards I  came  home,  and  brought  with  me  for  him  a  frock 
of  my  own  making.  I  dressed  him  in  the  frock,  and  took 
him  out  with  me  along  by  the  warren  at  the  north  of  the 
house,  and  there  he  walked  a  few  steps  alone,  —  his  first 
walking  alone,  —  and  I  ran  with  delight  to  tell  my  mother 
the  news :  *  Maurice,  Maurice  has  begun  to  walk  by  him- 
self! '  —  Recollections  which,  coming  back  to-day,  break 
one's  heart ! " 

The  shortness  and  suffering  of  her  brother's  life  filled 
her  with  an  agony  of  pity.     "Poor  beloved  soul,  you 
•  have  had  hardly  any  happiness  hero  below ;  your  life  has 
been  so  short,  your  repose  so  rare.     O  God,  uphold  me, 
stablish  my  heart  in  thy  faith !     Alas,  1  have  too  little 
of  this  supporting  me  !     How  we  have  gazed  at  him  and 
loved  hiin,  and  kissed  him,  —  his  wife,  and  we,  his  sis- 
ters ;  he  lying  lifeless  in  his  bed,  his  head  on  the  pillow 
9s  if  he  were  asleep  I     Then  we  followed  him  to   the 
churchyard,  to  the  grave,  to  his  last  resting-place,  and 
prayed  over  him,  and  wept  over  him ;  and  we  are  here 
again,  and  I  am  writing  to  him  again,  as  if  he  were  stay- 
ing away  from  home,  as  if  he  were  in  Paris.    My  beloved 
one,  can  it  be,  shall  we  never  see  one  another  again  on 
earth?" 

But  in  heaven  ?  —  and  here,  though  love  and  hope 
finally  prevailed,  the  very  passion  of  the  sister's  longing 
sometimes  inspired  torturing  inquietudes :  — 

"  I  am  broken  down  with  misery.  I  want  to  see  him- 
Every  moment  I  pray  to  God  to  grant  me  this  grace. 
Heaven,  the  world  of  spirits,  is  it  so  far  from  us  ?    0 
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depth,  O  mystery  of  the  other  life  which  separates  us ! 
I,  who  was  so  eagerly  anxious  about  him,  who  wanted  so 
to  know  all  that  happened  to  him, — wherever  he  may  be 
now,  it  is  over !     I  follow  him  into  the  three  abodes :  I 
stop  wistfully  in  the  place  of  bliss  ;  I  pass  on  to  the  place 
of  sufiTering ;  —  to  the  gulf  of  fire.    My  God,  my  God,  no ! 
Not  there  let  my  brother  be  I  not  there  1    And  he  is  not: 
his  soul,  the  soul  of  Maurice,  among  the  lost  •  .  .  •  hor- 
rible fear,  no  I     But  in  purgatory,  where   the  soul  is 
.cleansed  by  suffering,  where  the  failings  of  the  heart  are 
expiated,  the  doublings  of  the  spirit,  the  half-yieldings  to 
evil  ?     Perhaps  my  brother  is  there  and  suflTers,  smd  calls 
to  us  amidst  his  anguish  of  repentance,  as  he  used  to  call 
to  us  amidst  his  bodily  suffering :  ^Help  me,  you  who  love 
me.'     Yes,  beloved  one,  by  prayer.     I  will  go  and  pray ; 
prayer  has  been  such  a  power  to  me,  and  I  will  pray  to 
the  end.     Prayer !     Oh !  and  prayer  for  the  dead !  it  is 
the  dew  of  purgatory." 

Often, alas,  the  gracious  dew  would  not  fall;  the  air 
of  her  soul  was  parched ;  the  arid  wind,  which  was  some- 
where in  the  depths  of  her  being,  blew.  She  marks  in 
her  journal  the  first  of  May,  ^  this  return  of  the  loveliest 
month  in  the  year,"  only  to  keep  up  the  old  habit ;  even 
the  month  of  May  can  no  longer  give  her  any  pleasure : 
"  Tout  est  chang^  —  aU  is  changed,"  She  is  crushed  by 
^  the  misery  which  has  nothing  good  in  it,  the  tearless, 
dry  misery,  which  bruises  the  heart  like  a  hammer." 

"I  am  dying  to  everything.  I  am  dying  of  a  slow 
moral  agony,  a  condition  of  unutterable  suffering.  Lie 
there,  my  poor  journal !  be  forgotten  with  all  this  world 
which  Ts  fading  away  from  me.  I  will  write  here  no 
more  until  I  come  to  life  again,  until  God  re-awakens  me 
out  of  this  tomb  in  which  my  soul  lies  buried.    Maurice 
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mj  beloved  I  it  was  not  thus  with  me  when  I  had  you! 
The  thought  of  Maurice  could  reviye  me  from  the  most 
profound  depression:  to  have  him  in  the  world  was 
enough  for  me.  With  Maurice,  to  be  buried  alive  would 
have  not  seemed  dull  to  me.** 

And,  as  a  burden  to  this  funereal  strain,  the  old  vide  ei 
niant  of  Bossuet,  profound,  solemn,  sterile  :  — 

^  So  beautiful  in  the  morning,  and  in  the  evening,  ihcU  / 
how  the  thought  disenchants  one,  and  turns  one  from  the 
world!  I  can  understand  that  Spanish  grandee,  who, 
after  lifting  up  the  winding-sheet  of  a  beautiful  queen, 
threw  himself  into  a  cloister  and  became  a  great  saint.  I 
would  have  all  mj  friends  at  La  Trappe,  in  the  interest 
of  their  eternal  welfare.  Not  that  in  the  world  one  can- 
not be  saved,  not  that  there  are  not  in  the  world  duties  to 
be  discharged  as  sacred  and  lets  beautiful  as  there  are  in 
the  doister,  but  .  .  .  . " 

And  there  she  stops,  and  a  day  or  two  afterwards  her 
journal  comes  to  an  end.  A  few  fragments,  a  few  letters 
carry  us  on  a  little  later,  but  after  the  22nd  of  August^ 
1845,  there  is  nothing.  To  make  known  her  brother's 
genius  to  the  world  was  the  one  task  she  set  herself  after 
his  death;  in  1840  came  Madame  Sand's  noble  tiibute 
to  him  in  the  Rwue  des  Deux  Mondes;  then  followed 
projects  of  raising  a  yet  more  enduring  monument  to  his 
£sime,  by  collecting  and  publishing  his  scattered  composi- 
tions ;  these  projects,  I  have  already  said,  were  baffled ;  — 
Mdlle.  de  Gu^rin's  letter  x)f  the  22nd  of  August,  1845,  re- 
lates to  this  disappointment.  In  silence,  during  nearly 
three  years  more,  she  faded  away  at  Le  Cayla.  She  died 
on  die  31st  of  May,  1848. 

M.  Trebntien  has  acc(Hnplished  the  pious  task  in  which 
Mdlle.  de  Gu^rin  was  baffled,  and  has  estaUished  Maa* 
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rice's  fame ;  by  publishing  this  jonmal  he  has  established 
Eugenie's  also.  She  was  very  different  from  her  brother ; 
but  she  too,  like  him,  had  that  in  her  which  preserves  a 
reputation.  Her  soul  has  the  same  characteristie  quality 
as  his  talent,  —  distinction*  Of  this  quality  the  world  is 
impatient ;  it  chafes  against  it,  rails  at  it,  insults  it,  hates 
it :  it  ends  by  reoeiving  its  influence,  and  by  undergoing  its 
law.  This  quality  at  last  inexorably  corrects  the  world*s 
blunders,  and  fixes  the  world's  ideals.  It  procures  that 
the  popular  poet  shall  not  finally  pass  for  a  Pindar, 
nor  the  popular  historian  for  a  Tacitus,  nor  the  popular 
preacher  for  a  Boseuet  To  the  circle  of  spirits  marked 
by  this  rare  quality,  Maurice  and  Eugenie  de  Gu4rin  be- 
long ;  they  will  take  their  place  in  the  sky  which  these 
inhabit^  and  shine  close  to  one  another,  Iticida  sidera. 


HEINRICH    HEINE. 


KNOW  not  if  I  deserve  that  a  laurel-wreath 
should  one  day  be  laid  on  my  coffin.  Poetry, 
dearly  as  I  have  loved  it,  has  always  been  to 
me  but  a  divine  pla3rthing.  I  have  never  at- 
tached any  great  value  to  poetical  fame ;  and  I  trouble 
myself  very  little  whether  people  praise  my  verses  or 
blame  them.  But  lay  on  my  coffin  a  tword:  for  I 
was  a  brave  soldier  in  the  war  of  liberation  of  hu- 
manity." 

Heine  had  his  full  share  of  love  of  fame,  and  cared 
quite  as  much  as  his  brethren  of  the  germs  irritabile 
whether  people  praised  his  verses  or  blamed  them.  And 
he  was  very  little  of  a  hero.  Posterity  will  certainly 
decorate  his  tomb  with  the  emblem  of  the  laurel  rather 
than  with  the  emblem  of  the  sword.  Still,  for  his  con- 
temporaries, for  us,  for  the  Europe  of  the  present  century, 
he  is  significant  chiefly  for  the  reason  which  he  himself 
in  the  words  just  quoted  assigns.  He  is  significant  be- 
cause he  was,  if  not  pre-eminently  a  brave,  yet  a  bril- 
liant, a  most  efibctive  soldier  in  the  war  of  liberation  of 
humanity. 

To  ascertain  the  master-current  in  the  literature  of  an 
epoch,  and  to  distinguish  this  from  all  minor  currents,  is 
one  of  the  critic's  highest  functions ;  in  discharging  it  he 


HEINBICH  HEINE.  141 

shows  how  far  he  poesesses  the  most  indispensable  quality 
of  his  office,  — justness  of  spirit.     The  living  writer  who 
has  done  most  to  make  England  acquainted  with  German 
authors,  a  man  of  genius,  but  to  whom  precisely  this  one 
quality  of  justness  of  spirit  is  perhaps  wanting,  -^I  mean 
Mr.  Carlyle,  —  seems  to  me,  in  the  result  of  his  labors 
on  German  literature,  to  afford  a  proof  how  very  neces- 
sary to  the  critic  this  quality  is.     Mr.  Carlyle  has  spoken 
admirably  of  Goethe ;  but  then  Groethe  stands  before  all 
men's  eyes,  the  manifest  centre  of  German  literature; 
and  from  this  central  source  many  rivers  flow.     Which 
of  these  rivers  is  the  main  stream  ?  which  of  the  courses 
of  spirit  which  we"  see  active  in  Goethe  is  the  course 
which  will  most  influence  the  future,  and  attract  and  be 
continued  by  the  most  powerfnl  of  Goethe's  successors  ? 
—  that  is  the  question.     Mr.  Carlyle  attaches,  it  seems  to 
me,  far  too  much  importance  to  the  romantic  school  of 
Germany,  —  Tieck,  Novalis,  Jean  Paul  Richter,  —  and 
gives  to  these  writers,  really  gifted  as  two,  at  any  rate, 
of  them  are,  an  undue  prominence.    These  writers,  and 
others  with  aims  and  a  general  tendency  the  same  as 
theirs,  are  not  the  real   inheritors  and  continuators  of 
Goethe's  power ;  the  current  of  their  activity  is  not  the 
main  current  of  German  literature  after  Goethe.     Far 
more  in  Heine's  works  flows  this  main  current;  Heine, 
far  more  than  Tieck  or  Jean  Paul  Richter,  is  the  contin- 
oator  of  that  which,  in  Goethe's  varied  activity,  is  the 
most  powerful  and  vital ;  on  Heine,  of  all  German  authors 
who  survived  Goethe,  incomparably  the  largest  portion 
of  Groethe's  mantle  fell.    I  do  not  forget  that,  when  Mr. 
(       Carlyle   was    dealing  with    German   literature,   Heine, 
though  he  was  clearly  risen  above  the  horizon,  had  not 
shone  forth  with  all  his  strength ;  I  do  not  forget,  too, 
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that  after  ten  or  twenty  years  many  things  may  eome  out 
plain  before  the  critic  which  before  were  hard  to  be  dia-^ 
cerned  by  him ;  and  assuredly  no  one  would  dream  of 
imputing  it  as  a  fault  to  Mr.  Carlyle  that  twenty  years 
ago  he  mistook  the  central  current  in  German  literature, 
overlooked  the  rising  Heine,  and  attached  undue  impor- 
tance to  that  romantic  school  which  Heine  .wfis  to  destroy  ; 
one  may  rather  note  it  as  a  misfortune,  sent  perhaps  as  s^ 
delicate  chastisement  to  a  critic,  who,  —  man  of  genius  aa 
he  is,  and  no  one  recognizes  his  genius  more  admiringly 
than  I  do,  —  has,  for  the  functions  of  the  critic,  a  little  too 
much  of  the  self-will  and  eccentricity  of  a  genuine  son  of 
Great  Britain. 

Heine  is  noteworthy,  because  he  is  the  most  important 
German  successor  and  oontinuator  of  Goethe  in  Goethe's 
most  important  line  of  activity.  And  which  of  Goethe'a 
lines  of  activity  is  this  ?  —  His  line  of  activity  as  *^  a  soU 
dier  in  the  war  of  liberation  of  humanity." 

Heine  himself  would  hardly  have  admitted  this  affilia- 
tion, though  he  was  far  too  powerful*-minded  a  man  to  de- 
cry, with  some  of  the  vulgar  German  liberals,  Goethe's 
genius.  "  The  wind  of  the  Paris  Revolution,"  be  writes, 
after  the  three  days  of  1830,  ^^blew  about  the  candles  4 
little  in  the  dark  night  of  Grermany,  so  that  the  red  qur- 
tains  of  a  German  throne  or  .two  caught  fire;  but  the 
old  watchmen,  who  do  the  police  of  the  German  king- 
doms, are  already  bringing  out  the  fire-engines,  and'  will 
keep  the  candles  closer  snuffed  for  the  future.  Poor,  fast- 
bound  German  people,  lose  not  all  heart  in  thy  bonds! 
The  fashionable  coating  of  ice  melts  off  from  my  heart, 
my  soul  quivers  and  my  eyes  bum,  and  that  is  a  disad* 
vantageous  state  of  things  for  a  writer,  who  should  con- 
trol his  subject-matter  and  keep  himself  beautifully  oIh 
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jectiye,  as  the  artistic  school  would  have  us,  and  as 
Groethe  has  done ;  he  has  come  to  be  eighty  years  old 
doing  this,  and  minister,  and  in  good  condition ;  —  poor 
German  people  !  that  is  thy  greatest  man !  '* 

But  hear  Goethe  himself:  ^  If  I  were  to  say  what  I 
had  really  been  to  the  Germans  in  general,  and  to  the 
yoang  Grerman  poets  in  particular,  I  should  say  I  had 
been  their  libercUarJ* 

Modern  times  find  themselves  with  an  immense  system 
of  institutions,  established  facts,  accredited  dogmas,  ous-* 
toms,  rules,  which  have  come  to  them  from  times  not 
modem.  In  this  system  their  life  has  to  be  carried  for- 
ward ;  yet  they  have  a  sense  that  this  system  is  not  of 
their  own  creation,  that  it  by  no  means  corresponds  ex^ 
acdy  with  the  wants  of  their  actual  life,  that,  for  them,  it 
10  customary,  not  rationaL  The  awakening  of  this  sense 
is  the  awakening  of  the  modem  spirit.  The  modem 
spirit  is  now  awake  almost  everywhere ;  the  sense  of  want 
of  correspondence  between  the  forms  of  modem  Europe 
and  its  spirit,  between  the  new  wine  of  the  eighteenth 
and  nineteenth  centuries,  and  the  old  bottles  of  the 
eleventh  and  twelfth  centuries,  or  even  of  the  sixteenth 
and  seventeenth,  almost  every  one  now  perceives ;  it  is 
no  longer  dangerous  to  affirm  that  this  want  of  corres- 
pondence exists  i  people  are  even  beginning  to  be  shy  of 
denying  it.  To  remove  this  want  of  correspondence  is 
beginning  to  be  the  settled  endeavor  of  most  persons  of 
good  sense.  Dissolvents  of  the  old  European  system  of 
dominant  ideas  and  facts  we  must  all  be,  all  of  us  who 
have  any  power  of  working ;  what  we  have  to  study  is 
that  we  may  not  be  acrid  dissolvents  of  it 

And  how  did  Gk)ethe,  that  grand  dissolvent  in  an  age 
when  there  were  fewer  of  them  than  at  present,  proceed 
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in  his  task  of  dissolution,  of  liberation  of  the  modem  Sa- 
ropean  from  the  old  routine  ?  He  shall  tell  us  himself. 
^  Through  me  the  Grerman  poets  have  become  aware  that, 
as  man  must  live  from  within  outwards,  so  the  artist 
must  work  from  within  outwards,  seeing  that,  make  what 
contortions  he  will,  he  can  only  bring  to  light  his  own  in- 
dividuality. I  can  dearly  mark  where  this  influence  of 
mine  has  made  itself  felt ;  there  arises  out  of  it  a  kind  of 
poetry  of  Nature,  and  only  in  this  way  is  it  possible  to 
be  original/* 

My  voice  shall  never  be  joined  to  those  which  decry 
Groethe,  and  if  it  is  said  that  the  foregoing  is  a  lame  and 
impotent  conclusion  to  Groethe^s  declaration  that  he  had 
been  the  liberator  of  the  Germans  in  general,  and    of 
the  young  German  poets  in  particular,  I  say  it  is  not. 
Groethe^s  profound,  imperturbable  naturalism  is  absolutely- 
fatal  to  all  routine  thinking ;  he  puts  the  standard,  once 
for  all,  inside  every  man  instead  of  outside  him ;  when  he 
is  told,  such  a  thing  must  be  so,  there  is  immense  author- 
ity and  custom  in  favor  of  its  being  so,  it  has  been  held 
to  be  so  for  a  thousand  years,  he  answers,  with  Olympian 
politeness,  ^  But  is  it  so  ?  is  it  so  to  me  ?  "     Nothing 
could  be  more  really  subversive  of  the  foundations   on 
which  the  old  European  order  rested ;  and  it  may  be  re- 
marked that  no  persons  are  so  radically  detached  from 
this  order,  no  persons  so  thoroughly  modern,  as  those 
who  have  felt  Goethe's  influence  most  deeply.     If  it  is 
said  that  Goethe  professes  to  have  in  this  way  deeply  in- 
fluenced but  a  few  persons,  and  those  persons  poets,  one 
may  answer  that  he  could  have  taken  no  better  way  to 
secure,  in  the  end,  the  ear  of  the  world;  for  poetry  is 
simply  the  most  beautiful,  impressive,  and  widely  effec-  ' 
tive  mode  of  saying  things,  and  hence  its  importance. 
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Nevertheless  the  process  of  liberation,  as  Goethe  worked 
it,  though  sure,  is  undoubtedlj  slow ;  he  came,  as  Heine 
says,  to  be  eighty  years  old  in  thus  working  it,  and  at  the 
end  of  that  time  the  old  Middle- Age  machine  was  still 
creaking  on,  the  thirty  Grerman  courts  and  their  cham- 
berlains subsisted  in  all  their  glory ;  Goethe  himself  was 
a  minister,  and  the  visible  triumph  of  the  modem  spirit 
over  prescription  and  routine  seemed  as  far  off  as  ever. 
It  was  the  year  1830 ;  the  German  sovereigns  had 
passed  the  preceding  fifteen  years  in  breaking  the  prom- 
ises of  freedom  they  had  made  to  their  subjects  when 
they  wanted  their  help  in  the  final  struggle  with  Napo- 
leon. Great  events  were  happening  in  France ;  the 
revolation,  defeated  in  1815,  had  arisen  from  its  defeat, 
and  was  wresting  from  its  adversaries  the  power.  Hein- 
rich  Heine,  a  young  man  of  genius,  bom  at  Hamburg, 
and  with  all  the  culture  of  Germany,  but  by  race  a  Jew ; 
with  warm  sympathies  for  France,  whose  revolution  had 
given  to  his  race  the  rights  of  citizenship,  and  whose  rule 
had  been,  as  is  well  known,  popular  in  the  Rhine  prov- 
inces, where  he  passed  his  youth ;  with  a  passionate  ad- 
miration for  the  great  French  Emperor,  with  a  passionate 
contempt  for  the  sovereigns  who  had  overthrown  him,  for 
their  agents,  and  for  their  policy,  —  Heinrich  Heine  was 
in  1830  in  no  humor  for  any  such  gradual  process  of  lib- 
eration from  the  old  order  of  things  as  that  which  Groethe 
had  followed.  His  counsel  was  for  open  w^.  With  that 
terrible  modem  weapon,  the  pen,  in  his  hand,  he  passed 
the  remainder  of  his  life  in  one  fierce  battle.  .  What  was 
that  battle  ?  the  reader  will  ask.  It  was  a  life  and  death 
battle  with  Philistinism. 

Philistinism  ! —  we  have  not  the  expression  in  English. 
Perhaps  we  have  not  the  word  because  we  have  so  much 
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of  the  thing.  At  Soli,  I  imagine,  they  did  not  talk  of 
Bolecisms ;  and  here,  at  the  very  head-quarters  of  Goliath, 
nohodj  talks  of  Philistinism.  The  French  have  adopted 
the  term  epicier,  (grocer,)  to  designate  the  sort  of  being 
whom  the  Grermans  designate  by  the  term  Philistine ;  but 
the  French  term  —  besides  that  it  casts  a  slur  upon  a  re- 
spectable class,  composed  of  living  and  susceptible  mem- 
bers, while  the  original  Philistines  are  dead  and  buried 
long  ago  —  is  really,  I  think,  in  itself  much  less  apt  and 
expressive  than  the  Grerman  term.  £fforts  have  been 
made  to  obtain  in  English  some  term  equivalent  to  jPAt/- 
ister  or  epicier;  Mr.  Carlyle  has  made  several  such  ef- 
forts :  '^  respectability  with  its  thousand  gigs,"  he  says ;  — 
well,  the  occupant  of  every  one  of  those  gigs  is,  Mr. 
Carlyle  means,  a  Philistine.  However,  the  word  respect- 
able is  far  too  valuable  a  word  to  be  thus  perverted  from 
its  proper  meaning ;  if  the  English  are  ever  to  have  a  word 
for  the  thing  we  are  speaking  of,  —  and  so  prodigious  are 
the  changes  which  the  modem  spirit  is  introducing,  that 
even  we  English  shall  perhaps  one  day  come  to  want 
such  a  word,  —  I  think  we  had  much  better  take  the 
term  Philistine  itself. 

Philistine  must  have  originally  meant,  in  the  mind  of 
those  who  invented  the  nickname,  a  strong,  dogged,  un« 
enlightened  opponent  of  the  chosen  people,  of  the  children 
of  the  light.  The  party  of  change,  the  would-be  remod- 
ellers  of  the  old  traditional  European  order,  the  invokers 
of  reason  against  custom,  the  representatives  of  the  mo<l« 
em  spirit  in  every  sphere  where  it  is  applicable,  regarded 
themselves,  with  the  robust  self-confidence  natural  to  re- 
formers, as  a  chosen  people,  as  children  of  the  light 
They  regarded  their  adversaries  as  humdrum  people, 
slaves  to  routine,  enemies  to  light;  stupid  and  pppres- 
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BivBy  bnt  at  the  same  time  very  strong.  This  explains 
the  love  which  Heine,  that  Paladin  of  the  modern  spirit, 
has  for  France ;  it  explains  the  preference  which  he  gives 
to  France  over  Grermany :  "  The  French/'  he  says,  "  are 
the  chosen  people  of  the  new  religion,  its  first  gospels  and 
dogmas  have  been  drawn  up  in  their  language  ;  Paris  is 
the  New  Jerusalem,  and  the  Rhine  is  the  Jordan  which 
divides  the  consecrated  land  of  freedom  from  the  land  of 
the  Philistines."  He  means  that  the  French,  as  a  peo- 
ple, have  shown  more  accessibility  to  ideas  than  any  other 
people ;  that  prescription  and  routine  have  had  less  hold 
upon  them  than  upon  any  other  people ;  that  they  have 
shown  most  readiness  to  move  and  to  alter  at  the  bidding 
(real  or  supposed)  of  reason.  This  explains,  too,  the  de- 
testation which  Heine  had  for  the  English:  '^I  might 
settle  in  England,"  he  says,  in  his  exile,  *^  if  it  were  not 
that  I  should  find  there  two  things,  coal-smoke  and  Eng- 
lishmen ;  I  cannot  abide  either."  What  he  hated  in  the 
English  was  the  ^*  achtbrittisohe  Beschranktheit,"  as  he 
calls  it, — the  genuine  British  narrowness.  In  truth,  the 
English,  profoundly  as  they  have  modified  the  old  Mid- 
dle-Age order,  great  as  is  the  liberty  which  they  have 
secured  for  themselves,  have  in  all  their  changes  pro- 
ceeded, to  use  a  familiar  expression,  by  the  rule  of 
thumb ;  what  was  intolerably  inconvenient  to  them  they 
have  suppressed,  and  as  they  have  suppressed  it,  not  be- 
cause it  was  irrational,  but  because  it  was  practically  in- 
convenient, they  have  seldom  in  suppressing  it  appealed 
to  reason,  but  always,  'if  possible,  to  some  precedent,  or 
form,  or  letter,  which  served  as  a  convenient  instrument 
for  their  purpose,  and  which  saved  them  irom  the  neces- 
sity of  recurring  to  general  principles.  They  have  thus 
become,  in  a  certain  sense,  of  all  people  the  most  inaoces- 
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sible  to  ideas  and  the  most  impatient  of  them ;  inaccessi- 
ble to  them,  because  of  their  want  of  familiarity  with 
them ;  and  impatient  of  them  because  they  have  got  on 
BO  well  without  them,  that  they  despise  those  who,  not 
having  got  on  as  well  as  themsdyes,  still  make  a  fuss  for 
what  they  themselves  have  done  so  well  without.  But 
there  has  certainly  followed  from  hence,  in  this  country, 
somewhat  of  a  general  depression  of  pure  intelligence : 
PhiHstia  has  come  to  be  thought  by  us  the  true  Land  of 
Promise,  and  it  is  anything  but  that ;  the  bom  lover  of 
ideas,  the  bom  hater  of  conmionplaces,  must  feel  in  this 
country,  that  the  sky  ov6r  his  head  is  of  brass  and  iron. 
The  enthusiast  for  the  idea,  for  reason,  values  reason,  the 
idea,  in  and  for  themselves ;  he  values  them,  irrespec- 
tively of  the  practical  conveniences  which  their  triumph 
may  obtain  for  him ;  and  the  man  who  regards  the  pos- 
session of  these  practical  conveniences  as  something  suf- 
ficient in  itself,  something  which  compensates  for  the 
absence  or  surrender  of  the  idea,  of  reason,  is,  in  his 
eyes,  a  Philistine.  This  is  why  Heine  so  often  and  so 
mercilessly  attacks  the  liberals ;  much  as  he  hates  con- 
servatism he  hates  Philistinism  even  more,  and  whoever 
attacks  conservatism  itself  ignobly,  not  as  a  child  of  light, 
not  in  the  name  of  the  idea,  is  a  Philistine.  Our  Cobbett 
is  thus  for  him,  much  as  he  disliked  our  clergy  and  aris- 
tocracy whom  Cobbett  attacked,  a  Philistine  with  six 
fingers  on  every  hand,  and  on  every  foot  six  toes,  four- 
and-twenty  in  number :  a  Philistine,  the  staff  of  whose 
spear  is  like  a  weaver's  beam.  Thus  he  speaks  of 
him :  — 

*'  While  I  translate  Cobbett's  words,  the  man  himself 
comes  bodily  before  my  mind's  eye,  as  I  saw  him  at  that 
uproarious  dinner  at  the  Crown  and  Anchor  Tavem,  with 
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Ills  Boolding  red  &oe  and  his  radical  laugh,  in  which  veo- 
omons  hate  mingles  with  a  mocking  exultation  at  his  ene« 
mied'  sorelj  i^proaching  downfalL  He  is  a  chained  cnr, 
who  falls  with  eqnal  fnrj  on  everj  one  whom  he  does  not 
know,  often  bites  the  best  friend  of  the  house  in  his 
calves,  barks  incessantly,  and  just  because  of  this  inces- 
sanfcness  of  his  barking  cannot  get  listened  to,  even  when 
he  barks  at  a  real  thie£  Therefore,  the  distinguished 
thieves  who  plunder  England  do  not  think  it  necessary  to 
throw  the  growling  Cohhett  a  bone  to  stop  his  mouth. 
This  makes  the  dog  furiously  savage,  and  he  shows  all  his 
hungry  teeth.  Poor  old  Cobbett!  England's  dog!  I 
have  no  love  for  thee,  for  every  vulgar  nature  my  soul 
abhors  ;  but  thou  touchest  me  to  the  inmost  soul  with  pity, 
as  I  see  how  thou  strainest  in  vain  to  break  loose  and  to 
get  at  those  thieves,  who  make  off  with  their  booty  before 
thy  very  eyes,  and  mock  at  thy  fruitless  springs  and  thine 
impotent  howling." 

There  is  balm  in  Fhilistia  as  well  as  in  Gilead.  A 
chosen  circle  of  children  of  the  modem  spirit,  perfectly 
emancipated  larom  prejudice  and  commonplace,  regard- 
ing the  ideal  side  of  things  in  all  its  efforts  for  change, 
passionately  despising  half-measures  and  condescension  to 
human  folly  and  obstmacy,  —  with  a  bewildered,  timid, 
torpid  multitude  behind,  —  conducts  a  country  to  the  min- 
istry of  Herr  von  Bismarck.  A  nation  regarding  the 
practical  side  of  things  in  its  efforts  for  change,  attacking 
not  what  is  irrational,  but  what  is  pressingly  inconvenient, 
and  attacking  this  as  one  body,  ^  moving  altogether  if  it 
move  at  all,"  and  treating  children  of  light  like  the  very 
harshest  of  step-mothers,  comes  to  the  prosperity  and  lib- 
erty of  modem  England.  For  all  that,  however,  Philistia 
(let  me  say  it  again)  is  not  the  tme  promised  land,  as  we 
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English  commonly  imagine  it  to  be ;  and  onr  excessive 
neglect  of  the  idea,  and  consequent  inaptitude  for  it, 
threatens  us,  at  a  moment  when  the  idea  is  beginning  to 
exercise  a  real  power  in  human  society,  with  serious  fu- 
ture inconvenience,  and,  in  the  mean  while,  cuts  us  off 
fix>m  the  sympathy  of  other  nations,  which  feel  its  power 
more  than  we  do.. 

But,  in  1830,  Heine  very  soon  found  that  the  fire-en- 
gines of  the  German  governments  were  too  much  for  his 
direct  efforts  at  incendiarism.  ^  What  demon  drove  me,'* 
he  cries,  '^  to  write  my  Eetsebildery  to  edit  a  newspaper, 
to  plague  myself  with  our  time  and  its  interests,  to  try 
and  shake  the  poor  German  Hodge  out  of  his  thousand 
years'  sleep  in  his  hole  ?  What  good  did  I  get  by  it  ? 
Hodge  opened  his  eyes,  only  to  shut  them  again  inmiedi- 
ately ;  he  yawned,  only  to  begin  snoring  again  the  next 
minute  louder  than  ever ;  he  stretched  his  stiff  ungainly 
limbs,  only  to  sink  down  again  directly  afterwards,  and 
He  like  a  dead  man  in  the  old  bed  of  his  accustomed  hab- 
its. I  must  have  rest ;  but.  where  am  I  to  find  a  resting- 
place  ?    In  Germany  I  can  no  longer  stay." 

This  is  Heine's  jesting  account  of  his  own  efforts  to 
rouse  Grcrmany :  now  for  his  pathetic  account  of  them; 
it  is  because  he  unites  so  much  wit  with  so  much  pathos 
that  he  is  so  effective  a  writer :  — 

<*  The  Emperor  Charles  the  Fifth  sat  in  sore  straits,  in 
the  Tyrol,  encompassed  by  his  enemies.  All  his  knights 
and  courtiers  had  forsaken  him ;  not  one  came  to  his  help. 
I  know  not  if  he  had  at  that  time  the  cheese  face  with 
which  Holbein  has  painted  him  for  us.  But  I  am  sure 
that  under-lip  of  his,  with  its  contempt  for  mankind,  stuck 
out  even  more  than  it  does  in  his  portraits.  How  could 
he  but  contemn  the  tribe  which  in  the  sunshine  of  his 
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prosperity  had  fawned  on  him  so  devotedlj,  and  now,  in 
his  dark  distress,  left  him  all  alone  ?  Then  suddenly  his 
door  opened,  and  there  came  in  a  man  in  disguise,  and,  as 
he  threw  back  his  cloak,  the  Kaiser  recognized  in  him  his 
faithful  Conrad  von  der  Rosen,  the  court  jester.  This 
man  brought  him  comfort  and  counsel,  and  he  was  the 
court  jester ! 

^  O  Grerman  fatherland  I  dear  German  people !  I  am  thy 
Conrad  von  der  Rosen.  The  man  whose  proper  busi* 
ness  was  to  amuse  thee,  and  who  in  good  times  should 
have  catered  only  for  thy  mirth,  makes  his  way  into  thy 
prison  in  time  of  need ;  here,  under  my  doak,  I  bring 
thee  thy  sceptre  and  crown  ;  dost  thou  not  recognize  me, 
my  Kaiser  ?  If  1  cannot  free  thee,  I  will  at  least  comfort 
thee,  and  thou  shalt  at  least  have  one  with  thee  who  will 
prattle  with  thee  about  thy  sorest  affliction,  and  whisper 
courage  to  thee,  and  love  thee,  and  whose  best  joke  and 
best  blood  shall  be  at  thy  service.  For  tbou,  my  peo* 
pie,  art  the  true  Kaiser,  the  true  lord  of  the  land ;  thy 
will  is  sovereign,  and  more  legitimate  far  than  that  pur- 
pie  Tel  est  notre  plautr,  which  invokes  a  divine  right 
with  no  better  warrant  than  the  anointings  of  shaven  and 
shorn  jugglers ;  thy  will,  my  people,  is  the  sole  rightful 
source  of  power.  Though  now  thou  liest  down  in  thy 
bonds,  yet  in  the  end  will  thy  rightful  cause  prevail;  the 
day  of  deliverance  is  at  hand,  a  new  time  is  beginning. 
My  Kaiser,  the  night  is  over,  and  out  there  glows  the 
ruddy  dawn. 

^ '  Conrad  von  der  Rosen,  my  fool,  thou  art  mistaken ; 
perhaps  thou  takest  a  headsman's  gleaming  axe  for  the 
sun,  and  the  red  of  dawn  is  only  blood.' 

*^  *'  No,  my  Kaiser,  it  is  the  sun,  though  it  is  rising  in 
the  west ;  these  six  thousand  years  it  has  always  risen  in 
the  east ;  it  is  high  time  there  should  come  a  change.' 


152  HEINKICH  HEINE. 

^  *  Conrad  von  der  RoBen,  my  fool,  thou  hast  lost  the 
bells  oat  of  thy  red  cap,  and  it  has  now  such  an  odd  look, 
that  red  cap  of  thme  I  * 

^  *  Ah,  mj  Eoiiser,  thy  distress  has  made  me  shake  my 
head  so  hard  and  fierce,  that  the  fool's  bells  have  dropped 
off  my  cap ;  the  cap  is  none  the  worse  for  that. 

^' '  Conrad  von  der  Rosen,  my  fool,  what  is  that  noiBe 
of  breaking  and  cracking  outside  there  ? ' 

** '  Hush  1  that  is  the  saw  and  the  carpenter^s  axe,  and 
soon  the  doors  of  thy  prison  will  be  burst  open,  and  thou 
wilt  be  free,  my  Kaiser  1 ' 

^ '  Am  I  then  really  Kaiser  ?  Ah,  I  forgot,  it  is  the 
fool  who  tells  me  so ! ' 

^  *  O,  sigh  not,  my  dear  master,  the  air  of  thy  prison 
makes  thee  so  desponding :  when  once  thou  hast  got  thy 
rights  again  thou  wilt  feel  once  more  the  bold  imperial 
blood  in  thy  veins,  and  thou  wilt  be  proud  like  a  Kaiser, 
and  violent,  and  gradous,  and  unjust,  and  smiling,  and 
ungrateful,  as  princes  are/ 

^'*  Conrad  von  der  Rosen,  my  fool,  when  I  am  free, 
what  wilt  thou  do  then  ? ' 

^ '  I  will  then  sew  new  bells  on  to  my  cap.' 

"  *  And  how  shall  I  recompense  thy  fidelity  ? ' 

"^Ah,  dear  master,  by  not  leaving  me  to  die  in  a 
ditch!'" 

I  wish  to  mark  Heine's  place  in  modem  European  lit-  • 
erature,  the  scope  of  his  activity,  and  his  value.  I  can- 
not attempt  to  give  here  a  detailed  account  of  his  life,  or 
a  description  of  his  separate  works.  In  May,  1831,  he 
went  over  his  Jordan,  the  Rhine,  and  fixed  himself  in  his 
new  Jerusalem,  Paris.  There,  henceforward,  he  lived, 
going  in  general  to  some  French  watering-place  in  the 
summer,  but  making  only  one  or  two  short  visits  to  Ger- 
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maD  J  during  the  rest  of  his  life.  His  works,  in  verse 
and  prose,  succeeded  each  other  without  stopping ;  a  col- 
lected edition  of  them,  filling  seven  dosely-printed  octavo 
volumes,  has  been  published  in  America;*  in  the  col- 
lected editions  of  few  people^s  works  is  there  so  little  to 
skip.  Those  who  wish  for  a  single  good  specimen  of  him 
should  read  his  first  important  work,  the  work  which 
made  his  reputation,  the  JSetsebilder,  or  <<  Travelling 
Sketches  " :  prose  and  verse,  wit  and  seriousness,  are  min- 
gled in  it,  and  the  mingling  of  these  is  characteristic  of 
Heine,  and  is  nowhere  to  be  seen  practised  more  natural- 
ly and  happily  than  in  his  JSeisebilder,  In  1847  his 
health,  which  till  then  had  always  been  perfectly  good, 
gave  way.  lie  had  a  kind  of  paralytic  stroke.  His  mal- 
ady proved  to  be  a  softening  of  the  spinal  marrow :  it  was 
incurable;  it  made  rapid  progress.  In  May,  1848,  not 
a  year  after  his  first  attack,  he  went  out  of  doors  for  the 
last  time ;  but  his  disease  took  more  than  eight  years  to 
kill  him.  For  nearly  eight  years  he  lay  helpless  on  a 
coach,  with  the  use  of  his  limbs  gone,  wasted  almost  to 
the  proportions  of  a  child,  wasted  so  that  a  woman  could 
carry  him  about ;  the  sight  of  one  eye  lost,  that  of  the  other 
greatly  dimmed,  and  requiring,  that  it  might  be  exercised, 
to  have  the  palsied  eyelid  lifted  and  held  up  by  the  fin- 
ger ;  all  this,  and  suffering,  besides  this,  at  short  intervals, 
paroxysms  of  nervous  agony.  I  have  said  he  was  not 
pre-eminently  brave ;  but  in  the  astonishing  force  of  spirit 
with  which  he  retained  his  activity  of  mind,  even  his 
gayety,  amid  all  this  suffering,  and  went  on  composing  with 
undiminished  fire  to  the  last,  he  was  truly  brave.  Noth- 
ing could  clog  that  aerial  lightness.  "  Pouvez-vous  sif- 
fler  ?  "  his  doctor  asked  him  one  day,  when  he  was  almost 

•  A  complete  edition  has  at  last  appeared  in  Germany. 

7* 
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at  his  last  gasp ;  —  ^  siffler,"  as  erery  one  knows,  has  the 
double  meaning  of  to  whistle  and  to  kiss: — ^H^lasl 
Bon,"  was  his  whispered  answer ;  "  pas  mSme  une  oom^e 
de  M.  Scribe !"  M.  Scribe  is,  or  was,  the  &yorite  dra* 
matist  of  the  French  Philistine.  "•  My  nerves,"  he  said 
to  some  one  who  asked  him  about  them  in  1855,  the  year 
of  the  Great  Exhibition  in  Paris,  ^  my  nerves  are  of  that 
quite  singularly  remarkable  miserableness  of  nature,  that 
I  am  cfmvinced  they  would  get  at  the  Exhibition  the 
grand  medal  for  pain  and  misery."  He  read  all  the  med- 
ical books  which  treated  of  his  complaint.  ^  But,"  said 
he  to  some  one  who  found  him  thus  engaged,  *^  what  good 
this  reading  is  to  do  me  I  don't  know,  except  that  it  will 
qualify  me  to  give  lectures  in  heaven  on  the  ignorance  of 
doctors  on  earth  about  diseases  of  the  spinal  marrow.'' 
What  a  matter  of  grim  seriousness  are  our  own  ailments 
to  most  of  us !  yet  with  this  gayety  Heine  treated  his  to 
the  end.  That  end,  so  long  in  coming,  came  at  last. 
Heine  died  on  the  17th  of  February,  1856,  at  the  age  of 
fifty-eight.  By  his  will  he  forbade  that  his  remains 
should  be  transported  to  Crermany.  He  lies  buried  in 
the  cemetery  of  Montmartre,  at  Paris. 

His  direct  political  action  was  null,  and  this  is  neither 
to  be  wondered,  at  nor  regretted ;  direct  poHtical  action 
is  not  the  true  function  of  literature,  and  Heine  was  a 
bom  man  of  letters.  Even  in  his  favorite  France  the 
turn  taken  by  public  affairs  was  not  at  all  what  he  wished, 
though  he  read  French  politics  by  no  means  as  we 
in  England,  most  of  us,  read  them.  He.  thought 
things  were  tending  there  to  the  triumph  of  com- 
munism; and  to  a  champion  of  the  idea  like  Heine, 
what  there  is  gross  and  narrow  in  communism  was 
very  repulsive.    ^  It  is  all  of  no  use,"  he  cried  on  his 
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death-bed,  *'  the  fature  belongs  to  our  enemies,  the  Com* 
munists,  and  Louis  Napoleon  is  their  John  the  Baptisf 
"  And  yet," — he  added  with  all  his  old  love  for  that  re- 
markable entity,  so  fiill  of  attraction  for  him,  so  profound- 
ly unknown  in  England,  the  French  people,  — "  do  not 
believe  that  God  lets  all  this  go  forward  merely  as  a 
grand  comedy.     Even  though  the  Communists  deny  him 
to-day,  he  knows  better  than  they  do  that  a  time  will 
come  when  they  will  learn  to  believe  in  him."    After  1831 
his  hopes  of  soon  upsetting  the  Grerman  governments  had 
died  away,  and  his  propagandism  took  another,  a  more 
truly  literary  character.     It  took  the  character  of  an  in- 
trepid application  of  the  modem  spirit  to  literature.     To 
the  ideas  with  which  the  burning  questions  of  modem  life 
filled  him,  he  made  all  his  subject-matter  minister.     He 
touched  all  the  great  points  in  the  career  of  the  human 
race,  and  here  he  but  followed  the  tendency  of  the  wide 
culture  of  Germany ;  but  he  touched  them  with  a  wand 
which  brought  them  all  under  a  light  where  the  modem 
eye  cares  most  to  see  them,  and  here  he  gave  a  lesson  to 
the  culture  of  Germany,  —  so  wide,  so  impartial,  that  it 
is  apt  to  become  slack  and  powerless,  and  to  lose  itself  in 
its  materials  for  want  of  a  strong  central  idea  round 
which  to  group  all  its  other  ideas.     So  the  mystic  and 
romantic  school  of  Germany  lost  itself  in  the  Middle  Ages, 
was  overpowered  by  their  influence,  came  to  rain  by  its 
vain  dreams  of  renewing  them.    Heine,  with  a  far  pro- 
founder  sense  of  the  mystic  and  romantic  charm  of  the 
Middle  Age  than  Grdrres,  or  Brentano,  or  Amim,  Heine 
the  chief  romantic  poet  of  Germany,  is  yet  also  much 
more  than  a  romantic  poet ;  he  is  a  great  modem  poet,  he 
IB  not  conquered  by  the  Middle  Age,  he  has  a  talisman  by 
which  he  can  feel,  —  along  with  but  above  the  power  of' 
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the  fascinatiDg  Middle  Age  itaelf, —  the  power  of  modem 
ideas. 

A  French  critic  of  Heine  thinks  he  has  said  enongli  in 
saying  that  Heine  proclaimed  in  Grerman  countries,  with 
beat  of  dram,  the  ideas  of  1789,  and  that  at  the  cheerfiil 
noise  of  his  drum  the  ghosts  of  the  Middle  Age  took  to 
flight.    But  this  is  rather  too  French  an  account  of  the 
matter.     Grermany,  that  vast  mine  of  ideas,  had  no  need 
to  import  ideas,  as  such,  from  any  Toreign  country ;  and 
if  Heine  had  carried  ideas,  as  such,  from  France  into 
Grermany,  he  would  but  have  been  carrying  coals  to  New- 
castle.   But  that  for  which  France,  far  less  meditative  than 
Germany,  is  eminent,  is  the  prompt,  ardent,  and  practical 
application  of  an  idea,  when  she  seizes  it,  in  all  depart- 
ments of  human  activity  which  admit  it     And  that  in 
which  Grermany  most  fails,  and  by  failing  in  which  she 
appears  so  helpless,  and  impotent,  is  just  this  practical 
application  of  her  innumerable  ideas.    ^^  When  Candide/' 
says  Heine  himself,  ^'  came  to  Eldorado,"  he  saw  in  the 
streets  a  number  of  boys  who  were  playing  with  gold-nug- 
gets instead  of  marbles.     This  degroe  of  luxury  made 
him  imagine  that  they  must  be  the  king's  children,  and  he 
was  not  a  little  astonished  when  he  found  that  in  Eldora- 
do gold-nuggets  are  of  no  more  value  than  marbles  are 
with  us,  and  that  the  schoolboys  play  with  them.     A  sim- 
ilar thing  happened  to  a  friend  of  mine,  a  foreigner,  when 
he  came  to  Grermany  and  first  read  German  books.     He 
was  perfectly  astounded  at  the  wealth  of  ideas  which  he 
found  in  them  :  but  he  soon  remarked  that  ideas  in  Ger- 
many are  as  plentiful  as  gold-nuggets  in  Eldorado,  and 
that  those  writers  whom   he  had  taken  for  intellectual 
princes,  were  in  reality  only  common  schoolboys."    Heine 
was,  as  he  calls  himself,  a  ^'  Child  of  the  French  Revolu- 
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tion,"  an  *^  Inidator,"  because  he  yigoroosly  assured  the 
Giennaos  that  ideas  were  not  counters  or  marbles,  to  be 
plajed  with  for  their  own  sake ;  because  he  exhibited  in 
literature  modem  ideas  applied  with  the  utmost  freedom, 
deamessy  and  originalitj.  And  therefore  he  declared 
that  the  great  task  of  his  life  had  been  the  endeavor  to 
establish  a  cordial  relation  between  France  and  Grermany. 
It  is  because  he  thus  operates  a  junction  between  the 
French  spirit,  and  Grerman  ideas  and  German  culture, 
that  he  founds  something  new,  opens  a  fresh  period,  and 
deserves  the  attention  of  criticism  far  more  than  the 
German  poets  his  contemporaries,  who  merely  continue 
an  old  period  till  it  expires.  It  maj  be  predicted  that  in 
the  literature  of  other  countries,  too,  the  French  spirit  is 
destined  to  make  its  influence  felt,  —  as  an  element, 
in  alliance  with  the  native  spirit,  of  noveltj  and  move- 
ment, —  as  it  has  made  its  influence  felt  in  German  lit- 
erature ;  fifty  years  hence  a  (aitic  will  be  demonstrating 
to  our  grandchildren  how  this  phenomenon  has  come  to 
pass. 

We  in  England,  in  our  great  burst  of  literature  daring 
the  first  thirty  years  of  the  present  century,  had  no  mani- 
festation of  the  modem  spirit,  as  this  spirit  manifests  it- 
self in  Goethe's  works  or  Heine's.  And  the  reason  is  not 
far  to  seek.  We  had  neither  the  Grerman  wealth  of  ideas, 
nor  the  French  enthusiasm  for  applying  ideas.  There 
reigned  in  the  mass  of  the  nation  that  inveterate  inacces- 
sibility to  ideas,  that  Philistinism,  —  to  use  the  German 
nickname, — which  reacts  even  on  the  individual  genius 
that  is  exempt  from  it  In  our  greatest  literary  epoch, 
that  of  the  Elizabethan  age,  English  society  at  large  was 
accessible  to  ideas,  was  permeated  by  them,  was  vivified  by 
them,  to  a  degree  which  has  never  been  reached  in  Eng- 
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hmd  since.     Henoe  the  tmiqae  greatness  in  English  lit- 
eratare  of  Shakespeare  and  his  contemporaries;   tbey 
were  powerfully  upheld  by  the  intellectual  life  of  their 
nation ;  they  applied  freely  in  literature  the  then  modern 
ideas,  —  the  ideas  of  the  Benaissance  and  the  Refonna- 
tion.    A  few  years  afterwards  the  great  English  middle 
cla9s,  the  kernel  of  the  nation,  the  dass  whose  intelligent 
sympathy  had  upheld  a  Shakespeare,  entered  the  prison 
of  Puritanism,  and  had  the  key  turned  on  its  spirit  there 
for  two  hundred  years.    He  enlargeih  a  nation^  says  Job, 
and  straiteneth  it  again.     In  the  literary  movement  oF 
the  beginning  of  the  nineteenth  century  the  signal   at- 
tempt to  apply  freely  the  modem  spirit  was  made  in 
England  by  two  members  of  the  aristocratic  dass,  Byron 
and  Shelley.     Aristocrades  are,  as  such,  naturally  im- 
penetrable by  ideas ;  but  their  individual  members  have 
a  high  courage  and  a  turn  for  breaking  bounds ;  and  a 
man  of  genius,  who  is  the  bom  child  of  the  idea,  happen- 
ing to  be  bom  in  the  aristocratic  ranks,  chafes  against  the 
obstades  which  prevent  him  from  freely  developing  it. 
But  Byron  and  Shelley  did  not  succeed  in  their  attempt 
freely  to  apply  the  modem  spirit  in  English  literature ; 
they  could  not  succeed  in  it;  the  resistance   to  baffle 
them,  the  want  of  intelligent  sympathy  to  guide  and  up- 
hold them,   were  too  great.      Their  literary  creation, 
compared  with  the  literary  creation  of  Shakespeare  and 
Spenser,  compared  with  the  literary  creation  of  Goethe 
and  Heine,  is  a  fkilure.     The  best  literary  creation  of 
that  time  in  England  proceeded  from  men  who  did  not 
make  the  same   bold  attempt  as  Byron  and   Shelley« 
What,  in  fact,  was  the  career  of  the  chief  English  men 
of  letters,  their  contemporaries  ?     The  greatest  of  ihem, 
Wordsworth,  retired  (in  Middle-Age  phrase)  into  a  mon- 
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astery.    I  mean,  he  plunged  himself  in  the  inward  life, 
he  voluntarily  eut  himself  off  from  the  modem  spirit. 
Coleridge  took  to  opium.     Scott  became  the  historiogra* 
pher  royal  of  feudahsm.     Keats  passionately  gave  him- 
self up  to  a  sensuous  genius,  to  his  faculty  for  interpret- 
ing nature;  and  he  died  of  consumption  at  twenty-five. 
Wordsworth,  Scott,  and  Keats  have  left  admirable  works; 
far  more  solid  and  complete  works  than   those  which 
Byron  and  Shelley  have  left.      But  their  works  have 
this  defect;  —  they  do  not  belong  to  that  which  is  the 
main  current  of  the  literature  of  modem  epochs,  they  do 
not  apply  modem  ideas  to  life  ;  they  constitute,  therefore, 
minor  currents,  and  all  other  hterary  work  of  our  day, 
however  popular,  which  has  the  same  defect,  also  consti- 
iates-but  a  minor  current.     Byron  and  Shelley  will  be 
long  remembered,  long  after  the  inadequacy  of  their  ac- 
tual work  is  clearly  recognized,  for  their  passionate,  their 
Titanic  effort  to  flow  in  the  main  stream  of  modem  lit- 
erature ;  their  names  will  be  greater  than  their  writings ; 
8i(U  magni  nominis  imbra, 

Heine's  literary  good  fortune  was  greater  than  that  of 
Byron  and  Shelley.  His  theatre  of  operations  was  Ger- 
many, whose  Philistinism  does  not  consist  in  her  want  of 
ideas,  or  in  her  inaccessibility  to  ideas,  for  she  teems  with 
them  and  loves  them,  but,  as  I  have  said,  in  her  feeble 
and  hesitating  application  of  modern  ideas  to  life.  Heine's 
intense  modernism,  his  absolute  freedom,  his  utter  rejec- 
tion of  stock  classicism  and  stock  romanticism,  his  bring- 
ing all  things  under  the  point  of  view  of  the  nineteenth 
century,  were  understood  and  laid  to  heart  by  Germany, 
through  virtue  of  her  immense,  tolerant  intellectualism, 
much  as  there  was  in  all  Heine  said  to  affiront  and  wound 
Grermany.    The  wit  and  ardent  modem  spirit  of  France 
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Heine  joined  to  the  culture,  the  sentiment,  the  thought  o€ 
Grermanj.    This  is  what  makes  him  so  remarkable  ;  his 
wonderful  deamess,  lightness,  and  freedom,  united  with, 
such  power  of  feeling  and  width  of  range.    Is  there  anjr* 
where  keener  wit  than  in  his  storj  of  the  French  abb4 
who  was  his  tutor,  and  who  wanted. to  get  from  him  that 
la  reUgion  is  French  for  der  Qlauhe  :  **  Six  times  did  be 
ask  me  the  question:  < Henry,  what  is  der  Glaube  in 
French  ? '  and  six  times,  and  each  time  with  a  greater 
burst  of  tears,  did  I  answer  him, —  'It  is  &  credit,*    And 
at  the  seventh  time,  his  face  purple  with  rage,  the  infari- 
ated  questioner  screamed  out :  '  It  is  ^  religion '/  and  a 
rain  of  cufis  descended  upon  me,  and  all  the  other  boys 
burst  out  laughing.     Since  that  day  I  have  never  been 
able  to  hear  la  religion   mentioned  without  feeling   a 
tremor  run  through  my  back,  and  my  cheeks  grow  red 
with  shame."     Or  in  that  conmient  on  the  fate  of  Pro- 
fessor Saalfeld,  who  had  been  addicted  to  writing  furious 
pamphlets  against  Napoleon,  and  who  was  a  professor  at 
Grdttingen,  a  great  seat,  according  to  Heine,  of  pedantry 
and  Philistinism :  ''  It  is  curious,"  says  Heine,  '^  the  three 
greatest  adversaries  of  Napoleon  have  all  of  them  ended 
miserably.     Castlereagh  cut  his  own  throat;  Louis  the 
Eighteenth  rotted  upon  his  throne ;  and  Professor  Saal- 
feld is  still  a  professor  at  Gottingen."    It  is  impossible  to 
go  beyond  that 

What  wit,  again,  in  that  saying  which  every  one  has 
heard :  <<  The  Englishman  loves  liberty  like  his  lawful 
wife,  the  Frenchman  loves  her  like  his  mistress,  the 
Grerman  loves  her  like  his  old  grandmother."  But  the 
turn  Heine  gives  to  this  incomparable  saying  is  not  so 
well  known ;  and  it  is  by  that  turn  lie  shows  himself  the 
born-poet  he  is, — full  of  delicacy  and  tenderness,  of  inex- 
haustible resource,  infinitely  new  and  striking :  — 
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* 

**  And  yet,  after  all,  no  one  can  ever  tell  how  things 
may  tarn  oat.  The  grampy  Englishman,  in  an  ill-temper 
with  his  wife,  is  capable  of  some  day  patting  a  rope  round 
her  neck,  and  taking  her  to  be  sold  at  Smithfield.  The 
inconstant  Frenchman  may  become  unfaithful  to  his 
adored  mistress,  and  be  seen  fluttering  about  the  Palais 
Royal  after  another.  But  the  Grerman  vnU  never  quite 
abandon  his  old  grandmother;  he  will  always  keep  for 
her  a  nook  by  the  chimney-comer,  where  she  can  tell 
her  fairy-stories  to  the  listening  children." 

Is  it  possible  to  touch  more  delicately  and  happily  both 
the  weakness  and  the  strength  of  Germany ;  —  pedantic, 
simple,  enslaved,  free,  ridiculous,  admirable  Grermany? 

And  Heine's  verse,  —  his  Liederf  O,  the  comfort, 
after  dealing  with  French  people  of  genius,  irresistibly 
impelled  to  try  and  express  themselves  in  verse,  launch- 
ing out  into  a  deep  which  destiny  has  sown  with  so  many 
rocks  for  them,  —  the  comfort  of  coming  to  a  man  of  ge- 
nius, who  finds  in  verse  his  freest  and  most  perfect  expres- 
sion, whose  voyage  over  the  deep  of  poetry  destiny  makes 
smooth  I  After  the  rhythm,  to  us,  at  any  rate,  with  the 
Grerman  paste  in  our  composition,  so  deeply  unsatisfying, 
of 

*  Ahl  qne  me  dites-vons,  et  que  vous  dit  mon  ftme? 
Que  dit  le  del  k  Tanbe  et  la  flamme  k  la  flamme?  ** 

what  a  blessing  to  arrive  at  rhythms  like 

^  Take,  D,  take  those  lips  away, 
That  BO  sweetly  were  forsworn,"  — 

**  Siehst  sehr  sterbeblasslich  ans, 
Doch  getrosti  du  bist  zu  Haas,*'  — 

in  which  one's  soul  can  take  pleasure  I     The  magic  of 
Heine's  poetical  form  is  incomparable ;  he  chiefiy  uses  a 

K 
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form  of  old  German  popular  poetry,  a  ballad-form*  which 
has  more  rapidity  and  grace  than  any  ballad-form  of  ours ; 
he  employs  this  form  with  the  most  exqaisite  lightness 
and  ease,  and  yet  it  has  at  the  same  time  the  inborn  ful- 
ness, pathos,  and  old-world  charm  of  all  true  forms  of 
popular  poetry.  Thus  in  Heine's  poetry,  too,  one  per- 
petually blends  the  impression  of  French  modernism  and 
clearness,  with  that  of  German  sentiment  and  fulness ; 
and  to  give  this  blended  impression  is,  as  I  have  said, 
Heine's  great  characteristic.  To  feel  it,  one  must  read 
him ;  he  gives  it  in  his  form  as  well  as  in  his  contents, 
and  by  translation  I  can  only  reproduce  it  so  &r  as  liis 
contents  give  it.  But  even  the  contents  of  many  of  his 
poems  are  capable  of  giving  a  certain  sense  of  it.  Here, 
for  instance,  is  a  poem  in  which  he  makes  his  profession 
of  faith  to  an  innocent .  beautiful  soul,  a  sort  of  Gretchen, 
the  child  of  some  simple  mining-people,  having  their  hut 
among  the  {Hues  at  the  foot  of  the  Hartz  Mountains,  who 
reproaches  him  with  not  holding  the  old  articles  of  the 
Christian  creed: — 

^  Ah,  my  child,  while  I  "^as  yet  a  little  boy,  while  I 
yet  sat  upon  my  mother's  knee,  I  believed  in  God  the 
Father,  who  rules  up  there  in  heaven,  good  and  great ; 

"Who  created  the  beautiful  earth,  and  the  beautiful 
men  and  women  thereon ;  who  ordained  for  sun,  moon, 
and  stars  their  courses. 

"  When  I  got  bigger,  my  child,  I  comprehended  yet  a 
great  deal  more  than  this,  and  comprehended,  and  grew 
intelligent ;  and  I  believe  on  the  Son  also ; 

"  On  the  beloved  Son,  who  loved  us,  and  revealed  love 
to  us ;  and  for  his  reward,  as  always  happens,  was  crucified 
by  the  people. 

"Now,  when  I  am  grown  up,  have  read  much,  have 
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traveired  ^much,  mj  heart  swells  within  me,  and  with  my 
whole  heart  I  helieve  on  the  Holy  Ghost. 

^  The  greatest  miracles  were  of  his  working,  and  still 
greater  miracles  doth  he  even  now  work ;  he  Ijurst  in 
sunder  the  oppressor's  stronghold,  and  he  burst  in  sunder 
the  bondsman's  yoke. 

^^  He  heals  old  death-wounds,  and  renews  the  old  right; 
all  mankind  are  one  race  of  noble  equals  before  him. 

^  He  chases  away  the  evil  clouds  and  the  dark  cobwebs 
of  the  brain,  which  have  spoilt  love  and  joy  for  us,  which 
day  and  night  have  lowered  on  us. 

''A  thousand  knights,  well  harnessed,  has  the  Holy 
Ghost  chosen  out  to  fulfil  his  will,  and  he  has  put  courage 
into  their  souls. 

^  Their  good  swords  flash,  their  bright  banners  wave ; 
what,  thou  wouldst  giye  much,  my  child,  to  look  upon 
such  gallant  knights? 

^^  Well,  on  me,  my  child,  look !  kiss  me,  and  look  boldly 
upon  me  I  one  of  those  knights  of  the  Holy  Ghost  am  I." 

One  has  only  to  turn  over  the  pages  of  his  Momancero^ 

—  a  collection  of  poems  written  in  the  first  years  of  his 
illness,  with  his  whole  power  and  charm  still  in  them,  and 
not,  like  his  latest  poems  of  all,  painfully  touched  by  the 
air  of  his  Matrazzen-gruft^  his  "'  mattress-grave,"  —  to>8ee 
Heine's  width  of  range ;  the  most  varied  figures  succeed 
one  another,  —  Bhampsinitus,  Edith  with  the  Swan  Neck, 
Charles  the  First,  Marie  Antoinette,  King  David,  a  hero- 
ine of  MabiUe,  Melisanda  of  Tripoli,  Richard  Cceur  de 
Lion,  Pedro  the  Cruel,  Firdusi,  Cortes,  Dr.  Dollinger ; 

—  but  never  does  Heine  attempt  to  be  hubsch  ohjectiv, 
^  beautifully  objective,"  to  become  in  spirit  an  old  Egyp- 
tian, or  an  old  Hebrew,  or  a  Middle-Age  knight,  or  a 
Spanish  adventurer,  or  an  English  royalist;  he  always 
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remaiiui  Heinridi  Heine,  a  son  of  the  nineteenth  centary. 
To  give  a  notion  of  his  tone  I  will  quote  a  few  stanzas  at 
the  end  of  the  S^Hxnish  Atridie,  in  which  he  describes,  in 
the  character  of  a  yisitor  at  the  coort  of  Henry  of  Trans- 
tamare  at  Segovia,  Henry's  treatment  of  the  children  cxf 
his  brother,  Pedro  the  CmeL  Don  Diego  Albuquerque, 
his  neighbor,  strolls  after  dinner  through  the  castle  with 
him:  — 

^In  the  doister-passage,  which  leads  to  the  kennels 
where  are  kept  the  king's  hounds,  that  with  their  growl- 
ing and  yelping  let  yon  know  a  long  way  off  where  they 
are, — 

^  There  I  saw,  built  into  the  wall,  and  with  a  strong 
iron  grating  for  its  outer  £u%,  a  cell  like  a  cage. 

**  Two  human  figures  sat  therein,  two  young  boys  ; 
chained  by  the  leg,  they  crouched  in  the  dirty  straw. 

**  Hardly  twelve  years  old  seemed  the  one,  the  other 
not  much  older ;  their  faces  fair  and  noble,  but  pale  and 
wan  with  sickness. 

^  They  were  all  in  rags,  almost  naked ;  and  their  lean 
bodies  showed  wounds,  the  marks  of  ill-usage ;  both  of 
them  shivered  with  fever. 

"  They  looked  up  at  me  out  of  the  depth  of  their  misery ; 
*  Who,'  I  cried  in  horror  to  Don  Diego,  *  are  these  pictures 
of  wretchedness  ? ' 

<*  Don  Diego  seemed  embarrassed ;  he  looked  round  to 
see  that  no  one  was  listening ;  then  he  gave  a  deep  sigh  ; 
and  at  last,  putting  on  the  easy  tone  of  a  man  of  the 
world,  he  said :  — 

"  *  These  are  a  pair  of  king's  sons,  who  were  early  left 
orphans  ;  the  name  of  their  father  was  King  Pedro,  the 
name  of  their  mother  Maria  de  Padilla. 

"*  After  the  great  battle  of  Navarette,  when  Henry  of 
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Transtamare  had  relieved  his  brother,  Eang  Pedro,  of 
the  troublesome  burden  of  the  crown, 

'^  *  And  likewise  of  that  still  more  troublesome  burden, 
which  is  called  life,  then  Don  Henry's  victorious  magna- 
nimitj  had  to  deal  with  his  brother's  children. 

*^ '  He  has  adopted  them,  as  an  uncle  should ;  and  he 
has  given  them  free  quarters  in  his  own  castle. 

^  ^  The  room  .which  he  has  assigned  to  them  is  certainly 
rather  small,  but  then  it  is  cool  in  summer,  and  not  intol- 
erably cold  in  winter. 

*^ '  Their  fare  is  rye  bread,  which  tastes  as  sweet  as  if 
the  goddess  Ceres  had  baked  it  express  for  her  beloved 
Proserpine. 

**  *  Not  unfrequently,  too,  he  sends  a  scullion  to  them 
with  garbanzos,  and  then  the  young  gentlemen  know  that 
it  is  Sunday  in  Spain. 

^  ^  But  it  is  not  Simday  every  day,  and  garbanzos  do 
not  come  every  day ;  and  the  master  of  the  hounds  gives 
them  the  treat  of  his  whip. 

<<  <  For  the  master  of  the  hounds,  who  has  under  his  su- 
perintendence the  kennels  and  the  pack,  and  the  nephews' 
cage  also, 

^<Is  the  unfortunate  husband  of  that  lemon-faced 
woman  with  the  white  ruff,  whom  we  remarked  to-day 
at  dinner. 

^ '  And  she  scolds  so  sharp,  that  oflen  her  husband 
snatches  his  whip,  and  rushes  down  here,  and  gives  it  to 
the  dogs  and  to  the  poor  little  boys. 

'^'But  his  Majesty  has  expressed  his  disapproval  of 
such  proceedings,  and  has  given  orders  that  for  the  future 
his  nephews  are  to  be  treated  differently  from  the  dogs. 

*<^He  has  determined  no  longer  to  intrust  the  disci- 
plining of  his  nephews  to  a  mercenary  stranger,  but  to 
carry  it  out  with  his  own  hands.' 
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^  Don  Diego  stopped  abruptly;  for  the  seneschal  of  the 
castle  joined  us,  and  politely  expressed  his  hope  that  we 
had  dined  to  our  satisfaction." 

Observe  how  the  irony  of  the  whole  of  that,  finishing 
with  the  grim  innuendo  of  the  last  stanza  but  one,  is  at 
once  truly  masterly  and  truly  modem. 

No  account  of  Heine  is  complete  which  does  not  notice 
the  Jewish  element  in  him.     His  i^ce  he  treated  with 
the  same  freedom  with  which  he  treated  everything  else, 
but  he  derived  a  great  force  from  it,  and  no  one  knew 
this  better  than  he  himself.     He  has  exceUeHtly  pointed 
out  how  in  the  sixteenth  century  there  was  a  double  re- 
naissance,—  a  Hellenic  renaissance  and  a  Hebrew  renais- 
sance, —  and  how  both  have  been  great  powers  ever  since. 
He  himself  had  in  him  both  the  spirit  of  Grreece  and  the 
spirit  of  Judaea ;   both  these  spirits  reach   the  infinite, 
which  is  the  true  goal  of  all  poetry  and  all  art,  —  the 
Greek  spirit  by  beauty,  the  Hebrew  spirit  by  sublimity. 
By  his  perfection  of  literary  form,  by  his  love  of  cleai^ 
ness,  by  his  love  of  beauty,  Heine  is  Greek ;  by  his  inten- 
sify? hy  his  untamableness,  by  his  '^  longing  which  cannot 
be  uttered,"  he  is  Hebrew.    Yet  what  Hebrew  e?er  treated 
the  things  of  the  Hebrews  like  this  ?  — 

"  There  lives  at  Hamburg,  in  a  one-roomed  lodging  in 
the  Baker's  Broad  Walk,  a  man  whose  name  is  Moses 
Lump  :  all  the  week  he  goes  about  in  wind  and  rain,  with 
his  pack  on  his  back,  to  earn  his  few  shillings ;  but  when 
on  Friday  evening  he  comes  home,  he  finds  the  candle- 
stick with  seven  candles  lighted,  and  the  table  covered 
with  a  fair  white  cloth,  and  he  puts  away  from  him  his 
pack  and  his  cares,  and  he  sits  down  to  table  with  his 
squinting  wife  and  yet  more  squinting  daughter,  and  eats 
fish  with  them,  fish  which  has  been  dressed  in  beautiful 
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white  garlic  sauce,  sings  therewith  the  grandest  psalms 
of  King  David,  rejoices  with  his  whole  heart  over  the 
deliverance  of  the  children  of  Israel  out  of  Egypt,  re- 
joices, too,  that  all  the  wicked  ones  who  have  done  the 
children  of  Israel  harm,  have  ended  by  taking  themselves 
off;  that  Ejng  Pharaoh,  Nebuchadnezzar,  Haman,  An- 
taochos,  Titus,  and  all  such  people,  are  well  dead,  while 
he,  j^oses  Lump,  is.  yet  alive,  and  eating  fish  with  wife 
and  dai^hter ;  and  I  can  tell  you.  Doctor,  the  fish  is  deli- 
cate and  the  man  is  happy;  he  has  no  call  to  torment 
himself  about  culture ;  he  sits  contented  in  his  religion 
and  in  his  green  bed-gown,  like  Diogenes  in  his  tub ;  he 
contemplates  with  satisfaction  his  candles,  which  he  on 
no  account  will  snuff  for  himself ;  and  I  can  tell  you,  if 
the  candles  burn  a  little  dim,  and  the  snuffers- womau, 
whose  business  it  is  to  snuff  them,  is  not  at  hand,  and 
Rothschild  the  Great  were  at  that  moment  to  come  in, 
with  all  his  brokers,  bill-discounters,  agents,  and  chief 
clerks,  with  whom  he  conquers  the  world,  and  Rothschild 
were  to  say :  ^  Moses  Lump,  ask  of  me  what  favor  you 
will,  and  it  shall  be  granted  you ' ;  — Doctor,  I  am  con- 
vinced, Moses  Lump  would  quietly  answer :  ^  Snuff  me 
those  candles  I '  and  Rothschild  the  Great  would  exclaim 
with  admiration :  ^  If  I  were  not  Rothschild,  I  would  be 
Moses  Lump.' " 

There  Heine  shows  us  his  own  people  by  its  comic 
side ;  in  the  poem  of  the  Princess  Sahhath  he  shows  it  to 
us  by  a  more  serious  side.  The  Princess  Sabbath,  ^  the 
tranquil  Princess,  pearl  and  fiower  of  all  beauty,  fair  as 
the  Queen  of  Sheba,  Solomon's  bosom  friend,  that  blue- 
stocking from  Ethiopia  who  wanted  to  shine  by  her  esprit, 
and  with  her  wise  riddles  made  herself  in  the  long  run  a 
bore,"  (with  Heine  the  sarcastic  turn  is  never  far  off,) 
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this  princess  has  for  her  betrothed  a  prince  whom  sorcery 
has  transformed  into  an  animal  of  lower  race,  the  Prince 
Israel. 

'^  A  dog  with  the  desires  of  a  dog,  he  wallows  all  the 
week  long  in  the  filth  and  refuse  of  life,  amidst  the  jeers 
of  the  boys  in  the  street. 

"  But  every  Friday  evening,  at  the  twilight  hour,  sud- 
denly the  magic  passes  off,  and  the  dog  becomes  once 
more  a  human  being.  V 

'^  A  man  with  the  feelings  of  a  man,  with  head  and 
heart  raised  alofl,  in  festal  garb,  in  almost  clean  garb,  lie 
enters  the  halls  of  his  Father. 

"Hail,  beloved  halls  of  my  royal  Father!*  Ye  tents 
of  Jacob,  I  kiss  with  my  lips  your  holy  door-posts ! " 

Still  more  he  shows  us  this  serious  side  in  his  beautiful 
poem  on  Jehuda  ben  Halevy,  a  poet  belonging  to  ^  the 
great  golden  age  of  the  Arabian,  Old-Spanish,  Jewish 
school  of  poets,"  a  contemporary  of  the  troubadours:  — 

"  He,  too,  —  the  hero  whom  we  sing,  —  Jehuda  bea 
Halevy,  too,  had  his  lady-love ;  but  she  was  of  a  special 
sort. 

"  She  was  no  Laura,  whose  eyes,  mortal  stars,  in  the 
cathedral  on  Good  Friday  kindled  that  world-renowned 
fiame. 

"  She  was  no  chatelaine,  who  in  the  blooming  glory  of 
her  youth  presided  at  tourneys,  and  awarded  the  victor's 
crown. 

"  No  casuistess  in  the  Gay  Science  was  she,  no  lady 
doctrinaire,  who  delivered  her  oracles  in  the  judgment- 
chamber  of  a  Court  of  Love. 

"  She,  whom  the  Rabbi  loved,  was  a  woe-begone  poor 
darling,  a  mourning  picture  of  desolation ;  and  her  name 
was  Jerusalem." 
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Jehuda  ben  Halevj,  like  the  Cmsaders,  makes  his 
pilgrimage  to  Jerusalem ;  and  there,  amid  the  mins, 
sings  a  song  of  Sion  which  has  become  &monB  among 
his  people :  — 

**  That  lay  of  pearled  tears  is  the  wide-famed  Lament^ 
which  is  sung.in  all  the  scattered  tents  of  Jacob  throngh- 
out  the  world, 

^  On  the  ninth  day  of  the  month  which  is  called  Ab^ 
on  the'  anniversary  of  Jerusalem's  destruction  by  Titus 
Yespasianus. 

'^Tes,  that  is  the  song  of  Sion,  which  Jehnda  ben 
Halevy  sang  with  his  dying  breath  amid  the  holy  ruins 
of  Jerusalem. 

**  Barefoot,  and  in  penitential  weeds,  he  sat  there 
upon  the  fragment  of  a  £sdlen  column ;  down  to  his 
breast  fell, 

^  Like  a  gray  forest,  his  hair ;  and  cast  a  weird  shadow 
on  the  face  which  looked  out  through  it,  —  his  troubled 
pale  face,  with  the  spiritual  eyes. 

^^  So  he  sat  and  sang,  like  unto  a  seer  out  of  the  fore- 
time to  look  upon :  Jeremiah,  the  Ancient,  seemed  to  have 
risen  out  of  his  grave. 

^  But  a  bold  Saracen  came  riding  that  way,  aloft  on 
his  barb,  lolling  in  his  saddle,  and  brandishing  a  naked 
javelin ; 

^Into  the  breast  of  the  poor  singer  he  plunged  his 
deadly  shaft,  and  shot  away  like  a  winged  shadow. 

"  Quietly  flowed  the  Rabbi's  life-blood,  quietly  he 
sang  his  song  to  an  end ;  and  his  last  dying  sigh  was 
Jerusalem  I " 

But,  most  of  all,  he  shows  it  us  in  a  strange  poem 
describing  a  public  dispute  before  King  Pedro  and  his 
court  between  a  Jewbh  and  a  Christian  champion,  on 
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the  merits  of  their  respective  faiths.  In  the  strain  of  the 
Jew  all  the  fierceness  of  the  old  Hebrew  geniug,  all  its 
rigid  defiant  Monotheism,  appear :  — 

^  Our  Grod  has  not  died  like  a  poor  innocent  lamb  for 
mankind ;  he  is  no  gushing  philanthropist,  no  declaimer. 

*^  Our  Grod  is  not  love  ;  caressing  is  not,  his  line  ;  but 
he  is  a  Grod  of  thunder,  and  he  is  a  God  of  revenge. 

^The  lightnings  of  his  wrath  strike  inexorably  every 
sinner,  and  the  sintf  of  the  fathers  are  often  visited  upon 
their  remote  posterity. 

^  Our  Grod,  he  is  alive,  and  in  his  hall  of  heaven  he 
goes  on  existing  away,  throughout  all  the  eternities. 

^'Our  God,  too,  is  a  God  in  robust  health,  no  myth, 
pale  and  thin  as  sacrificial  wafers,  or  as  shadows  by 
Cocytus. 

^Our  Gk>d  is  strong.  In  his  hand  he  upholds  son, 
moon,  and  stars ;  thrones  break,  nations  reel  to  and  fro, 
when  he  knits  his  forehead. 

'^  Our  God  loves  music,  the  voice  of  the  harp  and  the 
song  of  feasting ;  but  the  soimd  of  church-bells  he  hates, 
as  he  hates  the  grunting  of  pigs." 

Nor  must  Heine's  sweetest  note  be  unheard, — ^his 
plaintive  note,  his  note  of  melancholy.  Here  is  a  strain 
which  came  from  him  as  he  lay,  in  the  winter  night,  on 
his  '^  mattress-grave  "  at  Paris,  and  let  his  thoughts  wan- 
der home  to  Germany,  ^'the  great  child,  entertaining 
herself  with  her  Christmas-tree."  "  Thou  tookest,"  — 
he  cries  to  the  German  exile, — 

^^  Thou  tookest  thy  flight  towards  sunshine  and  happi- 
ness ;  naked  and  poor  returnest  thou  back.  Grerman 
truth,  German  shirts,  —  one  gets  them- worn  to  tatters 
in  foreign  parts. 

*'  Deadly  pale  are  thy  looks,  but  take  comfort,  thou  art 
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at  home  ;  one  lies  warm  in  German  earth,  warm  as  hy 
the  old  pleasant  fireside. 

**  Manj  a  one,  alas !  became  crippled,  and  could  get 
home  no  more :  longingly  he  stretches  oat  bis  arms ;  God 
have  mercy  upon  him ! " 

God  have  mercy  upon  him  I  for  what  remain  of  the 
days  of  the  years  of  his  life  are  few  and  evil.  ^'  Can  it 
be  that  I  still  actually  exist  ?  My  body  is  so  shrunk  that 
there  is  hardly  anything  of  me  lefl  but'  my  voice,  and  my 
bed  makes  me  think  of  the  melodious  grave  of  the  en- 
chanter Merlin,  which  is  in  the  forest  of  Broceliand  in 
Brittany,  under  high  oaks  whose  tops  shine  like  green 
flames  to  heaven.  Ah,  I  envy  thee  those  trees,  brother 
Merlin,  and  their  fresh  waving ;  for  over  my  mattress- 
grave  here  in  Paris  no  green  leaves  rustle ;  and  early 
and  late  I  hear  nothing  but  the  rattle  of  carriages,  ham- 
mering, scolding,  and  the  jingle  of  the  piano.  A  grave 
without  rest,  death  without  the  privileges  of  the  departed, 
who  have  no  longer  any  need  to  spend  money,  or  to  write 
letters,  or  to  compose  books.  What  a  melancholy  situ- 
ation I " 

He  died,  and  has  left  a  blemished  name ;  with  his  cry- 
ing faults, — his  intemperate  susceptibility,  his  unscru- 
pnlousness  in  passion,  his  inconceivable  attacks  on  his 
enemies,  his  still  more  inconceivable  attacks  on  his 
friends,  his  want  of  generosity,  his  sensuality,  his  in- 
cessant mocking,  —  how  could  it  be  otherwise?  Not 
only  was  he  not  one  of  Mr.  Carlyle's  "  respectable  " 
people,  he  was  profoundly  disreapectahle ;  and  not  even 
the  merit  of  not  being  a  Philistine  can  make  up  for  a 
man's  being  that  To  his  intellectual  deliverance  there 
was  an  addition  of  something  else  wanting,  and  that  some- 
thing else  was  something  immense ;  the  old-faahioued,  la- 
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borious,  eternally  needfiil  moral  deliverance.  Groethe 
says  that  he  was  deficient  in  love ;  to  me  his  weakness 
seems  to  be  not  so  niuch  a  deficiency  in  love  as  a  defi- 
ciency in  self-respect,  in  true  dignity  of  character.  Bat 
on  this  negative  side  of  one's  criticism  of  a  man  of  great 
genius,  I  for  my  part,  when  I  have  once  clearly  marked 
that  this  negative  side  is  and  must  be  there,  have  no 
pleasure  in  dwelling.  I  prefer  to  say  of  Heine  some- 
thing positive.  He  is  not  an  adequate  interpreter  of  the 
modem  world.  He  is  only  a  brilliant  soldier  in  the  war 
of  liberation  of  humanity.  But,  such  as  he  is,  he  is  (and 
posterity  too,  I  am  quite  sure,  will  say  this),  in  the  Euro- 
pean literature  of  that  quarter  of  a  century  which  follows 
the  death  of  Goethe,  incomparably  the  most  important 
figure. 

What  a  spendthrift,  one  is  tempted  to  cry,  is  Nature  I 
With  what  prodigality,  in  the  march  of  generations,  she 
employs  human  power,  content  to  gather  almost  always 
little  result  from  it,  sometimes  none  I  Look  at  Byron, 
that  Byron  whom  the  present  generation  of  Englishmen 
are  forgetting ;  Byron,  the  greatest  natural  force,  the 
greatest  elementary  power,  I  cannot  but  think,  which  has 
appeared  in  our  literature  since  Shakespeare.  And  w^hat 
became  of  this  wonderful  production  of  nature?  He 
shattered  himself,  he  inevitably  shattered  himself  to 
pieces,  against  the  huge,  black,  cloud-topped,  intermina- 
ble precipice  of  British  Philistinism.  But  Byron,  it  may 
be  said,  was  eminent  only  by  his  genius,  only  by  his  in- 
born force  and  fire ;  he  had  not  the  intellectual  equip- 
ment of  a  supreme  modem  poet ;  except  for  his  genius 
he  was  an  ordinary  nineteenth-century  English  gentle- 
man, with  little  culture  and  with  no  ideas.  Well,  then, 
look  at  Heine.     Heine  had  all  the  culture  of  Germany ; 
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PAGAN  AND   MEDIAEVAL    RELIGIOUS 

SENTIMENT. 

READ  the  other  daj  in  the  DtdUn  Review  : 
—  "We  Gathotics  are  apt  to  be  cowed  and 
scared  by  the  lordlj  oppression  of  public  opin- 
ion, and  not  to  bear  ourselves  as  men  in  the 
&oe  of  the  anti-Gatholic  society  of  England.  It  is  good 
to  have  an  habitnal  consciousness  that  the  public  opinion 
of  Catholic  Europe  looks  upon  Protestant  England  with 
a  mixture  of  impatience  and  compassion,  which  more  than 
balances  the  arrogance  of  the  English  people  towards  the 
Catholic  Church  in  these  countries." 

The  Holy  Catholic  Church,  Apostolic  and  Roman,  can 
take  very  good  care  of  herself,  and  I  am  not  going  to  de* 
fend  her  against  the  scorns  of  Exeter  HalL  Catholicism 
is  not  a  great  visible  force  in  this  country,  and  the  mass 
of  mankind  will  always  treat  lightly  even  things  the  most 
venerable,  if  they  do  not  pr^nt  themselves  as  visible 
forces  before  its  eyes.  In  Catholic  countries,  as  the  Ihib- 
Jin  Review  itself  says  with  triumph,  they  make  very  little 
account  of  the  greatness  of  Exeter  HalL  The  majority 
has  eyes  only  for  the  things  of  the  majority,  and  in  Eng- 
land the  immense  majority  is  Protestant.  And  yet,  in 
spite  of  all  the  shocks  which  the  feeling  of  a  good  Cath- 
olic, like  the  writer  in  the  DubUn  RevieWy  has  in  this 
Protestant  country  inevitably  to  undergo,  in  spite  of  the 


PAGAN  ^  MEDI^^  '^^^-''-^  "^^"^    '"' 

he  finds  so  g.ne«a  '^^  ^Z^^^  ^-  ?-^ 
to  console  him,  »»«*  ""^  ^  if  he  !.»  *^  *?**  '^  ' 
I  wiU  tell  him  of  one  of  d«w«.  ^^;^i^^  i.  iJi««Mimrr, 
the  reading-room  <rfd«^*^         ^^^.^^  i,,,,^ 

there,  for  fern"  M^-  *'*"'^^^:^  fl«„^  ji*  wii;  fi«d  «• 
.hould  give  the  llb«7«  ^  ^r^^^   ^  ^  j^ 

to  skirt.,  ^""-t^^^  ,^  ,.5  «,««««■  it  t^-t* 
otberwi« :  ^1  ^  '^^t^^ioUc  Ti-K>.v?.-  i««^ 

J«7  «*  h«  «««  «at.^  ^  J^  *^ 


..*«;««i  one  soother,  »aa  iiow:,  ^i»^  ^         r^viidiU^J^  ^*^ 
ted,  ai«  "^Z     ,      -    -    14^  Klti«  sad  gvld  un^V^     _^  t^ 
T5^^«.«hdf  — «  «*'*'"^*^  ^^  white  **'*^^, 
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among  the  yellow  octavoB  of  the  Law  Digest.     Every* 
thing  is  there,  in  that  immense  PairologicB  Oursus  Com^ 
pletu$,  in  that  Encyclopedie  '  Theologique,  that  JVouve/i^ 
JEncychpedie  Thiologique,  tluCt   Troideme  JEncychpedte 
Thiologiqus;    religion,  philosophy,    history,  hiography, 
arts,  sciences,  bibliography,  gossip.     The  work  embraces 
the  whole  range  of  human  interests ;  like  one  of  the  gre^it 
Middle- Age  Cathedrals,  it  is  in  itself  a  study  for  a  life. 
Like  the  net  in  Scripture,  it  drags  everything  to  land, 
bad  and  good,  lay  and  ecclesiastical,  sacred  and  profane, 
80  that  it  be  but  matter  of  human  concern.     Wide-em- 
bracing as  the  power  whose  product  it  is !  a  power,  for 
history,  at  any  rate,  eminently  the  Church  ;  not,  I  think, 
the  Church  of  the  future,  but  indisputably  the  Church 
of  the  past,  and  in  the  past,  the  Church  of  the  multi^ 
tude. 

This  is  why  the  man  of  imagination  —  nay,  and  the 
philosopher  too,  in  spite  of  her  propensity  to  bum  him  — 
will  always  have  a  weakness  for  the  Catholic  Church ; 
because  of  the  rich  ti*easures  of  human  life  which  have 
been  stored  within  her  pale.  The  mention  of  other  re- 
ligious bodies,  or  of  their  leaders,  at  once  calls  up  in  our 
mind  the  thought  of  men  of  a  definite  type  as  their  ad- 
herents ;  the  mention  of  Catholicism  suggests  no  such 
special  following.  Anglicanism  suggests  the  English  epis- 
copate; Calvin's  name  suggests  Dr.  Candlish;  Chalmers's, 
the  Duke  of  Argyll ;  Channing's,  Boston  society ;  but 
Catholicism  suggests  —  what  shall  I  say  ?  —  all  the  pell- 
mell  of  the  men  and  women  of  Shakespeare's  plays. 
This  abundance  the  Abbe  Migne's  collection  faithfully 
reflects.  People  talk  of  this  or  that  work  which  they 
would  choose,  if  they  were  to  pass  their  life  with  only 
one;  for  my  part  I  think  I  would  choose   the   Abb4 
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Migne's   collection.     Qutcquid  agunt  haminesj  —  everj- 
thiog,  as   I  have  said,  is  there.     Do  not  seek  in  it 
splendor   of  form,  perfection   of  editing;  its  paper  is 
common,  its  type  ugly,  its  editing  indifferent,  its  print- 
ing careless.     The  greatest  and  most  baffling  crowd  of 
misprints  I  ever  met  with  in  my  life  occurs  in  a  very 
important  page  of  the  introduction  to  the  DicUonnaire 
des  Apocryphet,     But  this  is  just  what  you  have  in  the 
world,  —  quantity  rather  than  quality.     Do  not  seek  in 
it  impartiality,  the  critical  spirit;  in  reading  it  you  must 
do  the  criticism  for  yourself;  it  loves  criticism  as  little  as 
the  world  loves  it.     Like  the  world,  it  chooses  to  have 
things  all  its  own  way,  to  abuse  its  adversary,  to  back  its 
own  notion  through  thick  and  thin,  to  put  forward  all  the 
pros  for  its  own  notion,  to  suppress  all  the  cantras;  it 
does  just  all  that  the  world  does,  and  all  that  the  critical 
spirit  shrinks  from.     Open  the  DicUonnaire  dtM  Mrreun 
Sociahs:    *^The  religious  persecutions    of    Henry  the 
Eighth's  and  Edward  the  Sixth's  time  abated  a  little  in 
the  reign  of  Mary,  to  break  out  again  with  new  fury  in 
the  reign  of  Elizabeth.^    There  is  a  summary  of  the  his- 
tory of  religious  persecution  under  the  TudorsI     But 
how  unreasonable  to  reproach  the  Abbd  Migne's  work 
with  wanting  a  criticism,  which,  by  the  very  nature  of 
things,  it  cannot  have,  and  not  ratber  to  be  grateful  to  it 
for  its  abundance,  its  variety,  its  infinite  suggestiveness, 
its  happy  adoption,  in  many  a  delicate  circumstance,  of 
the  urbape  tone  and  temper  of  the  man  of  the  world,  in- 
stead of  the  acrid  tone  and  temper  of  the  fanatic  I 

Still,  in  spite  of  their  fascinations,  the  contents  of  this 
collection  sometimes  rouse  the  critical  spirit  within  one. 
It  happened  that  lately,  after  I  had  been  thinking  much 

of  Marcus  Aurelius  and  his  times,  I  took  down  the  Die* 

8* 
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ttannaire  des  Origines  du  Chrtstiantsme^  to  Bee  what  it 
had  to  say  about  paganism  and  pagans.  I  found  much 
what  I  expected.  I  read  the  article,  Revelation  Evange^ 
Uque,  sa  Necessiti.  There  I  found  what  a  sink  of  iniquity 
was  the  whole  pagan  world;  how  one  Roman  fed  his 
oysters  on  his  slaves,  how  another  put  a  slave  to  death 
that  a  curious  friend  might  see  what  dying  was  like; 
how  Galen's  mother  tore  and  bit  her  waiting-women 
when  she  was  in  a  passion  wit  h  them.  I  found  this 
account  of  the  religion  of  paganism :  ''  Paganism  in- 
vented a  mob  of  divinities  with  the  most  hateful  char- 
acter, and  attributed  to  them  the  most  monstrous  and 
abominable  crimes.  It  personified  in  them  drunkenness, 
incest,  kidnapping,  adultery,  sensuality,  knavery,  cruelty, 
and  rage."  And  I  found  that  from  this  religion  there  fol- 
lowed such  practice  as  was  to  be  expected :  "  What  must 
naturally  have  been  the  state  of  morals  under  the  influ- 
ence of  such  a  religion,  which  penetrated  with  its  own 
spirit  the  public  life,  the  family  life,  and  the  individual 
life  of  antiquity  ?  *' 

The  colors  in  this  picture  are  laid  on  very  thick,  and 
I  for  my  part  cannot  believe  that  any  human  societies, 
with  a  religion  and  practice  such  as  those  just  described, 
could  ever  have  endured  as  the  societies  of  Greece  and 
Home  endured,  still  less  have  done  what  the  societies  of 
Greece  and  Rome  did.  We  are  not  brought  far  by 
descriptions  of  the  vices  of  great  cities,  or  even  of  indi- 
viduals driven  mad  by  unbounded  means  of  self-indul- 
gence. Feudal  and  aristocratic  life  in  Christendom  has 
produced  horrors  of  selfishness  and  cruelty  not  surpassed 
by  the  noble  of  pagan  Rome ;  and  then,  again,  in  an- 
tiquity there  is  Marcus  Aurelius's  mother  to  set  against 
Galen's.     Eminent  examples  of  vice  and  virtue  in  individ- 
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vails  prore  little  as  to  tiie  state  of  «>Meties.  Wbafc. 
der  the  lint  Empenxs,  was  tbe  cciodiiioQ  of  the  Romaa 
poor  apoo  the  ATentine  compared  with  that  of  our  poor 
in  Spitalfields  and  Bethnal  Green?  Wlouu  in  ocMnfort^ 
morals,  and  happiness,  woe  the  mnd  pofmlatian  of  the 
Sabine  ooontry  under  AngQ>tiK*s  role,  compared  with  the 
mnd  pc^Iation  of  Hertfordshire  and  Bockin^hamshire 
under  the  nde  of  Qoeen  YicCoria? 

But  these  great  qoestions  are  not  Ibr  me.  Without 
trying  to  answer  them,  I  ask  mjself,  when  I  read  soch 
dedamation  as  the  foregoing,  if  I  can  find  anTthing  that 
will  give  me  a  near,  distinct  sense  of  the  real  difference 
in  spirit  and  sentiment  between  paganism  and  Ouristian- 
ity,  and  of  the  natoral  effect  of  this  difference  upon  peo- 
ple in  generaL  I  take  a  representative  religions  poem  of 
paganism,  —  of  the  paganism  which  all  the  world  has  in 
its  mind  when  it  speaks  of  paganism.  To  be  a  repre- 
sentative poem,  it  must  be  one  for  popular  use,  one  that 
the  multitude  listens  to.  Such  a  religious  poem  may  be 
found  at  the  end  of  one  of  the  best  and  happiest  of  The- 
ocritns's  idyls,  the  fifteenth.  In  order  that  the  reader 
may  the  better  go  along  with  me  in  the  line  of  thought  I 
am  following,  I  will  translate  it :  and,  that  be  may  see 
the  medium  in  which  religious  poetry  of  this  sort  is  found 
existing,  the  society  out  of  which  it  grows,  the  people 
who  form  it  and  are  formed  by  it,  I  will  translate  the 
whole,  or  nearly  the  whole,  of  the  idyl  (it  is  not  long)  in 
which  the  poem  occurs. 

The  idyl  is  dramatic.  Somewhere  about  two  hundred 
and  eighty  years  before  the  Christian  era,*  a  couple  of 
Syracusan  women,  staying  at  Alexandria,  agreed,  on  the 
occasion  of  a  great  religious  solemnity  —  the  feast  of 
Adonis  —  to  go  together  to  the  palace  of  King  Ptolemy 
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Philadelphus,  to  see  the  image  of  Adonis,  which  the 
Queen  Arsinoe,  Ptolemy's  wife,  had  had  decorated  with 
peculiar  magnificence.  A  hymn,  hj  a  celebrated  per- 
former, was  to  be  recited  over  the  image.  The  namei) 
of  the  two  women  are  Gorge  and  Praxinoe ;  their  maids, 
who  are  mentioned  in  the  poem,  are  called  Eunoe  and 
Eutjchis.  Gorge  comes  by  appointment  to  Praxinoe's 
house  to  fetch  her,  and  there  the  dialogue  begins :  — 

Gorgo,    Is  Praxinoe  at  home? 

Praxinoe,  My  dear  Gorgo,  at  last !  Yes,  here  I  am. 
Eunoe,  find  a  chair,  —  get  a  cushion  for  it. 

Gorgo.     It  will  do  beautifully  as  it  is. 

Praxinoe.     Do  sit  down. 

Gorgo.  O,  this  gad-about  spirit!  I  could  hardly  get 
to  you,  Praxinoe,  through  all  the  crowd  and  all  the  car- 
riages. Nothing  but  heavy  boots,  nothing  but  men  in 
uniform.  And  what  a  journey  it  is  I  My  dear  child,  you 
really  live  too  far  off. 

Praxinoe.  It  is  all  that  insane  husband  of  mine.  He 
has  chosen  to  come  out  here  to  the  end  of  the  world,  and 
take  a  hole  of  a  place,  —  for  a  house  it  is  not,  —  on  pur- 
pose that  you  and  I  might  not  be  neighbors.  He  is  al- 
ways just  the  same ;  —  anything  to  quarrel  with  one  ! 
anything  for  spite  I 

Gorgo.  My  dear,  don't  talk  so  of  your  husband  before 
the  little  fellow.  Just  see  how  astonished  he  looks  at 
you.  Never  mind,  Zopyrio,  my  pet,  she  is  not  talking 
about  papa. 

Praxinoe.  Good  heavens !  the  child  does  really  under- 
stand. 

Gorgo.     Pretty  papa! 

Praxinoe.  That  pretty  papa  of  his  the  otner  day 
(though  I  told  him  beforehand  to  mind  what  he  was 
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about),  when  I  sent  him  to  a  shop  to  buy  soap  and  rouge, 
brought  me  home  salt  instead ;  —  stupid,  great,  big,  inter- 
minable animal ! 

Gtyrgo.  Mine  is  just  the  fellow  to  him.  •  •  •  But 
never  mind  now,  get  on  jour  things  and  let  us  be  off  to 
the  palace  to  see  the  Adonis.  I  hear  the  queen's  deco* 
rations  are  something  splendid. 

Praonnoe.  In  grand  people's  houses  everything  is 
grand.  What  things  you  have  seen  in  Alexandria  I 
What  a  deal  you  will  have  to  tell  to  anybody  who  has 
never  been  here ! 

Gcrgo.    Come,  we  ought  to  be  going. 

Praxinoe,  Every  day  is  holiday  to  people  who  have 
nothing  to  do.  Eunoe,  pick  up  your  work ;  and  take  care, 
lazy  girl,  how  you  leave  it  Ijiag  about  again ;  the  cats 
find  it  just  the  bed  they  like.  Come,  stir  yourself,  fetch 
me  some  water,  quick  I  I  wanted  the  water  first,  and  the 
girl  brings  me  the  soap.  Never  mind ;  ^ve  it  me.  Not 
all  that,  extravagant  I  Now  pour  out  the  water ;  —  stu- 
pid !  why  don't  you  take  care  of  my  dress  ?  That  will 
do.  I  have  got  my  hands  washed  as  it  pleased  God. 
Where  is  the  key  of  the  large  wardrobe?  Bring  it 
here ;  —  quick  ! 

Gorgo,  Praxinoe,  you  can't  think  how  well  that  dress, 
made  full,  as  you  've  got  it,  suits  you.  Tell  me,  how 
much  did  it  cost?  —  the  dress  by  itself,  I  mean. 

Praxinoe.  Don't  talk  of  it,  Gorgo :  more  than  eight 
guineas  of  good  hard  money.  And  about  the  work  on  it 
I  have  almost  worn  my  life  out 

Gorgo,   Well,  you  could  n't  have  done  better. 

Praxinoe*  Thank  you.  Bring  me  my  shawl,  and  put 
my  hat  properly  on  my  head ;  —  properly.  No,  child  {to 
her  Uttie  hoy)^  I  am  not  going  to  take  you ;  there 's  a  bogy 
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on  horseback,  who  bites.  C17  as  mncb  as  you  like  ;  I  'm 
not  going  to  have  70a  lamed  for  life.  Now  we  11  start. 
Nurse,  take  the  little  one  and  amuse  him ;  call  the  dog  in, 
and  shut  the  street-door.  {They  go  oiit.)  Good  heav- 
ens! what  a  crowd  of  people!  How  on  earth  are  we 
ever  to  get  through  all  this  ?  They  are  like  ants  :  you 
can't  count  them.  My  dearest  Gorgo,  what  will  become 
of  us  ?  here  are  the  royal  Horse  Guards.  My  good  man, 
don't  ride  over  me  I  Look  at  that  bay  horse  rearing  bolt 
upright ;  what  a  vicious  one !  Eunoe,  you  mad  girl,  do 
take  care  I  —  that  horse  will  certainly  be  the  death  of  the 
man  on  his  back.  How  glad  I  am  now  that  I  left  the 
child  safe  at  home  I 

Gorgo,  All  right,  Prazinoe,  we  are  safe  behind  them  ; 
and  they  have  gone  on  to  where  they  are  stationed. 

Praxinoe,  Well,  yes,  I  begin  to  revive  again.  From 
the  time  I  was  a  little  girl  I  have  had  more  horror  of 
horses  and  snakes  than  of  anything  in  the  world.  Let  us 
get  on ;  here 's  a  great  crowd  coming  this  way  upon  ns. 

Gorgo  (to  an  old  woman).  Mother,  are  you  from  the 
palace  ? 

Old  Woman,    Yes,  my  dears. 

Gorgo,     Has  one  a  tolerable  chance  of  getting  there  ? 

Old  Woman,  My  pretty  young  lady,  the  Greeks  got 
to  Troy  by  dint  of  trying  hard ;  trying  will  do  anything 
in  this  world. 

Gorgo,  The  old  creature  has  delivered  herself  of  an 
oracle  and  departed. 

Praxinoe,  Women  can  tell  you  everything  about 
everything,  Jupiter's  marriage  with  Juno  not  excepted. 

Gorgo,  Look,  Praxinoe,  what  a  squeeze  at  the  pal- 
ace-gates I 

Praxinoe.    Tremendous !     Take  hold  of  me,  Gk)rgo ; 
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and  yon,  Eunoe,  take  hold  of  Eatjchis !  —  tight  hold,  or 
you  11  be  lost.  Here  we  go  in  all  together.  Hold  tight, 
to  us,  £aooe !  O  dear  I  O  dear !  Grorgo,  tliere  's  my 
Bcarf  torn  right  in  two.  For  heaven's  sake,  my  good 
man,  as  you  hope  to  be  saved,  take  care  of  my  dress ! 

Stranger.  I  '11  do  what  I  can,  but  it  does  n't  depend 
upon  me. 

jRraxinoe,  What  heaps  of  people  I  They  push  like  a 
drove  of  pigs. 

Stranger.  Don't  be  frightened,  ma'am,  we  are  all 
right. 

JPraxinoe,  May  you  be  all  right,  my  dear  sir,  to  the 
last  day  you  live,  for  the  care  you  have  taken  of  us! 
What  a  kind,  considerate  man !  There  is  Eunoe  jammed 
in  a  squeeze.  Push,  you  goose,  .push.  Capital  I  We 
are  all  of  us  the  right  side  of  the  door,  as  the  bridegroom 
said  when  he  had  locked  himself  in  with  the  bride. 

Gorgo,  Praxinoe,  come  this  way.  Do  but  look  at 
that  work,  how  delicate  it  is !  —  how  exquisite  I  Why, 
they  might  wear  it  in  heaven. 

Praxinoe.  Heavenly  patroness  of  needlewomen,  what 
hands  were  hired  to  do  that  work  ?  Who  designed  those 
beautiful  patterns  ?  They  seem  to  stand  up  and  move 
about,  as  if  they  were  real ;  —  as  if  they  were  living 
things,  and  not  needlework.  Well,  man  is  a  wonderful 
creature !  And  look,  look,  how  charming  he  lies  there  on 
his  silver  couch,  with  just  a  soft  down  on  his  cheeks,  that 
beloved  Adonis,  —  Adonis,  whom  one  loves,  even  though 
he  is  dead  I 

Another  Stranger.  You  wretched  woman,  do  stop 
your  incessant  chatter !  Like  turtles,  you  go  on  forever. 
They  are  enough  to  kill  one  with  their  broad  lingo,-— 
aothing  but  a,  a,  a. 
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Gcrgo,  Lord,  where  does  the  man  come  from? 
What  b  it  to  you  if  we  are  chatterboxes  ?  Order  about 
jour  own  servants !  Do  you  give  orders  to  S3rracu8an 
women  ?  If  you  want  to  know,  we  came  originally  from 
Corinth,  as  Bellerophon  did ;  we  speak  Peloponnesiau. 
I  suppose  Dorian  women  may  be  allowed  to  have  a  Do« 
rian  accent 

Prcaeinoe.  O,  honey-sweet  Proserpine,  let  us  have 
no  more  masters  than  the  one  we  Ve  got !  We  don't  the 
least  care  fi>r  you ;  pray  don't  trouble  yourself  for  noth- 
ing. 

Gcrgo.  Be  quiet,  Praxinoe !  That  first-rate  singer, 
the  Argive  woman's  daughter,  is  going  to  sing  the  Adonis 
hymn.  She  is  the  same  who  was  chosen  to  sing  the  dirge 
last  year.  We  are  ^ure  to  have  somethins;  first-rate 
fromL  She  is  going  through  her  aire  and  ^  ready 
to  begin. 

So  far  the  dialogue ;  and,  as  it  stands  in  the  original, 
it  can  hardly  be  praised  too  highly.  It  is  a  page  torn 
fresh  out  of  the  book  of  human  life.  What  freedom  I 
What  animation!  Whatgayetyl  What  naturalness !  It 
is  said  that  Theocritus,  in  composing  this  poem,  borrowed 
from  a  work  of  Sophron,  a  poet  of  an  earlier  and  better 
time ;  but,  even  if  this  is  so,  the  form  is  still  Theocritus's 
own,  and  how  excellent  is  that  form,  how  masterly! 
And  this  in  a  Greek  poem  of  the  decadence ;  for  Theo- 
critus's poetry,  after  all,  is  poetry  of  the  decadence. 
When  such  is  Greek  poetry  of  the  decadence,  what  must 
be  Greek  poetry  of  the  prime  ? 

Then  the  singer  begins  her  hymn :  — 

'^Mistress,  who lo vest  the  haunts  of  Golgi,and  Idalium, 
and  high-peaked  Eryx,  Aphrodite  that  playest  with  gold ! 
how  have  the  delicate-footed  Hours,  after  twelve  monthsi 
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brought  ihj  Adonis  back  to  thee  from  the  ever-flowing 
Acheron !  Tardiest  of  the  immortals  are  the  boon 
Hours,  but  all  mankind  wait  their  approach  with  longing, 
for  thej  ever  bring  something  with  them.  O  Cjpris, 
Dione*s  child  I  thou  didst  change  —  so  is  the  story  among 
men  —  Berenice  from  mortal  to  immortal,  by  dropping 
ambrosia  into  her  fair  bosom ;  and  in  gratitude  to  thee 
for  this,  O  thou  of  many  names  and  many  temples  I 
Berenice's  daughter,  Arsinoe,  lovely  Helen's  living  coun- 
terpart, makes  much  of  Adonis  with  all  manner  of  brav* 
eries. 

<^  All  fruits,  that  the  tree  bears  are  laid  before  him,  all 
treasures  of  the  garden  in  silver  baskets,  and  alabaster 
boxes,  gold-inlaid,  of  Syrian  unguent;  and  all  confec- 
tionary that  cunning  women  make  on  their  kneading-tray, 
kneading  up  every  sort  of  flowers  with  white  meal,  and 
all  that  they  make  of  sweet  honey  and  delicate  oil, 
and  all  winged  and  creeping  things  are  here  set  before 
him.  And  there  are  built  for  him  green  bowers  with 
wealth  of  tender  anise,  and  little  boy-loves  flutter  about 
over  them,  like  young  nightingales  trying  their  new  wings 
on  the  tree,  from  bough  to  bough.  O  the  ebony,  the 
gold,  the  eagle  of  white  ivory  that  bears  alofl  his  cup- 
bearer to  Kronos-bom  Zeus!  And  up  there,  see!  a 
second  couch  strown  for  lovely  Adonis,  scarlet  coverlids 
softer  than  sleep  itdelf  (so  Miletus  and  the  Samian  wool- 
grower  will  say)  ;  Cypris  has  hers,  and  the  rosy-armed 
Adonis  has  his,  that  eighteen  or  nineteen-year-old  bride* 
groom.  His  kisses  will  not  wound,  the  hair  on  his  lip  is 
yet  light. 

"  Now,  Cypris,  good-night,  we  leave  thee  with  thy  bride- 
groom ;  but  to-morrow  morning,  with  the  earliest  dew,  we 
will  one  and  all  bear  him  forth  to  where  the  waves  splash 
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upon  the  sea-strand,  and  letting  loose  onr  locks,  and  let- 
ting fall  our  robes,  with  bosoms  bare,  we  will  set  up  this, 
our  melodious  strain :  — 

^^ '  Beloved  Adonis,  alone  of  the  demigods  (so  men  say) 
thou  art  permitted  to  visit  both  us  and  Acheron  I  This 
lot  had  neither  Agamemnon,  nor  the  mighty  moon-struck 
hero,  Ajax,  nor  Hector,  the  first-bom  of  Hecuba's  twenty 
children,  nor  Patrodus,  nor  Pyrrhus,  who  came  home  from 
Troy,  nor  those  yet  earlier  Lapithse  and  the  sons  of  Deu- 
calion, nor  the  Pelas^ans,  the  root  of  Argos  and  of  Pe- 
lops'  isle.  Be  gracious  to  us  now,  loved  Adonis,  and  be 
favorable  to  us  for  the  year  to  come  !  Dear  to  us  hast 
thou  been  at  this  coming,  dear  to  us  shalt  thou  be  when 
thou  comest  again.' " 

The  poem  concludes  with  a  characteristic  speech  from 
Gorgo:  — 

"Praxinoe,  certainly  women  are  wonderful  things. 
That  lucky  woman  to  know  all  that !  and  luckier  still  to 
have  such  a  splendid  voice !  And  now  we  must  see  about 
getting  home.  My  husband  has  not  had  his  dinner.  That 
man  is  all  vinegar,  and  nothing  else ;  and  if  you  keep 
him  waiting  for  his  dinner  he's  dangerous  to  go  near. 
Adieu,  precious  Adonis,  and  may  you  find  us  all  well 
when  you  come  next  year  I " 

So,  with  the  hymn  still  in  her  ears,  says  the  incorrigi- 
ble Gorgo. 

But  what  a  hymn  that  is !  Of  religious  emotion,  in 
our  acceptation  of  the  words,  and  of  the  comfort  spring- 
ing from  religious  emotion,  not  a  particle.  And  yet 
many  elements  of  religious  emotion  are  contained  in  the 
beautiful  story  of  Adonis.  Symbolically  treated,  as  the 
thoughtful  man  might  treat  it,  as  the  Greek  mysteries 
undoubtedly  treated  it,  this  story  was  capable  of  a  noble 
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and  touching  application,  and  could  lead  the  soul  to  ele- 
vating and  consoling  thoughts.  Adonis  was  the  sun  in 
his  summer  and  in  his  winter  course,  in  his  time  of  tri-> 
umph  and  his  time  of  defeat;  but  in  his  time  of  tri- 
nmph  still  moving  towards  his  defeat,  in  his  time  of  de* 
feat  still  returning  towards  his  triumph.  Thus  he  became 
an  emblem  of  the  power  of  life  and  the  bloom  of  beauty, 
the  power  of  human  life  and  th6  bloom  of  human  beauty, 
hastening  ineyitablj  to  diminution  and  decay,  yet  in  that 
very  decay  finding 

^  Hope,  and  a  ronoYation  withoat  end. 

But  nothing  of  this  appears  in  the  story  as  prepared  for 
popular  religious  use,  as  presented  to  the  multitude  in  a 
popular  religious  ceremony.  Its  treatment  is  not  devoid 
of  a  certain  grace  and  beauty,  but  it  has  nothing  whatever 
that  is  elevating,  nothing  that  is  consoling,  nothing  that  is 
in  our  sense  of  the  word  religious.  The  religious  cere- 
monies of  Christendom,  even  on  occasion  of  the  most  joy- 
ful and  mundane  matters,  present  the  multitude  with 
strains  of  profoundly  religious  character,  such  as  the 
Kyrte  deison  and  the  Te  Deum,  But  this  Greek  hymn 
to  Adonis  adapts  itself  exactly  to  the  tone  and  temper  of 
a  gay  and  pleasure-loving  multitude,  —  of  light-hearted 
people,  like  Gk)rgo  and  Praxinoe,  whose  moral  nature  is 
much  of  the  same  calibre  as  that  of  Phillina  in  Goethe's 
WUhelm  Meister,  people  who  seem  never  made  to  be  seri- 
ous, never  made  to  be  sick  or  sorry.  And,  if  they  happen 
to  be  sick  or  sorry,  what  will  they  do  then  ?  But  that  we 
have  no  right  to  ask.  Phillina,  within  the  enchanted 
bounds  of  Goethe's  novel,  Gorge  and  Praxinoe,  within 
the  enchanted  bounds  of  Theocritus's  poem,  never  will  . 
be  sick  and  sorry,  never  can  be  sick  and  sorry.  The 
ideal,  cheerful,  sensuous,  pagan  life  is  not  sick  or  soriy. 
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No ;  yet  its  natural  end  is  in  the  sort  of  life  which  Fchh- 
peii  and  Herculaneum  bring  so  vividly  before  us ;  a  life 
which  by  no  means  in  itself  suggests  the  thought  of  hor- 
ror and  misery,  which  even,  in  many  ways,  gratifies  the 
senses  and  the  understanding ;  but  by  the  very  intensity 
and  unremittingness  of  its  appeal  to  the  senses  and  the 
understanding,  by  its  stunulating  a  single  side  of  us  too 
absolutely,  ends  by  fatigtfing  and  revolting  us ;  ends  by 
leaving  us  with  a  sense  of  tightness,  of  oppression, — 
with  a  desire  for  an  utter  change,  for  clouds,  storms,  effu- 
sion and  reliefl 

In  the  beginning  of  the  thirteenth  century,  when  the 
clouds  and  storms  had  come,  when  the  gay  sensuous 
pagan  life  was  gone,  when  men  were  not  living  by  the 
senses  and  understanding,  when  they  were  looking  for  the 
speedy  coming  of  Antichrist,  there  appeared  in  Italy,  to 
the  north  of  Rome;  in  the  beautiful  Umbrian  country  at 
the  foot  of  the  Apennines,  a  figure  of  the  most  magical 
power  and  charm,  St.  Francis.  His  century  is,  I  think, 
the  most  interesting  in  the  history  of  Christianity  after  its 
primitive  age ;  more  interesting  than  even  the  century  of 
the  Reformation ;  and  one  of  the  chief  figures,  perhaps 
the  very  chief,  to  which  this  interest  attaches  itself,  is  St. 
Francis.  And  why  ?  Because  of  the  profound  popular 
instinct  which  enabled  him,  more  than  any  man  since  the 
primitive  age,  to  fit  religion  for  popular  use.  He  brought 
religion  to  the  people.  He  founded  the  most  popular 
body  of  ministers  of  religion  that  has  ever  existed  in  the 
Church.  .He  transformed  monachism  by  uprooting  the 
stationary  monk,  delivering  him  from  the  bondage  of 
property,  and  sending  him,  as  a  mendicant  friar,  to  be  a 
stranger  and  sojourner,  not  in  the  wilderness,  but  in  the 
most  crowded  haunts  of  men,  to  console  them  and  to  do 
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them  good.  This  popular  instinct  of  his  is  at  the  bot- 
tom of  his  famous  marriage  with  poverty.  Poverty  and 
sofiering  are  the  condition  of  the  people,  the  multitadey 
the  immense  majority  of  mankind ;  and  it  was  towards 
this  people  that  his  soul  yearned.  ^  He  listens,"  it  was 
said  of  him,  ''to  those  to  whom  God  himself  will  not 
listen." 

So  in  return,  as  no  other  man  he  was  listened  to. 
When  an  Umbrian  town  or  village  heard  ci  his  approach, 
the  whole  population  went  out  in  joyful  procession  to 
meet  him,  with  green  boughs,  flags,  music,  and  songs  of 
gladness.  The  master,  who  began  with  two  disciples, 
could  in  his  own  lifetime  (and  he  died  at  forty-four) 
collect  to  keep  Whitsuntide  with  him,  in  presence  of  an 
immense  multitude,  five  thousand  of  his  Minorites.  He 
found  fulfilm'ent  to  his  prophetic  cry :  ^  I  hear  in  my  ears 
the  sound  of  the  tongues  of  all  the  nations  who  shall  come 
unto  us;  Frenchmen,  Spaniards,  Germans,  Englishmen. 
The  Lord  will  make  of  us  a  great  people,  even  unto  the 
ends  of  the  earth." 

Prose  could  not  satisfy  this  ardent  soul,  and  he  made 
poetry.  Latin  was  too  learned  for  this  simple,  popular 
nature,  and  he  composed  in  his  mother  tongue,  in  Italian. 
The  beginnings  of  the  mundane  poetry  of  the  Italians  are 
iu  Sicily,  at  the  court  of  kings ;  the  beginnings  of  their 
religious  poetry  are  in  Umbria,  with  St.  Francis.  His 
are  the  humble  upper  waters  of  a  mighty  stream :  at  the 
beginning  of  the  thirteenth  century  it  is  St  Francis,  at 
the  end,  Dante.  Now  it  happens  that  St.  Francis,  too, 
like  the  Alexandrian  songstress,  has  his  hymn  for  the 
sun,  for  Adonis ;  Canticle  of  the  Sun^  Canticle  of  the 
Creatures,  the  poem  goes  by  both  name^.  Like  the 
Alexandi'ian  hymn,  it  is  designed  for  popular  use,  but 
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not  for  use  bj  King  Ptolemy's  people;  artless  in  lan- 
guage, irregular  in  rhythm,  it  matches  with  the  childlike 
genius  that  produced  it,  and  the  simple  natures  that  loved 
and  repeated  it :  — 

<'  O  most  high,  almighty,  good  Lord  Grod,  to  thee  be- 
long praise,  glory,  honor,  and  all  blessing  1 

^  Praised  be  my  Lord  God  with  all  his  creatures  ;  and 
specially  our  brother  the  sun,  who  brings  us  the  day,  and 
who  brings  us  the  light ;  fair  is  he,  and  shining  with  a 
very  great  splendor :  O  Lord,  he  signifies  to  us  thee  I 

^  Praised  be  my  Lord  for  our  sister  the  moon,  and 
for  the  stars,  the  which  he  has  set  dear  and  lovely  in 
heaven. 

'^  Praised  be  my  Lord  for  our  brother  the  wind,  and  for 
air  and  doud,  calms  and  all  weather,  by  the  which  thou 
npholdest  in  life  all  creatures. 

"Praised  be  my  Lord  for  our  sister  water,  who  is 
very  serviceable  unto  us,  and  humble,  and  predons,  and 
dean. 

""Praised  be  my  Lord  for  our  brother  fire,  through 
whom  thou  givest  us  light  in  the  darkness ;  and  he  is 
bright,  and  pleasant,  and  very  mighty,  and  strong. 

"  Praised  be  my  Lord  for  our  mother  the  earth,  the 
which  doth  sustain  us  and  keep  us,  and  bringeth  forth 
divers  fruits,  and  fiowers  of  many  colors,  and  grass. 

"Praised  be  my  Lord  for  all  those  who  pardon  one 
another  for  his  love's  sake,  and  who  endure  weakness 
and  tribulation;  blessed  are  they  who  peaceably  shall 
endure;  for  thou,  O  most  Highest,  shalt  give  them  a 
crown! 

"  Praised  be  my  Lord  for  our  sister,  the  death  of  the 
body,  from  whom  no  man  escapeth.  Woe  to  him  who 
dieth  in  mortal  sin.     Blessed  are  they  who  are  found 
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walking  by  thy  most  holy  wiU,  for  the  second  death  shall 
have  no  power  to  do  them  harm. 

^  Praise  ye,  and  bless  ye  the  Lord,  and  give  thanks 
unto  him,  and  serve  him  with  great  humility." 

It  is  natural  that  man  should  take  pleasure  in  his  senses. 
It  is  natural,  also,  that  he  should  take  refuge  in  his  heart 
and  imagination  from  his  misery.  When  one  thinks  what 
human  life  is  for  the  vast  majority  of  mankind,  how  little 
of  a  feast  for  their  senses  it  can  possibly  be,  one  under- 
stands the  charm  for  them  of  a  refuge  offered  in  the 
heart  and  imagination.  Above  all,  when  one  thinks  what 
human  life  was  in  the  Middle  Ages,  one  understands  the 
charm  of  such  a  refuge. 

Now,  the  poetry  of  Theocritns's  hymn  is  poetry  treat- 
ing the  world  according  to  the  demand  of  the  senses ;  the 
poetry  of  St.  Francis's  hymn  is  poetry  treating  the  world 
according  to  the  demand  of  the  heart  and  imagination. 
The  first  takes  the  world  by  its  outward,  sensible  side ; 
the  second  by  its  inward,  symbolical  side.  The  first  ad- 
mits as  much  of  the  world  as  is*  pleasure-giving ;  the 
second  admits  the  whole  world,  rough  and  smooth,  pain- 
ful and  pleasure-giving,  all  alike,  but  all  transfigured  by 
the  power  of  a  spiritual  emotion,  all  brought  under  a  law 
of  supersensual  love,  having  its  seat  in  the  soul.  It  can 
thus  even  say :  ^  Fndsed  be  my  Lord  for  our  sister,  the 
death  of  the  hodyJ' 

But  these  very  words  are  an  indication  that  we  are 
touching  upon  an  extreme.  When  we  see  Pompeii,  we 
can  put  our  finger  upon  the  pagan  sentiment  in  its  ex- 
treme.  And  when  we  read  of  Monte  Alvemo  and  the 
stigtnaia,  when  we  read  of  the  repulsive,  because  self- 
caused,  sufierings  of  the  end  of  St.  Francis's  life;  when 
we  find  even  him  saying:  "I  have  sinned  agaiiL^t  my 
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brother  the  ass,^  meaning  bj  these  words  that  he   had 
been  too  hard  upon  his  own  bodj;  when  we  find  Iiim 
doubting  ^  whether  he  who  had  destroyed  himself  by  the 
severity  of  his  penances  could  find  mercy  in  eternity ; "  wg 
can  put  our  finger  on  the  mediaeval  Christian  sentiment 
in  its  extreme.     Human  nature  is  neither  all  senses  and 
understanding,  nor  all  heart  and  imagination.     Pompeii 
was  a  sign  that  for  humanity  at  large  the  measure  of 
sensualism  had  been   overpassed ;    St  Francis's  doubt 
was  a  sign  that  for  humanity  at  large  the  measure  of 
spiritualism   had   been   overpassed;    Humanity,   in    its 
violent  rebound  from  one  extreme,  had  swung  from  Pom- 
peii to  Monte  Alvemo;   but  it  was   sure  not  to  stay 
there. 

The  Renaissance  is,  in  part,  a  return  towa^s  the  pagan 
spirit,  in  the  special  sense  in  which  I  have  been  using  the 
word  pagan  ;  a  return  towards  the  life  of  the  senses  and 
the  understanding.  The  Reformation,  on  the  other  hand, 
is  the  very  opposite  to  this;  in  Luther  there  is  nothing 
Greek  or  pagan ;  vehemently  as  he  attacked  the  adora- 
tion of  St.  Francis,  Luther  had  himself  something  of  St. 
Francis  in  him;  he  was  a  thousand  times  more  akin  to 
St  Francis  than  to  Theocritus  or  to  Voltaire.  The  Re- 
formation —  I  do  not  mean  the  inferior  piece  given  under 
that  name,  by  Henry  the  Eighth  and  a  second-rate  com- 
pany, in  this  island,  but  the  real  Reformation,  the  Ger- 
man Reformation,  Luther's  Reformation  —  was  a  reac- 
tion of  the  moral  and  spiritual  sense  against  the  carnal 
and  pagan  sense ;  it  was  a  religious  revival  like  St  Fran- 
cis's, but  this  time  against  the  Church  of  Rome,  not 
within  her ;  for  the  carnal  and  pagan  sense  had  now,  in 
the  government  of  the  Church  of  Rome  herself,  its 
prime    representative.     The   grand  reaction  against  the 
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rule  of  the  heart  and  imagination,  the  strong  return 
towards  the  rule  of  the'  senses  and  understanding,  is  in 
the  eighteenth  century.  And  this  reaction  has  had  no 
more  brilliant  champion  than  a  man  of  the  nineteenth, 
of  whom  I  have  already  spoken ;  a  man  who  could  feel 
not  only  the  pleasurableness  but  the  poetry  of  the  life 
of  the  senses  (and  the  life  of  the  senses  has  its  deep  poe- 
try) ;  a  man  who,  in  his  very  last  poem,  divided  the 
whole  world  into  "  barbarians  and  Greeks,"  —  Heinrich 
Heine.  No  man  has  reproached  the  Monte  Alverno 
extreme  in  sentiment,  the  Christian  extreme,  the  heart 
and  imagination  subjugating  the  senses  and  understand- 
ing, more  bitterly  than  Heine;  no  man  has  extolled 
the  Pompeii  extreme,  the  pagan  extreme,  more  raptur- 
ously. 

^^All  through  the  Middle  Age  these  sufferings,  this 
fever,  this  over-tension  lasted ;  and  we  moderns  8till  feel 
in  all  our  limbs  the  pain  and  weakness  from  them.  Even 
those  of  us  who  are  cured  have  still  to  live  with  a  hos- 
pital-atmosphere all  around  us,  and  find  ourselves  as 
wretched  in  it  as  a  strong  man  among  the  sick.  Some 
day  or  other,  when  humanity  shall  have  got  quite  well 
again,  when  the  body  and  soul  shall  have  made  their 
peace  together,  the  factitious  quarrel  which  Christianity 
has  cooked  up  between  them  will  appear  something  hard- 
ly comprehensible.  The  fairer  and  happier  generations, 
offspring  of  unfettered  unions,  that  will  rise  up  and  bloom 
in  the  atmosphere  of  a  religion  of  pleasure,  will  smile 
sadly  when  they  think  of  their  poor  ancestors,  whose  life 
was  passed  in  melancholy  abstinence  from  the  joys  of  this 
beautiful  earth,  and  who  faded  away  into  spectres,  from 
the  mortal  compression  which  they  put  upon  the  warm 
and  glowing  emotions  of  sense.    Yes,  with  assurance  I 

9  M 
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saj  it,  our  descendants  will  be  fairer  and  happier  than 
we  are;  for  I  am  a  believer  in  progress,  and  I  hold 
GU)d  to  be  a  kind  being  who  has  intended  man  to  be 
happy." 

That  is  Heine^s  sentiment,  in  the  prime  of  life,  in  the 
glow  of  activity,  amid  the  briUiant  whirl  of  Paris.  I  will 
no  more  blame  it  than  I  blamed  the  sentiment  of  the 
Greek  hymn  to  Adonis.  I  wish  to  decide  n^^thiiig  as  of 
my  own  authority ;  the  great  art  of  criticism  is  to  get 
one*8  self  out  of  the  way  and  to  let  humanity  decide.  Well, 
the  sentiment  of  the  ''  religion  of  pleasure  "  has  much 
that  is  natural  in  it ;  humanity  will  gladly  accept  it  if  it 
can  live  by  it :  to  live  by  it  one  must  never  be  sick  or 
sorry,  and  the  old,  ideal,  limited,  pagan  world  never,  I 
have  said,  wcu  sick  or  sorry,  never  at  least  shows  itself  to 
us  sick  or  sorry :  — 

What  pipes  and  timbrels !  what  wild  ecstasy !  '* 

For  our  imagination,  Gorgo  and  Praxinoe  cross  the 
human  stage  chattering  in  their  blithe  Doric, — Uke  tur-^ 
deSy  as  the  cross  stranger  said,. —  and  keep  gayly  chatter- 
ing on  till  they  disappear.  But  in  the  new,  real,  im- 
mense, post-pagan  world,  —  in  the  barbarian  world,  —  the 
shock  of  accident  is  unceasing,  the  serenity  of  existence 
is  perpetually  troubled,  not  even  a  Greek  like  Heine  can 
get  across  the  mortal  stage  without  bitter  calamity.  How 
does  the  sentiment  of  the  '^  religion  of  pleasure "  serve 
then?  does  it  help,  does  it  console?  Can  a  man  live 
by  it?  Heinei  again  shall  answer  ;  Heine  just  twenty 
years  older,  stricken  with  incurable  disease,  waiting  for 
death :  — . 

"  The  great  pot  stands  smoking  before  me,  but  I  have 
no  spoon  to  help  myself.     What  does  it  profit  me  that 
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my  health  is  drunk  at  banquets  out  of  gold  cups  and  in 
the  most  exquisite  wines,  if  I  myself,  while  these  ovations 
are  going  on,  lonely  and  cut  off  from  the  pleasures  of 
the  world,  can  only  just  wet  my  lips  with  barley-water  ? 
What  good  does  it  do  me  that  all  the  roses  of  Shiraz  open 
their  leaves  and  bum  for  me  with  passionate  tenderness  ? 
Alas !  Shiraz  is  some  two  thousand  leagues  from  the  Rue 
d' Amsterdam,  where  in  the  solitude  of  my  sick-chamber 
all  the  perfume  I  smell  is  that  of  hot  towels.  Alas  1  the 
moekery  of  God  is  heavy  upon  me  I  The  great  Author 
of  the  universe,  the  Aristophanes  of  Heaven,  has  deter- 
mined to  make  the  petty  earthly  author,  the  so-called 
Aristophanes  of  Germany,  feel  to  his  heart's  core  what 
pitiful  needle-pricks  his  cleverest  sarcasms  have  been, 
compared  with  the  thunderbolts  which  His  divine  humor 
can  launch  against  feeble  mortals !  .  .  .  . 

^  In  the  year  1840,"  says  the  Chronicle  of  Limburg, 
^  all  over  Germany  everybody  was  strumming  and  hum* 
ming  certain  songs,  more  lovely  and  delightful  than  any 
which  bad  ever  yet  been  known  in  Grerman  countries ; 
and  all  people,  old  and  young,  the  women  particularly, 
were  perfectly  mad  about  them,  so  that  from  morning 
till  night  you  heard  nothing  else.  Only,"  the  Chronicle 
adds,  ^the  author  of  these  songs  happened  to  be  a  young 
clerk  afflicted  with  leprosy,  and  living  apart  from  all  the 
world  in  a  desolate  place.  The  excellent  reader  does  not 
require  to  be  told  how  horrible  a  complaint  was  leprosy 
in  the  Middle  Ages,  and  how  the  poor  wretches  who  had 
this  incurable  plague  were  banished  from  society,  and  had 
to  keep  at  a  distance  from  every  human  being.  Like 
living  corpses,  in  a  gray  gown  reaching  down  to  the  feet, 
and  with  the  hood  brought  over  their  face,  they  went 
about,  carrying  in  their  hands  an  enormous  ratUe,  called 
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Saint  Lazaras's  rattle.  With  this  rattle  thej  gave  notice 
of  their  approach,  that  every  one  might  have  time  to  get 
out  of  their  waj.  This  poor  clerk,  then,  whose  poetical 
gift  the  Limburg  Chronicle  extols,  was  a  leper,  and  he 
sat  moping  in  the  dismal  deserts  of  his  misery,  whilst  all 
Grermanj,  gay  and  tuneful,  was  praising  his  songs. 

"  Sometimes,  in  my  sombre  visions  of  the  night,  I 
imagine  that  I  see  before  me  the  poor  leprosy-stricken 
derk  of  the  Limbui^  Chronicle,  and  from  under  his  gray 
hood  hb  distressed  eyes  look  out  upon  me  in  a  fixed  and 
strange  fashion ;  but  the  next  instant  he  disappears,  and 
I  hear,  dying  away  in  the  distance,  like  the  echo  of  a 
dream,  the  dull  creak  of  Saint  Lazarus's  rattle." 

We  have  come  a  long  way  from  Theocritus  there  ;  the 
expression  of  that  has  nothing  of  the  dear,  positive,  hap- 
py, pagan  character ;  it  has  much  more  the  character  of 
one  of  the  indeterminate  grotesques  of  the  suffering  Mid- 
dle Age.  Profoundness  and  power  it  has,  though  at  the 
same  time  it  is  not  truly  poetical ;  it  is  not  natural  enough 
for  that,  there  is  too  much  waywardness  in  it,  too  much 
bravado.  But  as  a  condition  of  sentiment  to  be  popular, 
to  be  a  comfort  for  the  mass  of  mankind,  under  the  press- 
ure of  calamity,  to  live  by,  —  what  a  manifest  &ilure  is 
this  last  word  of  the  religion  oi  pleasure  I  One  man  in 
many  millions,  a  Heine,  may  console  himself,  and  keep 
himself  erect  in  suffering,  by  a  colossal  irony  of  this  sort, 
by  covering  himself  and  the  universe  with  the  red  fire  of 
this  sinister  mockery;  but  the  many  millions  cannot, — 
cannot  if  they  would.  That  is  where  the  sentiment  of  a 
religion  of  sorrow  has  such  a  vast  advantage  over  the 
sentiment  of  a  religion  of  pleasure,  —  in  its  power  to  be 
a  general,  popular,  religious  sentiment,  a  stay  for  the 
mass  of  mankind,  whose  lives  are  full  of  hardship.    It 
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reallj  soooeeds  in  conveying  far  more  joy,  far  more  of 
what  the  mass  of  mankind  are  so  much  withoot,  than  its 
rivaL     I  do  not  mean  joy  in  prospect  only,  but  joy  in 
pofisession,  actual  enjoyment  of  the  world.     Mediaeval 
Christianity  is  reproached  with  its  gloom  and  austeri- 
ties; it  assigns  the  material  world,  says  Heine,  to  the 
I>eviL    But  yet  what  a  fulness  of  delight  does  St.  Fran- 
cis manage  to  draw  from  this  material  world  itself,  and 
from  its  commonest  and  most  universally  enjoyed  ele- 
ments, —  sun,  air,  earth,  water,  plants  I     His  hymn  ex- 
presses a  far  more  cordial  sense  of  happiness,  even  in  the 
material  world,  than  the  hymn  of  Theocritus.     It  is  this 
which  made  the  fortune  of  Christianity,  —  its  gladness, 
not  its  sorrow;  not  its  assigning  the  spiritual  world  to 
Christ  and  the  material  world  to  the  Devil,  but  its  draw- 
ing from  the  spiritual  world  a  source  of  joy  so  abundant 
that  it  ran  over  upon  the  material  world  and  transfigured  it. 
I  have  said  a  great  deal  of  harm  of  paganism ;  and, 
taking  paganism  to  mean  a  state  of  things  which  it  is 
commonly  taken  to  mean,  and  which  did  really  exist,  no 
more  harm  than  it  well  deserved.     Yet  I  must  not  end 
without  reminding  the  reader,  that  before  this  state  of 
things  appeared,  there  was  an  epoch  in  Greek  life,  —  in 
pagan  life,  —  of  the  highest  possible  beauty  and  value; 
an  epoch  which  alone  goes  fiur  towards  making  Greece 
the  Grreece  we  mean  when  we  speak  of  Greece,  —  a 
country  hardly  less  important  to  mankind  than  Judaea. 
The  poetry  of  later  paganism  lived  by  the  senses  and 
understanding ;  the  poetry  of  mediaeval  Christianity  lived 
by  the  heart  and  imagination.     But  the  main  element  of 
the  modem  spirit's  life  is  neither  the  senses  and  under- 
standing,  nor  the  heart  and  imagination ;  it  is  the  imagi- 
native reason.    And  there  is  a  century  in  Greek  life,  — 
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HY  should  we  ever  treat  of  any  dead  authors 
but  the  famous  ones?  Mainly  for  this  rea- 
son :  because,  from  these  famous  personages, 
home  or  foreign,  whom  we  all  know  so  well, 
and  of  whom  so  much  has  been  said,  the  amount  of  stim- 
ulus which  they  contain  for  us  has  been  in  a  great  meas- 
ure disengaged ;.  people  have  formed  their  opinion  about 
them,  and  do  not  readily  change  it  One  may  write  of 
them  afresh,  combat  received  opinions  about  them,  even 
interest  one's  readers  in  so  doing ;  but  the  interest  one's 
readers  receive  has  to  do,  in  general,  rather  ^rith  the 
treatment  than  with  the  subject ;  they  are  susceptible  of 
a  lively  impression  rather  of  the  course  of  the  discussion 
itself — its  turns,  vivacity,  and  novelty  —  than  of  the 
genius  of  the  author  who  is  the  occasion  of  it  And  yet 
what  is  really  precious  and  inspiring,  in  all  that  we  get 
from  literature,  except  this  sense  of  an  immediate  contact 
with  genius  itself,  and  the  stimulus  towards  what  is  true 
and  excellent  which  we  derive  from  it  ?  Now  in  litera- 
ture, besides  the  eminent  men  of  genius  who  have  had 
their  deserts  in  the  way  of  fame,  besides  the  eminent  men 
of  ability  who  have  often  had  far  more  than  their  deserts 
in  the  way  of  fame,  there  are  a  certain  number  of  person- 
ages who  have  been  real  men  of  genius, — ^^by  which  I 
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mean,  that  they  have  had  a  genuine  gift  for  what  is  trae 
and  excellent,  and  are  therefore  capable  of  emitting  a 
life-giving  stimulus,  —  but  who,  for  some  reason  or  other, 
in  most  cases  for  very  valid  reasons,  have  remained  ob- 
scure, nay,  beyond  a  narrow  circle  m  their  own  country, 
unknown.  It  is  salutary  from  time  to  time  to  come  across 
a  genius  of  this  kind,  and  to  extract  his  honey.  Often  he 
has  more  of  it  for  us,  as  I  have  already  said,  than  greater 
men ;  for,  tliough  it  is  by  no  means  true  that  from  what 
is  new  to  us  there  is  most  to  be  learnt,  it  is  yet  indis- 
putably true  that  from  what  is  new  to  us  we  in  general 
learn  most. 

Of  a  genius  of  this  kind,  Joseph  Joubert,  I  am  now  go- 
ing to  speak.  His  name  is,  I  believe,  almost  unknown  in 
England;  and  even  in  France,  his  native  country,  it  is 
not  famous.  M.  Sainte-Beuve  has  given  of  him  one  of 
his  incomparable  portraits ;  but  —  besides  that  even  M. 
Sainte-Beuve*s  writings  are  far  less  known  amongst  us 
than  they  deserve  to  be  —  every  country  has  its  own 
point  of  view  from  which  a  remarkable  author  may 
most  profitably  be  seen  and  studied. 

Joseph  Joubert  was  born  (and  his  date  should  be  re- 
marked) in  1754,  at  Montignac,  a  little  town  in  F^rigord. 
His  father  was  a  doctor  with  small  means  and  a  large 
£unily;  and  Joseph,  the  eldest,  had  his  own  way  to 
make  in  the  world.  He  was  for  eight  years,  as  pupil 
first,  and  aflerwards  as  an  assistant-master,  in  the  public 
school  of  Toulouse,  then  managed  by  the  Jesuits,  who 
seem  to  have  left  in  him  a  most  favorable  opinion,  not 
only  of  their  tact  and  address,  but  of  their  really  good 
qualities  as  teachers  and  directors.  Compelled  by  the 
weakness  of  his  health  to  give  up,  at  twenty-two,  the 

profession  of  teaching,  he  passed  two  important  years  of 

9* 


202  JOUBEBT. 

his  life  in  hArd  stadj,  at  home  at  Mondgnac ;  and  came 
hi  1778  to  trj  his  fortune  in  the  literary  world  of  Paris, 
then  perhaps  the  most  tempting  field  which  has  ever  yet 
presented  itself  to  a  young  man  of  letters.  He  knew 
Diderot,  I^Alembert,  Marmontel,  Laharpe ;  he  became 
intimate  with  one  of  the  celebrities  of  the  next  literary 
generation,  then,  like  himself,  a  young  man,  —  Chateau- 
briand's friend,  the  future  Grand  Master  of  the  Univer- 
sity, Fontanes.  But,  even  then,  it  began  to  be  remarked 
of  him,  that  M.  Joubert  s'tnqmetait  de  perfection  hien  plus 
que  de  gloire  —  **  cared  far  more  about  perfecting  himself 
than  about  making  himself  a  reputation."  His  severity 
of  morals  may  perhaps  have  been  rendered  easier  to  him 
by  the  delicacy  of  his  health ;  but  the  delicacy  of  his 
health  will  not  by  itself  account  for  his  changeless  prefer- 
ence of  being  to  seeming,  knowing  to  showing,  studying 
to  publishing ;  for  what  terrible  public  performers  have 
some  invalids  been  I  This  preference  he  retained  all 
through  his  life,  and  it  is  by  this  that  he  is  characterized. 
*^He  has  chosen,"  Chateaubriand  (adopting  Epicums's 
famous  words)  said  of  him,  ^  to  hide  hie  life*'  Of  a  life 
which  its  owner  was  bent  on  hiding  there  can  be  but  lit- 
tle to  tell.  Yet  the  only  two  public  incidents  of  Joubert's 
life,  slight  as  they  are,  do  all  concerned  in  them  so  much 
credit  that  they  deserve  mention.  In  1790  the  Constit- 
uent Assembly  made  the  office  of  justice  of  the  peace 
elective  throughout  France.  The  people  of  Montignac 
retained  such  an  impression  of  the  character  of  their 
young  townsman  —  one  of  Plutarch's  men  of  virtue,  as 
he  had  lived  amongst  them,  simple,  studious,  severe  — 
that,  though  he  had  left  them  for  years,  they  elected  him 
in  his  absence  without  his  knowing  anything  about  it. 
The  appointment  little  suited  Joubert's  wishes  or  tastes ; 
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but  at  such  a  moment  he  thought  it  wrong  to  decline  it 
He  beld  it  for  two  years,  the  legal  term,  discharging  its 
duties  with  a  firmness  and  integrity  which  were  long  re- 
membered ;  and  then,  when  he  went  out  of  office,  his  fel- 
low-townsmen re-elected  him.  But  Joubert  thought  that 
he  had  now  accomplished  his  duty  towards  them,  and  he 
Went  back  to  the  retirement  which  he  loved.  That 
seems  to  us  a  little  episode  of  the  great  French  Revo- 
latioii  worth  remembering.  The  sage  who  was  asked  by 
the  king,  why  sages  were  seen  at  the  doors  of  kings,  but 
not  kings  at  the  doors  of  sages,  replied,  that  it  was  be- 
cause sages  knew  what  was  good  for  them,  and  kings  did 
I  not.     But  at  Montignac  the  king  —  for  in  1790  the  peo- 

ple in  France  was  king  with  a  vengeance  —  knew  what* 
was  good  for  him,  and  came  to  the  door  of  the  sage. 

The  other  incident  was  this.      When  Napoleon,  in 
1809,  reorganized    the    public    instruction  of   France, 
\  founded  the  University,  and  made  M.  do  Fontanes  its 

Grand  Master,  Fontanes  had  to  submit  to  the  Emperor 
a  list  of  persons  to  form  the  council  or  governing  body  of 
)  the  new  University.     Third  on  his  list,  after  two  distin- 

guished names,  Fontanes  placed  the  unknown  name  of 
I  Joubert      ''This  name,"  he  said,  in  his  accompanying 

^  memorandum  to  the  Emperor,  ^  is  not  known  as  the  two 

first  are ;  and  yet  this  is  the  nomination  to  which  I  attach 
^  most  importance.     I  have  known  M.  Joubert  all  my  life. 

His  character  and  intelligence  are  of  the  very  highest 
order.     I  shall  rejoice  if  your  Majesty  will  accept  my 
^  guarantee  for  him."    Napoleon  trusted  his  Grand  Master, 

and  Joubert  became  a  councillor  of  the  University.     It 
is  something  that  a  man,  elevated  to  the  highest  posts  of 
f  State,  should  not  foiget  his  obscure  friends ;  or  that,  if  he 

remembers  and  places  them,  he  should  regard  in  pladng 
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« 
them  their  merit  rather  than  their  obecoritj.     It  is  more, 

in  the  eyes  of  those  whom  the  necessities,  real  or  sup- 
posed, of  a  political  system  have  long  familiarized  with 
'such  cynical  disregard  of  fitness  in  the  distribution  of 
office,  to  see  a  minister  and  his  master  alike  zealous,  in 
giving  away  places,  to  give  them  to  the  best  men  to  be 
found. 

Between  1792  and  1809  Joubert  had  married.  His 
life  was  passed  between  Yilleneuve-sur-Yonne,  where  his 
wife's  family  lived,  —  a  pretty  little  Burgundian  town, 
by  which  itbe  Lyons  railroad  now  passes,  —  and  Paris* 
Here,  in  a  house  in  the  Rue  St.-Honor^  in  a  room  very 
high  up,  and  admitting  plenty  of  the  light  which  he  so 
^oved,  —  a  room  from  which  he  saw,  in  his  own  words, 
^  a  great  deal  of  sky  and  very  little  earth,"  —  among  the 
treasures  of  a  library  collected  with  infinite  pains,  taste, 
and  skill,  from  which  every  book  he  thought  ill  of  was 
rigidly  excluded,  —  he  never  would  possess  either  a  com- 
plete Voltaire  or  a  complete  Rousseau,  —  the  happiest 
hours  of  his  life  were  passed.  In  the  circle  of  one  of 
those  women  who  leave  a  sort  of  perfume  in  literary  his- 
tory, and  who  have  the  gift  of  inspiring  successive  gener- 
ations of  readers  with  an  indescribable  regret  not  to  have 
known  them, — Pauline  de  Montmorin,  Madame  de  Beau- 
mont, —  he  had  become  intimate  with  nearly  all  which  at 
that  time,  in  the  Paris  world  of  letters  or  of  society,  was 
most  attractive  and  promising.-  Amongst  his  acquaintan- 
ces one  only  misses  the  names  of  Madame  de  Stael  and 
Benjamin  Constant;  neither  of  them  was  to  his  taste, 
and  with  Madame  de  Stael  he  always  refused  to  become 
•  acquainted;  he  thought  she  had  more  vehemence  than 
truth,  and  more  heat  than  light.  Years  went  on,  and  his 
friends  became  conspicuous  authors  or  statesmen ;  but 
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Joubert  remained  in  the  shade.    His  oonstitation  was  of 
soch  fragility  that  how  he  lived  so  long,  or  accomplished 
BO  much  as  he  did,  is  a  wonder ;  his  soul  had,  for  its  basis 
of  operations,  hardly  any  body  at  all ;  both  from  his  stom- 
ach and  from  his  chest  he  seems  to  have  had  constant 
sufferings,  though  he  lived  by  rule,  and  was  as  abstemious 
as  a  Hindoa    Ofleo,  after  overwork  in  thinking,  reading, 
or  talking,  he  remained  for  days  together  in  a  state  of 
utter  prostration,  —  condemned  to  absolute  silence  and 
inaction ;  too  happy  if  the  agitation  of  his  mind  would   '^ 
become  quiet  also,  and  let  him  have  the  repose  of  which 
he  stood  in  so  much  need.   With  this  weakness  of  health, 
these  repeated  suspensions  of  energy,  he  was  incapable      / 
of 'the  prolonged  contention  of  spirit  necessary  for  the 
creation  of  great  works;  but  he  read  and  thought  im- 
mensely; he  was  an  unwearied  note-taker,  a  charming 
letter-writer,  above  all,  an  excellent  and  delightful  talker. 
The  gayety  and  amenity  of  his  natural  disposition  were 
inexhaustible ;  and  his  spirit,  too,  was  of  astonishing  elas- 
ticity ;  he  seemed  to  hold  on  to  life  by  a  single  thread 
only,  but  that  single  thread  was  very  tenacious.    More 
and  more,  as  his  soul  and  knowledge  ripened  more  and 
more,  his  friends  pressed  to  his  room  in  the  J^ue  St- 
HoQor6 ;  often  he  received  them  in  bed,  for  he  seldom 
rose  before  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon ;  and  at  his 
bedroom-door,  on  his  bad  days,  Madame  Jonb^*t  stood 
sentry,  trying,  not  always  with  success,  to  keep  back  the 
thirsty  comers  finnn  the  fountain  which  was  forbidden  to 
flow.     Fontanes  did  nothing  in  the  Umversity  without 
consulting  him,  and  Joubert's  ideas  and  pen  were  always 
at  his  frirad's  service.    When  he  was  in  the  country,  at 
TiUeneuve,  the  young  priests  of  his  neighborhood  used 
to  resort  to  him,  in  order  to  profit  by  his  library  and  by 
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hts  conversation.  He,  like  oar  G>leridge,  was  particu- 
larly qualified  to  attract  men  of  this  kind  and  to  benefit 
them:  retaining  perfect  independence  of  mind,  he  whb 
religions ;  he  was  a  religions  philosopher.  As  age  came 
on,  his  infirmities  became  more  and  more  overwhelming; 
some  of  his  friends,  too,  died  ;  others  became  so  immersed 
in  politics,  that  Jonbert,  who  hated  politics,  saw  them 
seldomer  than  of  old ;  but  the  moroseness  of  age  and  in- 
firmity never  touched  him,  and  he  never  quarrelled  with 
a  friend  or  lost  one.  From  these  miseries  he  was  pre- 
served by  that  quality  in  him  of  which  we  have  already 
spoken ;  a  quality  which  is  best  expressed  by  a  word,  not 
of  common  use  in  English,  —  alas !  we  have  too  little  in 
our  national  character  of  the  quality  which  this  word  ex- 
presses, —  his  inborn,  his  constant  amenity.  He  lived 
till  the  year  1824.  On  the  4th  of  May  in  that  year  he 
died,  at  the  age  of  seventy.  A  day  or  two  after  his  death, 
M.  de  Chateaubriand  inserted  in  the  Journal  des  DSbats 
a  short  notice  of  him,  perfect  for  its  feeling,  grace,  and 
propriety.  On  ne  vit  dans  la  memotre  du  monde^  he 
says,  and  says  truly,  que  par  des  travaux  pour  U  monde^ 
—  "a  man  can  live  in  the  world's  memory  only  by 
what  he  has  done  for  the  world."  But  Chateaubriand 
used  the  privilege  which  his  great  name  gave  him  to 
assert,  delicately  but  firmly,  Joubert's  real  and  rare 
merits,  and  to  tell  the  world  what  manner  of  man  had 
just  left  it 

Joubert's  papers  were  accumulated  in  boxes  and  draw- 
ers. He  had  not  meant  them  for  publication;  it  was 
very  difficult  to  sort  them  and  to  prepare  them  for  it. 
Madame  Joubert,  his  widow,  had  a  scruple  about  giving 
them  a  publicity  which  her  husband,  she  felt,  would  never 
have  permitted.    But,  as  her  own  end  approached,  the 
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natural  desire  to  leave  of  so  remarkable  a  spirit  some  en- 
during memorial,  some  memorial  to  ontJast  the  admiring 
reoollectidn  of  the  Hving  who  were  so  fast  passing  awaj, 
made  her  yield  to  the  entreaties  of  his  friends,  and  allow 
tbe  printing,  bat  for  private  circulation  only,  of  a  volume 
of  his  fragments.     Chateaubriand  edited  it ;  it  appeared 
in  1838,  fourteen  years  after  Joubert's  death.    The  vol- 
ume attracted  the  attention  of  those  who  were  best  fitted 
to  appreciate  it,  and  profoundly  impressed  them.      M. 
Sainte-Beuve  gave  of  it,  in  the  Revue  des  Deux  MmdeSy 
the  admirable  notice  of  which  I  have  already  spoken ; 
and  so  much  curiosity  was  excited  about  Joubert,  that  the 
collection  of  his  fragments,  enlarged  by  many  additions, 
was  at  last  published  for  the  benefit  of  the  world  in  gen- 
eral.    It  has  since  been  twice  reprinted.     The  first  or 
preliminary  chapter  has  some  fancifulness  and  affectation 
in  it ;  the  reader  should  begin  with  the  second. 

I  have  likened  Joubert  to  Coleridge ;  and  indeed  the 
points  of  resemblance  between  the  two  men  are  numer- 
ous. Both  of  them  great  and  celebrated  talkers,  Joubert 
attracting  pilgrims  to  his  upper  chamber  in  the  Rue  St- 
Honor^,  as  Coleridge  attracted  pilgrims  to  Mr.  Oilman's  ^ 
at  Highgate;  both  of  them  desultory  and  incomplete 
writers,  —  here  they  had  an  outward  likeness  with  one 
another.  Both  of  them  passionately  devoted  to  reading  ^ 
in  a  class  of  books,  and  to  thinking  on  a  class  of  subjects, 
out  of  the  beaten  line  of  the  reading  and  thought  of 
their  day ;  both  of  them  ardent  students  and  critics  of  old 
literature,  poetry,  and  the  metaphysics  of  religion ;  both 
of  them  curious  explorers  of  words,  and  of  the  latent  sig- 
nificance hidden  under  the  popular  use  of  them ;  both  of 
them,  in  a  certain  sense,  conservative  in  religion  and  pol- 
itics, by  antipathy  to  the  narrow  and  shallow  foolishness 
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of  vulgar  modem  liberalism; — here  thej  had  their  ia- 
ward  and  real  likeness.  But  that  in  which  the  essence 
of  their  likeness  consisted  is  this,  —  that  they  both  had 
f/om  nature  an  ardent  impulse  for  seeking  the  genuine 
truth  on  all  matters  they  thought  about,  and  a  gift  for 
finding  it  and  recognizing  it  when  it  was  found.  To  have 
the  impulse  for  seeking  it  is  much  rarer  than  most  people 
think.;  to  have  the  gift  for  finding  it  is,  I  need  not  say, 
very  rare  indeed.  By  this  they  have  a  spiritual  relation-> 
ship  of  the  closest  kind  with  one  another,  and  they  be- 
come, each  of  them,  a  source  of  stimulus  and  progress 
for  all  of  us. 

Coleridge  had  less  delicacy  and  penetration  than  Jou- 
bert,  but  m<M«  richness  and  power ;  his  production,  though 
far  inferior  to  what  his  nature  at  first  seemed  to  promise, 
was  abundant  and  varied.  Yet  in  all  his  production  how 
much  is  there  to  dissatisfy  us !  How  many  reserved 
must  be  made  in  praising  either  his  poetry,  or  his  criti- 
cism, or  his  philosophy !  How  little  either  of  his  poetry, 
or  of  his  criticism,  or  of  his  philosophy,  can  we  expect 
permanently  to  standi  But  that  which  will  stand  of 
Coleridge  is  this ;  the  stimulus  of  his  continual  effort,  •— 
not  a  moral  effort,  for  he  had  no  morals,  —  but  of  hiB 
continual  instinctive  effort,  crowned  often  with  rich  sue* 
cess,  to  get  at  and  to  lay  bare  the  real  truth  of  his  matter 
in  hand,  whether  that  matter  were  literary,  or  philosoph- 
ical, or  political,  or  religious  ;  and  this  in  a  country  where 
at  that  moment  such  an  effort  was  almost  unknown;  where 
the  most  powerful  minds  threw  themselves  upon  poetry, 
which  conveys  truth,  indeed,  but  conveys  it  indirectly; 
and  where  ordinary  minds  were  so  habituated  to  do  with- 
out  thinking  altogether,  to  regard  considerations  of  estab- 
lished routine  and  practical  convenience  as  paramount. 
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that  any  attempt  to  introduce  within  the  domain  of  these 
the  disturbing  element  of  thought,  they  were  prompt  to 
resent  as  an  outrage.  Coleridge's  great  action  lay  in  his 
supplying  in  England,  for  many  years  and  under  critical 
circumstances,  by  the  spectacle  of  this  effort  of  his,  a 
stimulus  to  all  minds,  in  the  generation  which  grew  up 
round  him,  capable,  of  profiting  by  it.  His  action  will 
still  be  felt  as  long  as  the  need  for  it  continues ;  when, 
with  the  cessation  of  the  need,  the  action  too  has  ceased, 
Coleridge's  memory,  in  spite  of  the  disesteem,  nay,  repug- 
nance, which  his  character  may  and  must  inspire,  will  yet 
forever  remain  invested  with  that  interest  and  gratitude 
which  inyests  the  memory  of  founders. 

M.  de  R^musat,  indeed,  reproaches  Coleridge  with  his 
jugements  saugremis  ;  the  criticism  of  a  gifted  truth-finder 
ought  not  to  be  saugrenu ;  so  on  this  reproach  we  must 
pause  for  a  moment.  Satigrenu  is  a  rather  Tulgai*  French 
word,  but,  like  many  other  vulgar  words,  very  expressive; 
used  as  an  epithet  for  a  judgment,  it  means  something 
like  impudently  absurd.  The  literary  judgments  of  one 
nation  about  another  are  very  apt  to  be  sattgrenus  ;  it  is 
certainly  true,  as  M.  Sainte-Beuve  remarks,  in  answer  to 
GU)ethe's  complaint  against  the  French  that  they  have 
undervalued  Du  Bartas,  that,  as  -to  the  estimate  of  its 
own  authors,  every  nation  is  the  best  judge ;  the  positive 
estimate  of  them,  be  it  understood,  not,  of  course,  the 
estimate  of  them  in  comparison  with  the  authors  of  other 
nations.  Therefore  a  foreigner's  judgments  about  the  in- 
trinsic merit  of  a  nation's  authors  will  generally,  when  at- 
complete  variance  with  that  nation's  own,  be  wrong ;  but 
there  is  a  permissible  wrongness  in  these  matters,  and  to 
that  permissible  wrongness  diere  is  a  limit  When  that 
limit  is  exceeded,  the  wrong  judgment  becomes  more  than 
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wrong,  it  becomes  saugrenu,  or  impudently  absurd.     For 
instance,  the  bigh  estimate  which  the  French  have  of  Sa- 
cine  is  probably  in  great  measure  deserved ;  or,  to  take  a 
yet  stronger  case,  even  the  high  estimate  which  Joubert 
had  of  the  Abbe  Delille  is  probably  in  great  measure  de- 
served ;  but  the  common  disparaging  judgment  passed  on 
Racine  by  English  readers  is  not  saugrenu,  still  less  is 
that  passed  by  them  on  the  Abb^  DelOle  sauffrenu,  be- 
cause  the  beauty  of  Racine  and  of  Delille  too,  so  far  as 
Delille's  beauty  goes,  is  eminently  in  their  language,  and 
this  is  a  beauty  which  a  foreigner  cannot  perfectly  seize  ; 
—  this  beauty  of  diction,  apicibus  verborum  UgatOy  as  M. 
Sainte-Beuve,  quoting  Quintilian,  says  of  Chateaubriand's. 
As  to  Chateaubriand  himself,  again,  the  common  English 
judgment,  which  stamps  him  as  a  mere  shallow  rhetori- 
cian, all  froth  and  vanity,  is  certainly  wrong ;  one  may 
even  wonder  that  the  English  should  judge  Chateaubriand 
so  wrongly,  for  his  power  goes  far  beyond  beauty  of  dic- 
tion ;  it  is  a  power,  as  well,  of  passion  and  sentiment,  and 
this  sort  of  power  the  English  can  perfectly  well  appre- 
ciate.    One  production  of  Chateaubriand's,  Rene,  is  akin 
to  the  most  popular  productions  of  Byron, — to  the  Ghilde 
Harold  or  Manfred,  —  in  spirit,  equal  to  them  in  power, 
superior  to  them  in  form.     But  this  work,  I  hardly  know 
why,  is  almost  unread  in  England.     And  only  consider 
this  criticism  of  Chateaubriand's  on  the  true  pathetic! 
'^  It  is  a  dangerous  mistake,  sanctioned,  like  so  many 
other  dangerous  mistakes,  by  Voltaire,  to  suppose  that 
the  best  works  of  imagination  are  those  which  draw  most 
tears.    One  could  name  this  or  that  melodrama,  which 
no  one  would  like  to  own  having  written,  and  which  yet 
harrows  the  feelings  far  more  than  the  ^neid.    The  true 
tears  are  those  which  are  called  forth  by  the  beauty  of 


JOUBEBT.  211 

poetiy;  there  must  be  as  much  admiration  in  them  as 
sorrow.      They  are  the  tears  which  come  to  our  eyes 
i¥hen  Friam  says  to  Achilles,  crXi^y  d*,  oV  oCfr»  .  .  .  ., — 
*  And  I  have  endured  —  the  like  whereof  no  soul  upon 
the  earth  hath  yet  endured  —  to  carry  to  my  lips  the 
hand  of  him  who  slew  my  child  * ;  or  when  Joseph  cries  • 
out,  *I  am  Joseph  your  brother,  whom  ye  sold  into    . 
Egypt*"    Who  does  not  feel  that  the  man  who  wrote 
that  was  no  shallow  rhetorician,  but  a  bom  man  of  ge- 
nius, with  the  true  instinct  of  genius  for  what  is  really 
admirable  ?    Nay,  take  these  words  of  Chateaubriand,  an 
old  man  of  eighty,  dying  amidst  the  noise  and  bustle  of 
the  ignoble^revolution  of  February,  1848 :  "  Mon  Dieu, 
mon  Dieu,  quand  done,  qnand  done  serai-je  d^livr^  de 
tout  ce  monde,  ce  bruit;  quand  done,  quand  done  cela 
finira-t-il  ?  "    Who,  with  any  ear,  does  not  feel  that  those 
are  not  the  accents  of  a  trumpery  rhetorician,  but  of  a 
rich  and  puissant  nature,  —  the  cry  of  the  dying  lion  ?    I 
repeat  it,  Chateaubriand  is  most  ignorantly  underrated, 
in  England ;  and  we  English  are  capable  of  rating  him 
far  more  correctly  if  we  knew  him  better.    Still,  Chateau- 
briand has  such  real  and  great  faults,  he  falls  so  decidedly 
beneath  the  rank  of  the  truly  greatest  authors,  that  the 
depreciatory  judgment  passed  on  him  in  England,  though 
ignorant  and  wrong,  can  hardly  be  said  to  transgress  the 
limits  of  permissible  ignorance ;  it  is  not  a  jugement  sau- 
grenu.     But  when  a  .critic  denies  genius  to  a  literature 
which  has  produced  Bossuet  and  Moli^re,  he  passes  the 
bounds ;  and  Coleridge's  judgments  on  French  literature 
and  the  French  genius  are  undoubtedly,  as  M.  de  R^mu- 
sat  calls  them,  saugrenus. 

And  yet,  such  is  the  impetuosity  of  our  poor  human  na- 
ture, such  its  proneness  to  rush  to  a  decision  with  imper- 
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feet  knowledge,  that  his  having  deliyered  a  sau^prenu 
judgment  or  two  in  his  life  by  no  means  proves  a  mao 
not  to  have  had,  in  comparison  with  his  fellow-men  in 
general,  a  remarkable  gift  for  troth,  or  disqualifies  liim 
for  being,  bj  virtue  of  that  gift,  a  sonroe  of  yital  stima- 
lus  for  us.    Jonbert  had  far  less  smoke  and  turbid  vehe- 
mence in  him  than  Coleridge ;  he  had  also  a  iar  keener 
sense  of  what  was  absurd.     But  Joubert  can  write  to  M. 
Mol^  (the  M.  Mole  who  was  afterwards  Louis  Philippe's 
well  known  minister) :  "  As  to  jour  Milton,  whom  the 
merit  of  the  Abb^  Delille  "  (the  Abb^  Delille  translated 
Parttdise  Lost)  '^  makes  me  admire,  and  with  whom  I 
have  nevertheless  still  plenty  of  fault  to  find,  why,  I 
should  like  to  know,  are  you  scandalized  that  I  have 
not  enabled  myself  to  read  him?      I  don't  understand 
the  language  in  which  he  writes,  and  I  don't  much  care 
to.     If  he  is  a  poet  one  cannot  put  up  with,  even  in  the 
prose  of  the  younger  Badne,  am  I  to  blame  for  that? 
If  by  force   you  mean   beauty  manifesting  itself  with 
power,  I  maintain  that  the  Abb^  Delille  has  more  force 
than  Milton."     That,  to  be  sure,  is  a  petulant  outburst  in 
a  private  letter;  it  is  not,  like  Coleridge's,  a  deliberate 
proposition  in  a  printed  philosophical  essay.     But  is  it 
possible  to  imagine  a  more  perfect  specimen  of  a  sau^  * 
grenu  judgment?    It  is  even  worse  than   Coleridge's, 
because  it  is   smigrenu  with  reasons.      That,  however, 
does  not  prevent  Joubert  from  having  been  really  a 
man  of  extraordinary  ardor  in  the  search  for  truth,  and 
of  extraordinary  fineness  in  the  perception  of  it ;  and  so 
was  Coleridge. 

Joubert  had  around  him  in  France  an  atmosphere  of 
literary,  philosophical,  and  religious  opinion  as  alien  to 
him  as  that  in  England  was  to  Coleridge.     This  is  what 
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makes  Joubert,  too,  so  remarkable,  and  it  is  on  this  ac- 
count that  I  begged  the  reader  to  remark  his  date.  'He 
was  bom  in  1754,  he  died  in  1824.  He  was  thus  in  the 
iiilness  of  his  powers  at  the  beginning  of  the  present  cen- 
tury, at  the  epoch  of  Napoleon's  consulate.  The  French 
criticism  of  that  day  — •  the  criticism  of  Laharpe's  succes- 
sors, of  GeojSroy  and  his  colleagues  in  the  Journal  des 
Debats  —  had  a  dryness  veiy  unlike  the  telling  vivacity 
of  the  early  Edinburgh  reviewers,  their  contemporaries, 
but  a  fundamental  narrowness,  a  want  of  genuine  insight, 
much  on  a  par  with  theirs.  Joubert,  like  Coleridge,  has 
DO  respect  for  the  dominant  oracle ;  he  treats  his  Geoffroy 
with  about  as  little  deference  as  Coleridge  treats  his  Jef- 
frey. "  Geoffroy,"  he  says  of  an  article  in  the  Journal' 
des  Debats  criticising  Chateaubriand's  Oenie  du  Chris- 
tiantsme,  — "  Geoflfroy  in  this  article  begins  by  holding 
out  his  paw  prettily  enough :  but  he  ends  by  a  volley  of 
kidos,  which  lets  the  whole  world  see  but  too  clearly  the 
four  iron  shoes  of  the  four-footed  animal."  There  is, 
however,  in  France,  a  sympathy  with  intellectual  activity 
for  its  own  sake,  and  for  the  sake  of  its  inherent  pleas- 
ureableness  and  beauty,  keener  than  any  which  exists 
in  England ;  and  Joubert  had  more  effect  in  Paris  — 
though  his  conversation  was  his  only  weapon,  and  Cole- 
ridge wielded  besides  his  conversation  his  pen  —  than 
Coleridge  had  or  could  have  in  London.  I  mean,  a 
more  immediate,  appreciable  effect ;  an  efiect  not  only 
upon  the  young  and  enthusiastic,  to  whom  the  future 
belongs,  but  upon  formed  and  important  personages  to 
whom  the  present  belongs,  and  who  are  actually  moving 
society.  He  owed  this  partly  to  his  real  advantages  over 
Coleridge.  If  he  had,  as  I  have  already  said,  less  power 
and  richness  than  his  English  parallel,  he  had  more  tact 
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and  penetration.     He  was  more  pouMe  than  Coleridge ; 
his  doctrine  was  more  intelligible  than  Coleridge's,  more 
receivable.     And  yet,  with  Joubert,  the  striving  ailer  a 
consummate  and  attractive  clearness  of  expression  came 
from  no  mere  frivolous  dislike  of  labor  and  inability  for 
going  deep,  but  was  a  part  of  his  native  love  of  truth  and 
perfection.     The  delight  of  his  life  he  found  in  truth,  and 
in  the  satisfaction  which  the  enjoying  of  truth  gives  to  the 
spirit;  and  he  thought  the  truth  was  never  really  and 
worthily  said,  so  long  as  the  least  doud,  clumsiness,  and 
repulsiveness  hung  about  the  expression  of  it. 

Some  of  his  best  passages  are  those  in  which  he  up- 
holds this  doctrine.  Even  metaphysics  he  would  not 
.allow  to  remain  difficult  and  abstract;  so  long  as  thej 
spoke  a  professional  jargon,  the  language  of  the  schools, 
he  maintained  —  and  who  shall  gainsay  him  ?  —  that  met- 
aphysics were  imperfect;  or,  at  any  rate,  had  not  yet 
reached  their  ideal  perfection. 

"  The  true  science  of  metaphysics,"  he  says,  "  consists 
not  in  rendering  abstract  that  which  is  sensible,  but  in 
rendering  sensible  that  which  is  abstract ;  apparent  that 
which  is  hidden ;  imaginable,  if  so  it  may  be,  that  which 
is  only  intelligible ;  and  intelligible,  finally,  that  which  an  ' 
ordinary  attention  fails  to  seize." 

And  therefore :  — 

''  Distrust,  in  books  on  metaphysics,  words  which  have 
not  been  able  to  get  currency  in  the  world,  and  are  only 
calculated  to  form  a  special  language." 

Nor  would  he  suffer  common  words  to  be  employed  in 
a  special  sense  by  the  schools :  — 

"  Which  is  the  best,  if  one  wants  to  be  useful  and  to  be 
really  understood,  to  get  one's  words  in  the  world,  or  to 
get  them  in  the  schools  ?     I  maintain  that  the  good  plan 
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is  to  employ  words  in  their  popular  sense  rather  than  in 
their  philosophical  sense ;  and  the  better  plan  still,  to  em- 
ploy them  in  their  natural  sense  rather  than  in  their  pop- 
ular sense.     By  their  natural  sense,  I  mean  the  popular 
and  universal  acceptation  of  them  brought  to  that  which 
in  this  is  essential  and  invariable.    To  prove  a  thing  by 
definition  proves  nothing,  if  the  definition  is  purely  phi- 
losophical ;  for  such  definitions  only  bind  him  who  makes 
them.    To  prove  a  thing  by  definition,  when  the  definition 
expresses  the  necessary,  inevitable,  and  clear  idea  which 
the  world  at  large  attaches  to  the  object,  is,  on  the  con- 
trary, all  in  all ;  because  then  what  one  does  is  simply  to 
show  people  what  they  do  really  think,  in  spite  of  them- 
selves and  without  knowing  it.    The  rule  that  one  is  free"^ 
to  give  to  words  what  sense  one  will,  and  that  the  only 
thing  needful  is  to  be  agreed  upon  the  sense  one  gives 
them,  is  very  well  for  the  mere  purposes  of  argumenta- 
tion, and  may  be  allowed  in  the  schools  where  this  8ort 
of  fencing  is  to  be  practised ;  but  in  the  sphere  of  the 
true-bom  and  noble  science  of  metaphysics,  and  in  the 
genuine  world  of  literature,  it  is  good  for  nothing.     One 
must  never  quit  sight  of  ^^alities,  and  one  must  employ 
one's  expressions  simply  as  media,  —  as  glasses,  through 
which  one's  thoughts  can  be  best  made  evident.    I  know, 
by  my  own  experience,  how  hard  this  rule  is  to  follow ; 
but  I  judge  of  its  importance  by  the  failure  of  every  sys- 
tem of  metaphysics.     Not  one  of  them  has  succeeded ; 
for  the  simple  reason,  that  in  every  one  ciphers  have 
been  constantly  used  instead  of  values,  artificial  ideas  in- 
stead of  native  ideas,  jargon  instead  of  idiom." 

I  do  not  know  whether  the  metaphysician  will  ever 
adopt  Joubert's  rules;  but  I  am  sure  that  the  man  of 
letters,  whenever  he  has  to  speak  of  metaphysics,  will 
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do  well  to  adopt  them.  He,' at  any  rate,  mast  remem- 
ber:— 

'^  It  is  by  means  of  familiar  words  that  style  takes  hold 
of  the  reader  and  gets  possession  of  him.  It  is  by  means 
of  these  that  great  thoughts  get  currency  and  pass  for  true 
metal,  like  gold  and  silver  which  have  had  a  recognized 
stamp  put  upon  them.  They  beget  confidence  in  the  man 
who,  in  order  to  make  his  thoughts  more  clearly  per- 
ceived, uses  them ;  for  people  feel  that  such  an  employ- 
ment of  the  language  of  common  human  life  betokens  a 
man  who  knows  that  life  and  its  concerns,  and  who  keeps 
himself  in  contact  with  them.  Besides,  these  words  make 
a  style  frank  and  easy.  They  show  that  an  author  has 
long  made  the  thought  or  the  feeling  expressed  his  men- 
tal food ;  that  he  has  so  assimilated  them  and  familiarized 
them,  that  the  most  common  expressions  suffice  him  in  or- 
der to  express  ideas  which  have  become  every-day  ideas 
to  him  by  the  length  of  time  they  have  been  in  his  mind. 
And  lastly,  what  one  says  in  such  words  looks  more  true ; 
for,  of  all  the  words  in  use,  none  are  so  clear  as  those 
which  we  call  common  words ;  and  clearness  is  so  emi- 
nently one  of  the  characteristics  of  truth,  that  often  it 
even  passes  for  truth  itself." 

These  are  not,  in  Joubert,  mere  counsels  of  rhetoric; 
they  come  from  his  accurate  sense  of  perfection,  from  his 
having  clearly  seized  the  fine  and  just  idea  that  beauty 
and  light  are  propenies  of  truth,  and  that  truth  is  in- 
completely exhibited  if  it  is  exhibited  without  beauty 
and  light:  — 

^  Be  profound  with  clear  terms  and  not  with  obscure 
terms.  What  is  difficult  will  at  last  become  easy ;  but  as 
one  goes  deep  into  things,  one  must  still  keep  a  charm, 
and  one  must  carry  into  these  dark  depths  of  thought. 
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into  which  speculation  has  only  recently  penetrated,  the 
pure  and  antique  clearness  of  centuries  less  learned  than 
ours,  but  with  more  light  in  them." 

And  elsewhere  he  speaks  of  those  '<  spirits,  lovera  of 
light,  who,  when  they  have  an  idea  to  put  forth,  brood 
long  over  it  first,  and*  wait  patiently,  till  it  shines,  as 
Bnfibn  enjoined,  when  he  defined  genius  to  be  the  apti- 
tude for  patience ;  spirits  who  know  by  experience  that 
the  driest  matter  and  the  dullest  words  hide  within  them 
the  germ  and  spark  of  some  brightness,  like  those  fairy 
nuts  in  which  were  found  diamonds  i£,one  broke  the  shell 
and  was  the  right  person ;  spirits  who  maintain  that,  to 
see  and  exhibit  things  in  beauty,  is  to  see  and  show  things 
as  in  their  essence  they  really  are,  and  not  as  they  exist 
for  the  eye  of  the  careless,  who  do  not  look  beyond  the 
outside ;  spirits  hard  to  satisfy,  because  of  a  keen-sighted- 
ness  in  them,,  which  makes  them  discern  but  too  clearly 
both  the  models  to  be  followed  and  those  to  be  shunned ; 
spirits  active  though  meditative,  who  cannot  rest  except 
in  solid  truths,  and  whom  only  beauty  can  make  happy ; 
spirits  far  less  concerned  for  glory,  than  for  perfection, 
who,  because  their  art  is  long  and  life  is  short,  often  die 
without  leaving  a  monument,  having  had  their  own  in- 
ward sense  of  life  and  fruitfulness  fo»  their  best  reward." 

No  doubt  there  is  something  a  little  too  ethereal  in  all 
this,  something  which  reminds  one  of  Joubert's  physical 
want  of  body  and  substance ;  no  doubt,  if  a  man  wishes 
to  be  a  great  author,  it  is  ^*  to  consider  too  curiously,  to 
consider"  as  Joubert  did;  it  is  a  mistake  to  spend  so 
much  of  one's  time  in  setting  up  one's  ideal  standard  of 
perfection,  and  in  contemplating  it.  Joubert  himself 
knew  this  very  well :  '*  I  cannot  build  a  house  for  my 
ideas,"  said  he ;  '^  I  have  tried  to  do  without  words,  and 
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words  take  their  reveiige  od  me  by  their  difficultj."  ^  If 
there  is  a  man  upon  earth  tcMmented  bj  the  cursed  desire 
to  get  a  whole  book  into  a  page,  a  whole  page  into  a 
phrase,  and  this  phrase  into  one  word,  — ^that  man  is  my- 
eeUl"  "'  I  can  sow,  bat  I  cannot  build."  Joubert,  how- 
ever, makes  no  claim  to  be  a  great  author ;  by  renouncing 
all  ambition  to  be  this,  by  not  trying  to  fit  his  ideas  into 
a  house,  by  making  no  oompfomise  with  words  in  spite 
of  their  difficulty,  by  bcong  quite  single-minded  in  his  pur- 
suit of  perfecticm,  perlu^is  he  is  enabled  to  get  closer  to 
the  truth  of  the  objects  of  his  study,  and  to  be  of  more 
service  to  us  by  setting  ideals,  than  if  he  had  composed  a 
celebrated  woik.  I  doubt  whether,  in  an  elaborate  work 
on  the  philosophy  of  religion,  be  would  have  got  his  ideas 
about  religion  to  Mney  to  use  his  own  expression,  as  they 
shine  when  he  utters  them  in  perfect  freedom.  Penetra- 
tion in  these  matters  is  valueless  without  soul,  and  soul  is 
valueless  without  penetration ;  both  of  these  are  delicate 
qualities,  and,  even  in  those  who  have  them,  easily  lost ; 
the  charm  of  Joubert  is,  that  he  has  and  keeps  both :  — 

^  One  should  be  fearful  of  being  vrrong  in  poetry  when 
one  thinks  differently  from  the  poets,  and  in  religion  when 
one  thinks  differently  from  the  saints. 

'^  There  is  a  great  difference  between  taking  for  idols 
Mahomet  and  Luther,  and  bowing  down  before  Bousseau 
and  Voltaire.  People  at  any  rate  imagined  they  were 
obeying  God  when  they  followed  Mahomet,  and  the 
Scriptures  when  they  hearkened  to  Luther.  And  per- 
haps one  ought  not  too  much  to  disparage  that  inclination 
which  leads  mankind  to  put  into  the  hands  of  those  whom 
it  thinks  the  friends  of  Grod  tlie  direction  and  government 
of  its  heart  and  mind.  It  is  the  subjection  to  irreligious 
Spirits  which  alone  is  fatal,  and^  in  the  fullest  sense  of  the 
word,  depraving. 
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^  May  I  say  it  ?  It  is  not  hard  to  know  God,  provided 
one  will  not  force  one's  self  to  define  him. 

*^  Do  not  bring  into  the  domain  of  reasoning  that  which 
belongs  to  our  innermost  feeling.  State  truths  of  senti- 
ment, and  do  not  try  to  prove  them.  There  is  a  danger 
in  such  proofs ;  for  in  arguing  it  is  necessary  to  treat  that 
which  is  in  question  as  something  problematic ;  now  that 
which  we  accustom  ourselves  to  treat  as  problematic  ends 
by  appearing  to  us  as  really  doubtful.  In  things  that 
are  visible  and  palpable,  never  prove  what  is  believed 
already;  in  things  that  are  certain  and  mysterious, — 
mysterious  by  their  greatness  and  by  their  nature, — 
make  people  believe  them,  and  do  not  prove  them;  in 
things  that  are  matters  of  practice  and  duty,  command, 
and  do  not  explain.  '  Fear  Grod,'  has  made  many  men 
pious ;  the  proofs  of  the  existence  of  Grod  have  made 
many  men  atheists.  From  the  defiance  springs  the  at- 
tack ;  the  advocate  begets  in  his  hearer  a  wish  to  pick 
holes ;  and  men  are  almost  always  led  on,  from  the  desire 
to  contradict  the  doctor,  to  the  desire  to  contradict  the 
doctrine.  Make  truth  lovely,  and  do  not  try  to  arm  her : 
mankind  will  then  be  far  less  inclined  to  contend  with 
her. 

^  Why  is  even  a  bad  preacher  almost  always  heard  by 
the  pious  with  pleasure  ?  Because  he  talks  to  them  about 
what  ihey  love.  But  yon  who  have  to  expound  religion 
to  the  children  of  this  world,  you  who  have  to  speak  to 
them  of  that  which  they  once  loved,  perhaps,  or  which 
they  would  be  glad  to  love,  —  remember  that  they  do  not 
love  it  yet,  and,  to  make  them  love  it,  take  heed  to  speak 
with  power. 

"  You  may  do  what  you  like,  mankind  will  believe  no 
one  but  God ;  and  he  only  can  persuade  mankind  who 
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believes  that  Grod  has  spoken  to  bun.  No  one  can  give 
faith  unless  he  has  faith ;  the  persuaded  persuade,  as  the 
indulgent  disarm. 

"The  only  happy  people  in  the  woild  are  the  good 
man,  the  sage,  and  the  saint ;  but  the  saint  is  happier 
than  either  of  the  others,  so  much  is  man  by  his  nature 
formed  for  sanctity." 

The  same  delicacy  and  penetration  which  he  here 
shows  in  speaking  of  the  inward  essence  of  religion, 
Joubert  shows  also  in  speaking  of  its  outward  form,  and 
of  its  manifestation  in  the  world :  — 

"  Piety  is  not  a  religion,  though  it  is  the  soul  of  all 
religions.  A  man  has  not  a  religion  simply  by  having 
pious  inclinations,  any  more  than  he  has  a  country  simply 
by  having  philanthropy.  A  man  has  not  a  country  until 
he  is  a  citizen  in  a  state,  until  he  undertakes  to  follow 
and  uphold  certain  laws,  to  obey  certain  magistrates,  and 
to  adopt  certain  ways  of  living  and  acting. 

"  Religion  is  neither  a  theology  nor  a  theosophy ;  it  is 
more  than  all  this;  it  is  a  discipline,  a  law,  a  yoke,  an 
indissoluble  engagement" 

Who,  again,  has  ever  shown  with  more  truth  and 
beauty  the  good  and  imposing  side  of  the  wealth  and 
splendor  of  the  Catholic  Church,  than  Joubert  in  the 
following  passage:  — 

"  The  pomps  and  magnificence  with  which  the  Church 
is  reproached  are  in  truth  the  result  and  the  proof  of  her 
incomparable  excellence.  From  whence,  let  me  ask,  have 
come  this  power  of  hers  and  these  excessive  riches,  ex- 
cept from  the  enchantment  into  which  she  threw  all  the 
world  ?  Ravished  with  her  beauty,  millions  of  men  from 
age  to  age  kept  loading  her  with  gifts,  bequests,  cession^. 
She  had  the  talent  of  making  herself  loved,  and  the  talent 
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€£  making  men  happj.  It  is  that  which  wrought  prodi* 
gies  for  her ;  it  is  from  thence  that  she  drew  her  power.** 
"  She  had  the  talent  of  making  herself  feared^  —  one 
should  add  that  too,  in  order  td  be  perfectly  just;  but 
Joubert,  because  he  is  a  true  child  of  light,  can  see  that 
the  wonderful  success  of  the  Catholic  Church  must  have 
been  due  really  to  her  good  rather  than  to  her  bad  quali- 
ties ;  to  her  making  herself  loved  rather  than  to  her  mak- 
ing herself  feared. 

How  striking  and  suggestive,  again,  is  this  remark  on 
the  Old  and  New  Testaments :  — 

^  The  Old  Testament  teaches  the  knowledge  of  good  V 
and  evil ;  the  Grospel,  on  the  other  hand,  seems  written 
for  the  predestinated ;  it  is  the  book  of  innocence.  The 
one  is  made  for  earth,  the  other  seems  made  for  heaven. 
According  as  the  one  or  the  other  of  these  books  takes 
hold  of  a  nation,  what  may  be  called  the  religious  humors 
of  nations  differ." 

So  the  British  and  North  ^J^ierican  Puritans  are  the 
children  of  the  Old  Testament,  as  Joachim  of  Flora  and 
St.  Francis  are  the  children  of  the  New.  And  does  not 
the  following  maxim  exactly  fit  the  Church  of  England, 
of  which  Joubert  certainly  never  thought  when  he  was 
writing  it?  —  ''The  austere  sects  excite  the  most  enthusi- 
asm at  first ;  but  the  temperate  sects  have  always  been 
the  most  durable." 

And  these  remarks  on  the  Jansenists  and  Jesuits; 
interesting  in  themselves,  ate  still  more  interesting  be- 
cause they  touch  matters  we  cannot  well  know  at  first 
hand,  and  which  Joubert,  an  impartial  observer,  had  had 
the  means  of  studying  closely.  We  are  apt  to  think  of 
the  Jansenists  as  having  failed  by  reason  of  their  merits ; 
Joubert  shows  us  how  far  their  failure  was  due  to  their 
defects. 
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<<  We  ought  to  lay  stress  upon  what  is  clear  in  Scrip- 
tore,  and  to  pass  quickly  over  what  is  obscure ;  to  light 
up  what  in  Scripture  is  troubled,  by  what  is  serene  in 
it ;  what  puzzles  and  checks  the  reason,  by  what  satisfies 
the  reason.  The  Jansenists  have  done  just  the  reverse. 
They  lay  stress  upon  what  is  uncertain,  obscure,  afflictiDg, 
and  they  pass  lightly  over  all  the  rest ;  they  eclipse  the 
luminous  and  consoling  truths  of  Scripture,  by  putting* 

between  us  and  them  its  opaque  and  dismal  truths.     For 

• 

example,  '  Many  are  called ' ;  there  is  a  clear  truth  : 
*  Few  are  chosen ' ;  there  is  an  obscure  truth.  *  We 
are  children  of  wrath  * ;  there  is  a  sombre,  cloudy^  terri- 
fying truth :  ^  We  are  all  the  children  of  God ' ;  *  I  came 
not  to  call  the  righteous,  but  sinners  to  repentance';  there 
are  truths  which  are  full  of  clearness,  mildness,  serenity, 
light.  The  Jansenists  trouble  our  cheerfulness,  and  shed 
no  cheering  ray  on  our  trouble.  They  are  not,  however, 
to  be  condemned  for  what  they  say,  because  what  they 
say  is  true ;  but  they  are  to  be  condemned  for  what  they 
&il  to  say,  for  that  is  true  too,  —  truer,  even,  than  the 
other ;  that  is,  its  truth  is  easier  for  us  to  seize,  fuller, 
rounder,  and  more  complete.  Theology,  as  the  Jansenists 
exhibit  her,  has  but  the  half  of  her  disk." 

Again :  — 

'^  The  Jansenists  erect  '  grace '  into  a  kind  of  fourth 
person  of  the  Trinity.  They  are,  without  thinking  or  in- 
tending it,  Quatemitarians.  St.  Paul  and  St.  Augustine, 
too  exclusively  studied,  have  done  the  whole  mischief. 
Instead  of  '  grace,'  say  help,  succor,  a  divine  influence,  a 
dew  of  heaven ;  then  one  can  come  to  a  right  understand- 
ing. The  word  '  grace '  is  a  sort  of  talisman,  all  the  bane- 
ful  spell  of  which  can  be  broken  by  translating  it.  The 
trick  of  personifying  words  is  a  fotal  source  of  mischief 
in  theology." 
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Onoe  more:  — 

**  The  JanBeiiists  tell  men  to  love  God ;  the  Jesnitt 
make  men  love  him.  The  doctrine  of  these  last  is  full 
of  koaenesses,  or,  if  you  will,  of  errors ;  still,  •*-  singular 
as  it  may  seem,  it  is  undeniaUe, — they  are  the  better 
directors   of  souls. 

^  The  Jansenists  have  carried  into  reli^on  more 
thought  than  the  Jesuits,  and  they  go  deeper ;  they  are 
&ster  bound  with  its  sacred  bonds.  They  have  in  their 
^vray  of  thinking  an  austerity  whicli  incessantly  constrains 
the  will  to  keep  the  path  of  duty ;  all  the  habits  of  their 
understanding,  in  short,  are  more  Christian.  But  they 
aeem  to  love  Grod  without  affection,  and  solely  from 
reason,  from  duty,  from  justice.  The  Jesuits,  on  the 
other  hand,  seem  to  love  him  from  pure  inclination  ; 
out  of  admiration,  gratitude,  tenderness;  for  the  pleas- 
ure of  loving  him,  in  short.  In  their  books  of  devotion 
you  find  joy,  because  with  the  Jesuits  Nature  and  Relig- 
ion go  hand  in  hand.  In  the  books  of  the  Jansenists 
there  is  a  sadness  and  a  moral  constraint,  because  with 
the  Jansenists  Religion  is  forever  trying  to  put  Nature 
in  bonds." 

The  Jesuits  have  suffered,  and  deservedly  suffered, 
plenty  of  discredit  from  what  Joubert  gently  calls  their 
^loosenesses'*;  let  them  have  the  merit  of  their  amia- 
bility. 

The  most  characteristic  thoughts  one  can  quote  from 
any  writer  are  always  his  thoughts  on  matters  like  these ; 
but  the  maxims  of  Joubert  on  purely  literary  subjects 
also,  have  the  same  purged  and  subtle  delicacy;  they 
show  the  same  sedulousness  in  him  to  preserve  perfectly 
true  the  balance  of  his  soul.  Let  me  begin  with  this, 
which  contains  a  truth  too  many  people  fail  to  perceive: 
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**  IgDoraooey  which  in  matten  of  monUs  extenuates  the 
crime,  18  itself,  in  matten  of  literatare,  a  crime  of  the 
first  order." 

And  here  is  another  sentence,  wortbj  of  6oethe»  to 
dear  the  tar  at  one's  entrance  into  the  region  <^  litera- 
ture:— 

'^With  the  fever  of  the  senses,  the  delirium  of  the 
passions,  the  weakness  of  the  spirit ;  with  the  storms  of 
the  passing  time  and  with  the  great  scourges  of  human 
life,  —  hunger,  thirst,  dishonor,  diseases,  and  death, — 
authors  may  as  long  as  they  like  go  on  making  novels 
which  shall  harrow  our  hearts ;  but  the  soul  says  all  the 
while,  *  You  hurt  me.* " 

And  again:  — 

^  Fiction  has  no  business  to  exist  unless  it  is  more 
beautiful  than  reality.  Certainly  the  monstrosities  of 
fiction  may  be  found  in  the  booksellers'  shops ;  you  buy 
them  there  for  a  certain  number  of  francs,  and  you  talk 
of  them  for  a  certain  number  of  days ;  but  they  have  no 
place  in  literature,  because  in  literature  the  one  aim  of 
art  b  the  beautifuL  Once  lose  sig^t  of  that,  and  you 
have  the  mere  frightful  reality." 

That  is  just  the  right  criticism  to  pass  on  these  ^  mon- 
strosities"; they  have  no  place  in  literaturey  and  those 
who  produce  them  are  not  really  men  of  letters.  One 
would  think  that  this  was  enough  to  deter  from  such 
production  any  man  of  genuine  ambition.  But  most  of 
us,  alas !  are  what  we  must  be,  not  what  we  ought  to  be, 
—  not  even  what  we  know  we  ought  to  be. 

The  following,  of  which  the  first  part  reminds  one  of 
Wordsworth's  sonnet,  "If  thou  indeed  derive  thy  light 
from  heaven,"  excellently  defines  the  true  salutary  func- 
tion of  literature,  and  the  limits  of  this  function :  — 
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^  Whether  one  is  an  eagle  or  an  ant,  in  the  intellectaal 
world,  seems  to  me  not  to  matter  much ;  the  essential 
thing  is  to  have  one's  place  marked  there,  one's  station 
assigned,  and  to  belong  decidedly  to  a  regular  and  whole- 
some order.  A  small  talent,  if  it  keeps  within  its  limits 
and  rightly  fulfils  its  task,  may  reach  the  goal  just  as 
well  as  a  greater  one.  To  accustom  mankind  to  pleasures 
which  depend  neither  upon  the  bodily  appetites  nor  upon 
money,  by  giving  them  a  taste  for  the  things  of  the  mind, 
seems  to  me,  in  fact,  the  one  proper  fruit  which  nature 
has  meant  our  literary  productions  to  have.  When  th'ey 
have  other  fruits,  it  is  by  accident,  and,  in  general,  not  for 
good.  Books  which  absorb  our  attention  to  such  a  degree 
that  they  rob  us  of  all  fancy  for  other  books,  are  abso- 
lutely pernicious.  In  this  way  they  only  bring  fresh 
crotchets  and  sects  into  the  world;  they  multiply  the 
great  variety  of  weights,  rules,  and  measures  already 
existing ;  they  are  morally  and  politically  a  nuisance." 

Who  can  read  these  words  and  not  think  of  the  limiting 
effect  exercised  ,by  certain  works  in  certain  spheres  and 
for  certain  periods ;  exercised  even  by  the  works  of  men 
of  genius  or  virtue,  —  by  the  works  of  Roulseau,  the 
works  of  Wesley,  the  works  of  Swedenborg?  And  what 
is  it  which  makes  the  Bible  so  admirable  a  book,  to  be 
the  one  book  of  those  who  can  have  only  one,  but  the 
miscellaneous  character  of  the  contents  of  the  Bible  ? 

Joubert  was  all  his  life  a  passionate  lover  of  Plato ;  I 
hope  other  lovers  of  Plato  will  forgive  me  for  saying  that 
their  adored  object  has  never  been  more  truly  described 
than  he  is  here :  -— 

^  Plato  shows  us  nothing,  but  he  brings  brightness  witH 
him ;  he  puts  light  into  our  eyes,  and  fills  us  with  a  clear- 
ness by  which  all  objects  afterwards  become  illuminated. 

10*  o 
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He  teadies  us  nothing;  but  he  prepares  as,  fashions  na, 
and  makes  as  readj  to  know  alL  Somehow  or  other, 
the  habit  of  reading  him  augments  in  ns  the  capacity  fyr 
disoeniing  and  entertaining  whatever  fine  tmths  niaj' 
afterwards  present  themselves.  Like  mountain-air,  it 
sharpens  our  organs,  and  gives  us  an  appetite  for  whole- 
some food." 

^  Plato  loses  himself  in  the  Yoid"  (he  says  again)  ; 
<«  but  one  sees  the  play  of  his  wings,  one  hears  their  rus- 
tle.'' And  the  oondusiMi  is :  ^  It  is  good  to  breathe  his 
air;  but  not  to  live  upon  him." 

As  a  pendant  to  the  critidsm  on  Plato^  tins  on  the 
French  moralist  Nicole  is  excellent:  — 

^  Nicole  is  a  Pascal  without  style.  It  is  not  what  he 
says  which  is  sublime,  but  what  he  thinks ;  he  rises,  not 
by  the  natural  elevation  of  his  own  s{Mrit,  but  by  that  of 
his  doctrines.  One  must  not  look  to  the  form  in  him,  but 
to  the  matter,  which  is  exquisite.  He  ought  to  be  read 
with  a  direct  view  of  practice." 

English  people  have  hardly  ears  to  hear  the  praises  of 
Bossuet,  and  the  Boasuet  of  Joubert  is  Bossuet  at  his  yeiy 
best ;  but  this  is  a  far  truer  Bossuet  than  the  ^  dedaimer  " 
Bossuet  of  Lord  Jllacaulay,  himself  a  bom  rhetorician,  if 
ever  there  was  one :  t— 

'^  Bossuet  employs  all  our  idioms,  as  Homer  employed 
all  the  dialects.  The  language  of  kings,  of  statesmen, 
and  of  warriors ;  the  language  of  the  people  and  of  the 
student,  of  the  country  and  c^  the  schools,  of  the  sanc- 
tuary and  of  the  courts  of  law ;  the  old  and  the  new,  the 
trivial  and  the  stately,  the  quiet  and  the  resounding, — 
he  turns  all  to  his  use ;  and  out  of  all  this  he  makes  a 
style,  simple,  grave,  majestic.  His  ideas  are,  like  his 
^    words,  variedy — common  and  sublime  togetiier«    Times 
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and  doctrines  in  all  their  maltitade  were  ever  before  his 
spirity  as  things  and  words  in  all  their  multitade  were 
eiFer  before  it.  He  is  not  so  mnch  a  man  as  a  haman 
nature,  with  the  temperance  of  a  saint,  the  justice  of  a 
bitihop,  the  {xiHlence  of  a  doctor,  and  the  might  of  a 
great  spirit.*' 

Afler  this  on  Bossuet,  I  must  quote  a  criticism  on 
BaduQie,  to  show  that  Joubert  did  ^ot  indiscriminately 
worship  all  the  French  gods  of  the  grand  century :  -«- 

^  Those  who  find  Racine  enough  for  them  are  poor 
souls  and  poor  wits ;  they  are  souls  and  wits  which  have 
never  got  beyond  the  callow  and  boarding-school  stage. 
Admirable,  as  no  doubt  be  is,  for  his  skill  in  having  made 
poetical  the  most  humdrum  sentiments  and  the  most  mid- 
dling  sort  of  passions,  he  can  yet  stand  us  in  stead  of 
nobody  but  himsel£  He  is  a  superior  writer;  and,  in 
literature,  that  at  once  puts  a  man  on  a  pinnacle.  But 
he  is  not  an  inimitable  writer." 

And  again :  ^  The  talent  of  Racine  is  in  his  works,  but 
Racine  himself  is  not  there.  That  is  why  he  himself 
became  disgusted  with  them."  ^^Of  Racine,  as  of  his- 
ancients,  the  genius  lay  in  taste.  His  elegance  is  per- 
fect, but  it  is  not  supreme,  like  that  of  Virgil."  And,  in- 
deed, there  is  something  wiprwM  in  an  elegance  which  ex- 
ercises such  a  fascination  as  Virgil's  does ;  which  makes 
one  return  to  his  poems  again  and  again,  long  after  one 
thinks  one  has  done  with  them ;  which  makes  them  one 
of  those  books  that,  to  use  Joubert's  words,  *Mnre  the 
reader  back  to  them,  as  the  proverb  says  good  wine  lures 
back  the  wine-bibber."  And  the  highest  praise  Joubert 
can  at  last  find  for  Racine  is  this,  that  he  is  the  Virgil  of 
the  ignorant ;  —  ^  Racine  est  le  Virgile  des  ignorants." 

Of  Boileau,  too,  Joubert  says :  ^  Boileau  is  a  powerfid 
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poet,  bat  only  in  the  world  of  hnlf  poetry."  How  trna  is 
that  of  Pope  also !  And  he  adds :  '*  Neither  Boileau'a 
poetry  nor  Racine's  flows  from  the  fountain-head."  No 
Englishman,  controverting  the  exaggerated  French  esti- 
mate of  these  poets,  could  desire  to  use  fitter  words. 

I  will  end  with  some  remarks  on  Voltaire  and  Rousseau, 
remarks  in  which  Joubert  eminently  shows  his  prime  merit 
as  a  critic,  —  the  soundness  and  completeness  of  his  judg- 
ments. I  mean  that  he  has  the  faculty  of  judging  with 
all  the  powers  of  his  mind  and  soul  at  work  together  in 
due  combination ;  and  how  rare  is  this  faculty !  how  sel- 
dom is  it  exercised  towards  writers  who  so  powerfully  as 
Voltaire  and  Rousseau  stimulate  and  call  into  activity  a 
single  side  in  us ! 

"  Voltaire's  wits  came  to  their  maturity  twenty  years 
sooner  than  the  wits  of  other  men,  and  remained  in  full 
vigor  thirty  years  longer.  The  charm  which  our  style  in 
general  gets  from  our  ideas,  his  ideas  get  from  his  style. 
Voltaire  is  sometimes  afflicted,  sometimes  strongly  moved ; 
but  serious  he  never  is.  His  very  graces  have  an  efiront- 
ery  about  them.  He  had  correctness  of  judgment,  liveli- 
ness of  imagination,  nimble  wits,  quick  taste,  and  a  moral 
sense  in  ruins.  He  is  the  most  debauched  of  spirits,  and 
the  worst  of  him  is  that  one  gets  debauched  along  with 
him.  1£  he  had  been  a  wise  man,  and  had  had  the  sel^ 
discipline  of  wisdom,  beyond  a  doubt  half  his  wit  would 
have  been  gone ;  it  needed  an  atmosphere  of  license  in 
order  to  play  freely.  Those  people  who  read  him  every 
day,  create  for  themselves,  by  an  invincible  law,  the  neces- 
sity of  liking  him.  But  those  people  who,  having  given 
up  reading  him,  gaze  steadily  down  upon  the  influences 
which  his  spirit  has  shed  abroad,  find  themselves  in  sim* 
pie  justice  and  duty  oompeUed  to  detest  him.    It  is  im- 
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posaible  to  be  satisfied  with  him,  and  impossible  not  to  be 
fiisdnated  by  him." 

The  literary  sense  in  us  is  apt  to  rebel  against  so  se* 
yere  a  judgment  on  such  a  charmer  of  the  literary  sense 
as  Voltaire,  and  perhaps  we  English  are  not  very  liable 
to  catch  Voltaire's  vices,  while  of  some  of  his  merits  we 
have  signal  need;  still,  as  the  real  definitive  judgment 
on  Voltaire,  Joubert's  is  undoubtedly  the  true  one.  It  is 
nearly  identical  with  that  of  Groethe.  Joubert's  sentence 
on  Rousseau  is  in  some  respects  more  favorable :  — 

^  That  weight  in  the  speaker  (auctoritas)  which  the 
ancients  talk  o^  is  to  be  found  in  Bossuet  more  than  in 
any  other  French  author;  Pascal,  too,  has  it,  and  La 
Bruy^re ;  even  Rousseau  has  something  of  it,  but  Voltaira 
not  a  particle.  I  can  understand  how  a  Rousseau  —  I 
mean  a  Rousseau  cured  of  his  faults  —  might  at  the  pres- 
ent day  do  much  good,  and  may  even  come  to  be  greatly 
wanted;  but  under  no  circumstances  can  a  Voltaire  be 
of  any  use." 

The  peculiar  power  of  Rousseau's  style  has  never  been 
better  hit  off  than  in  the  following  passage :  — 

^  Rousseau  imparted,  if  I  may  so  speak,  howds  of  fed" 
ing  to  the  words  he  used  (donna  des  entraiUes  a  tons  le$ 
mot$)y  and  poured  into  them  such  a  charm,  sweetness  so 
penetrating,  energy  so  puissant,  that  his  writings  have  an 
effect  upon  the  soul  something  like  that  of  those  illicit 
pleasures  which  steal  away  our  taste  and  intoxicate  our 
reason." 

The  final  judgment,  however,  is  severe,  and  justly 
severe : — 

^  Life  without  actions ;  life  entirely  resolved  into  affec- 
tions and  half-sensual  thoughts;  do-nothingness  setting 
up  for  a  virtue ;  cowardliness  with  voluptuousness ;  fierce 
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|iride  with  nullity  nndemeath  it ;  the  stratting  phrase  of 
the  mo6t  sensiial  of  yagabonds,  who  has  made  his  eysbem 
of  philofloph J  and  can  give  it  eloquently  forth :  there  is 
Rousseau  1  A  piety  in  which  there  is  no  reUgion;  a 
severity  which  brings  oormption  with  it;  a  dogmatism 
which  serves  to  ruin  all  authority:  there  is  Bousaesu's 
philosophy !  To  all  tender,  ardent,  and  elevated  natures, 
I  say :  Only  Rousseau  can  detach  you  from  religion,  and 
only  true  religion  can  core  you  of  Roosseao." 

I  must  yet  find  room,  before  I  end,  for  one  at  least  oi 
Joubert's  sayings  on  political  matters;  here,  too,  the 
whole  man  shows  himself;  and  here,  too,  the  afiinity  with 
Coleridge  is  very  remarkable.  How  true,  how  true  in 
France  especially,  is  thi^remaric  on  the  contrasting  direc- 
tion taken  by  the  aspirations  of  the  community  in  ancient 

and  in  modem  states :  — 

• 

^  The  ancients  were  attached  to  their  country  by  three 
things,  —  their  temfdes,  their  tombs,  and  their  for^thers. 
The  two  great  bonds  which  united  them  to  their  govern- 
ment were  the  bonds  of  habit  and  antiquity.  With  the 
modems,  hope  and  the  love  of  novelty  have  produced  a 
total  chaise.  The  ancients  said  our  fare/others,  we  say 
posterity;  we  do  not,  like  them,  love  wxr  patria,  that  is  to 
say,  the  country  and  the  laws  of  our  fathtos,  rather  we 
love  the  laws  and  the  country  of  our  children ;  the  charm 
we  are  most  sensible  to  is  the  charm  of  the  future^  and 
not  the  charm  of  the  past." 

And  how  keen  and  true  is  this  critidsm  on  the  changed 
sense  of  the  word  "liberty":  — 

"A  great  many  words  have  changed  their  meaning. 
THe  word  Uberty,  for  example,  had  at  bottom*  among  liie 
ancients  the  same  meaning  as  the  word  dominium*  I 
would  be  free  meant,  in  the  mouth  of  the  aneient,  Iwoudd 
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take  part  in  governing  or  adminutering  the  Siate  ;  in  the 
month  c^  a  modern  it  means,  /  would  he  independent. 
The  word  liberty  has  with  us  a  moral  sense ;  with  them 
its  sense  was  purely  political.'' 

Joubert  had  lived  through  the  French  Beyolution,  and 
to  the  modem  cry  for  liberty  he  was  prone  to  answer :  — 

^  Let  your  cry  be  for  free  souls  rather  even  than  for 
free  men.  Moral  liberty  is  the  one  vitally  important  lib- 
erty, the  one  liberty  which  is  indispensaUe ;  the  other 
liberty  is  good  and  salutary  only  so  far  as  it  favors  this. 
Subordinati<m  is  in  itself  a  better  thing  than  independence*- 
The  one  implies  order  and  arrangement;  the  other  im« 
plies  only  self-sufficiency  with  isolation.  The  one  means 
harmony,  the  other  a  single  Ume ;  the  one  is  the  whole, 
the  other  is  but  the  part** 

^  Liberty  !  liberty  I "  he  cries  again ;  '*  in  all  things  let 
us  have  justice^  and  then  we  shall  have  enough  liberty." 

Let  us  haiee  justice,  and  then  we  shall  have  enough  liberty. 
The  wise  man  will  never  refuse  to  echo  those  words ;  but 
then,  such  is  the  imperfection  of  human  govermnents,  that 
almost  always,  in  order  to  get  justice,  one  has  first  to  se* 
cure  liberty. 

I  do  not  hold  up  Joubert  as  a  very  astonishing  and 
powerful  genhis,  but  rather  as  a  delightful  and  edifying 
genius.  I  have  not  cared  to  Exhibit  him  as  a  sayer  of 
brilliant  epigrammatic  things,  such  things  as,  ^  Notre  vie 
est  du  vent  tissu  •  •  •  .  les  dettes  abr^gent  la  vie  .... 
celui  qui  a  de  Timagination  sans  Erudition  a  des  ailes  et 
n'a  pas  de  pieds  "  ( Our  life  is  woven  wind  ....  debts 
take  Jrom  life  .  ...  the  man  of  imagination  without 
learning  has  wings  and  no  feet),  though  for  such  sayings 
he  is  famous.  Li  the  first  place,  the  French  language  is 
in  itself  so  favorable  a  vehicle  for  such  sayings,  that  the 
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making  them  in  it  has  the  less  merit ;  at  least  half  the 
merit  ought  to  go,  not  to  the  maker  of  the  saying,  bat  to 
the  French  language.  In  the  second  place,  the  peculiar 
beauty  of  Joubert  is  not  there ;  it  is  not  in  what  is  ex- 
dbsively  intellectual,  —  it  is  in  the  union  of  soid  with 
intellect,  and  in  the  delightful,  satisfying  result  which  this 
union  produces.  ^  Yivre,  c'est  penser  et  sentir  son  S,me 
.  .  .  .  le  bon  heur  est  de  sentir  son  &me  bonne  .... 
toute  v^rit^  nue  et  crue  n'a  pas  assez  pass^  par  rd.me 
.  .  .  .  les  hommes  ne  sont  justes  qu'envers  ceux  qu'ils 
aiment"  {77ie  essence  of  life  lies  in  thinking  and  being 
conscious  of  one*s  soul  •  .  •  •  happiness  is  the  sense  of 
one*s  souTs  being  good  ,,,,ifa  truth  is  nude  and  cruder 
that  is  a  proof  it  has  not  been  steeped  long  enough  in  the 
soul;  ....  man  cannot  even  be  just  to  his  neighbor,  un- 
less  he  loves  him)  ;  it  is  much  rather  in  sayings  like  these 
that  Joubert's  best  and  innermost  nature  manifests  itself. 
He  is  the  most  prepossessing  and  convincing  of  witnesses 
to  the  good  of  loving  light.  Because  he  sincerely  loved 
light,  and  did  not  prefer  to  it  any  little  private  darkness 
of  his  own,  he  found  light ;  his  eye  was  single,  and  there- 
fore his  whole  body  was  full  of  light.  And  because  he 
was  fiill  of  light,  he  was  also  full  of  happiness.  In  spite 
of  his  infirmities,  in  spite  of  his  sufferings,  in  spite  of  his 
obscurity,  he  was  the  happiest  man  alive ;  his  life  was  as 
L  charming  as  his  thoughts.  For  certainly  it  is  natural  that 
the  love  of  light,  which  is  already,  in  some  measure,  the 
possession  of  light,  should  irradiate  and  beatify  the  whole 
life  of  him  who  has  it  There  is  something  unnatural  and 
shocking  where,  as  in  the  case  of  Coleridge,  it  does  not. 
Joubert  pains  us  by  no  such  contradiction;  ^the  same 
penetration  of  spirit  which  made  him  such  delightful  com- 
pany to  his  friends,  served  also  to  make  him  perfect  in 
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his  own  personal  life,  by  enabling  him  always  to  perceive 
and  do  what  was  right "  ;  he  loved  and  sought  light  till 
he  became  so  habitaated  to  it,  so  accustomed  to  the  joy- 
fal  testimony  of  a  good  conscience,  that,  to  use  his  own 
words,  ''he  could  no  longer  exist  without  this,  and  was 
obliged  to  live  without  reproach  if  he  would  live  without 
misery." 

Joubert  was  not  famous  while  he  lived,  and  he  will  not 
be  famous  now  that  he  is  dead.  But,  before  we  pity  him 
for  this,  let  us  be  sure  what  we  mean,  in  literature,  by 
famous.  There  are  the  famous  men  of  genius  in  litera- 
ture, —  the  Homers,  Dantes,  Shakespeares :  of  them  we 
need  not  speak ;  their  praise  is  for  ever  and  ever.  Then 
there  are  the  fomous  men  of  ability  in  literature :  theit 
praise  is  in  their  own  generation.  And  what  makes  this 
difference  ?  The  work  of  the  two  orders  of  men  is  at 
the  bottom  the  same,  —  a  criticism  of  life.  The  end  and 
aim  of  all  literature,  if  one  considers  it  attentively,  is,  in 
truth,  nothing  but  that.  But  the  criticism  which  the  men 
of  genius  pass  upon  human  life  is  permanently  acceptable 
to  mankind ;  the  criticism  which  the  men  of  ability  pass 
upon  human  life  is  transitorily  acceptable.  Between 
Shakespeare's  criticism  of  human  life  and  Scribe's  the 
difference  is  there ;  —  the  one  is  permanently  acceptable, 
the  other  transitorily.  Whence  then,  I  repeat,  this  dif- 
ference ?  It  is  that  the  acceptableness  of  Shakespeare's 
criticism  depends  upon  its  inherent  truth:  the  accepta- 
bleness of  Scribe's  upon  its  suiting  itself,  by  its  sub- 
ject-matter, ideas,  mode  of  treatment,  to  the  taste  of  the 
generation  that  hears  it.  But  the  taste  and  ideas  of  one 
generation  are  not  those  of  the  next.  This  next  gen- 
eration in  its  turn  arrives ;  —  first  its  sharp-shooters,  its 
quick-witted,  audacious  light-troops ;  then  the  elephantine 
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mam  body.  The  imposing  array  of  its  predecessor  it 
oonfidently  assails,  riddles  it  with  bullets,  passes  over  its 
body.  It  goes  hard  then  with  many  once  popular  reputa- 
tions, with  many  authorities  once  oracular.  Only  two 
kinds  of  authors  are  safe  in  the  general  havoc.  The  first 
kind  are  the  great  abounding  fountains  of  truth,  whose 
criticism  of  life  is  a  source  of  illumination  and  joy  to  the 
whole  human  race  forever, — the  Homers,  the  Shake- 
speares*  These  are  the  sacred  personages,  whom  aU 
civilized  warfare  respects.  The  second  are  those  whom 
the  out-skirmishers  of  the  new  generation,  its  forerunners, 
—  quick-witted  soldiers,  as  I  have  said,  the  select  of  the 
army,  —  recognize,  though  the  bulk  of  their  comrades 
^hind  might  not,  as  of  the  same  family  and  character 
with  the  sacred  personages,  exercising  like  them  an  im- 
mortal function,  and  like  them  inspiring  a  permanent 
interest.  They  snatch  them  up,  and  set  them  in  a  place 
of  shelter,  where  the  on-coming  multitude  may  not  over- 
whelm them.  These  are  the  Jouberts.  They  will  never, 
like  the  Shakespeares,  command  the  homage  of  the  mul- 
titude ;  but  they  are  safe ;  the  multitude  will  not  trample 
them  down.  Except  these  two  kinds,  no  author  is  safe. 
Let  us  consider,  for  example,  Joubert's  famous  contem- 
porary, Lord  Jeffrey.  All  his  vivacity  and  accomplish- 
ment avail  him  nothing ;  of  the  true  critic  he  had  in  an 
eminent  degree  no  quality,  except  one, — curiosity.  Curi- 
osity he  had,  but  he  had  no  oi^an  for  truth ;  he  cannot 
illuminate  and  rejoice  us ;  no  intelligent  outpost  of  the 
new  generation  cares  about  him,  cares  to  put  him  in 
safety ;  at  this  moment  we  are  all  passing  over  his  body. 
Let  us  consider  a  greater  than  Jeffrey,  a  critic  whose 
reputation  still  stands  firm,  —  will  stand,  many  people 
think,  forever,  —  the  great  apostle  of  the  Philistines^ 
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Lord  Macaulay.  Lord  Macanky  was,  as  I  have  alread j 
said,  a  bom  rhetorician ;  a  splendid  rhetorician  doobtless, 
and,  beyond  that,  an  Emglisk  rhetorician  also,  an  honeH 
rhetorician ;  still,  beyond  the  apparent  rhetorical  troth  of 
things  he  never  could  penetrate ;  for  their  vital  truthj  for 
what  the  French  call  the  vraie  veritit  he  had  absolutely 
no  organ ;  therefore  his  reputation,  brilliant  as  it  is,  is  not 
secure.  Khetoric  so  good  as  his  excites  and  gives  pleas- 
ure ;  but  by  pleasure  alone  you  cannot  permanently  bind 
men*8  .sjHrits  to  you.  Truth  illuminates  and  gives  joy, 
and  it  is  by  the  bond  of  joy,  not  of  pleasure,  that  men's 
spirits  are  indissolubly  held.  As  Lord  Macaulays  own 
generation  dies  out,  as  a  new  generation  arrives,  without 
those  ideas  and  tendencies  of  its  predecessor  which  Lord 
Macaulay  so  deeply  shared  and  so  happily  satisfied,  will 
he  give  the  same  pleasure  ?  and,  if  he  ceases  to  give  this, 
has  he  enough  of  light  in  him  to  make  him  safe  ?  Pleas- 
ure the  new  generation  will  get  from  its  own  novel  ideas 
and  tendencies ;  but  light  is  another  and  a  rarer  thing, 
and  must  be  treasured  wherever  it  can  be  found.  Will 
Macaulay  be  saved,  in  the  sweep  and  pressure  of  time, 
for  his  light's  sake,  as  Johnson  has  already  been  saved  by 
two  generations,  Joubert  by  one  ?  I  think  it  very  doubtfuL 
But  for  a  spirit  of  any  delicacy  and  dignity,  what  a  fate, 
if  he  could  foresee  it !  to  be  an  oracle  for  one  generation, 
and  then  of  little  or  no  account  forever.  How  far  better, 
to  pass  with  scant  notice  through  one's  own  generation, 
but  to  be  singled  out  and  preserved  by  the  very  icono- 
clastd  of  the  cext,  then  in  their  turn  by  those  of  the  next, 
and  so,  like  the  lamp  of  life  itself,  to  be  handed  on  from 
one  generation  to  another  in  safety!  This  is  Joubert's 
lot,  and  it  is  a  very  enviable  one.  The  new  men  of  the 
new  generations,  while  they  let  the  *dust  deepen  on  a 
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thousand  Laharpes,  will  say  of  him :  <<  He  lived  in  the 
Philistines'  day,  in  a  place  and  time  when  almost  every 
idea  current  in  literature  had  the  mark  of  Dagon  upon  it, 
and  not  the  mark  of  the  children  of  light  Kay,  the  chil- 
dren of  light  were  as  yet  hardly  so  much  as  heard  of:  the 
Canaanite  was  then,  in  the  land.  Still,  there  were  even 
then  a  few,  who,  nourished  on  some  secret  tradition,  or 
illumined,  perhaps,  by  a  divine  inspiration,  kept  aloof 
from  the  reigning  superstitions,  never  bowed  the  knee 
to  the  gods  of  Canaan ;  and  one  of  these  few  was  called 
Jovhertr 
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Y  the  .sentence  of  the  angels,  by  the  decree  of 
the  saints,  we-  anathematize,  cat  off,  cnrse  and 
execrate  Bamch  Spinoza,  in  the  presence  of 
these  sacred 'books  with  the  six  hundred  and 
thirteen  precepts  which  are  written  therein,  with  the  an- 
athema wherewith  Joshua  anathematized  Jericho;  with 
the  cursing  wherewith  Elisha  cursed  the  children;  and 
with  all  the  cundngs  which  are  written  in  the  Book  of  the 
Law :  cursed  be  he  bj  day,  and  cursed  by  night ;  cursed 
when  he  lieth  down,  and  cursed  when  he  riseth  up ;  cursed 
when  he  goeth  out,  and  cursed  when  he  cometh  in ;  the 
Lord  pardon  him  never ;  the  wrath  and  fury  of  the  Lord 
bum  upon  this  man,  and  bring  upon  him  all  the  curses 
which  are  written  in  the  Book  of  the  Law.  The  Lord 
blot  out  his  name  under  heaven.  The  Lord  set  him  apart 
for  destruction  from  all  the  tribes  of  Israel,  with  all  the 
curses  of  the  firmament  which  are  written  in  the  Book  of 
this  Law.  ....  There  shall  no  man  speak  to  him,  no 
man  write  to.  him,  no  man  show  him  any  kindness,  no 
man  stay  under  the  same  roof  with  him,  no  man  come 
nigh  him." 

With  these  amenities,  the  current  compliments  of  theo- 
logical parting,  the  Jews  of  the  Portuguese  synagogue  at 
Amsterdam  took  in  1656  (and  not  in  1660  as  has  till 


23.8  SPINOZA. 

now  been  commonly  siipposed)  their  leave  of  their  erring 
brother,  Baruch  or  Benedict  Spinoza.  They  remained 
children  of  Israel,  and  he  became  a  child  of  modern 
Europe. 

That  was  in  1656,  and  Spinoza  died  in  1677,  at  the 
early  age  of  forty-four.  Glory  had  not  found  him  out. 
His  short  life — a  life  of  unbroken  diligence,  kindliness, 
and  purity — was  passed  in  seclusion.  But  in  spite  of  that 
seclusion,  in  spite  of  the  shortness  of  his  career,  in  spite 
of  the  hostility  of  the  dispensers  of  renown  in  the  eigh- 
teenth century, —  of  Voltaire's  disparagement  and  Bayle's 
detraction,  —  in  spite  of  the  repellent  form  which  he  has 
given  to  his  principal  work,  in  spite  of  the  exterior  sem- 
blance of  a  rigid  dogmatism  alien  to  the  most  essential 
tendencies  of  modern  philosophy,  in  spite^  finally,  of  the 
immense  weight  of  disfavor  cast,  upon  him  by  the  long- 
repeated  charge  of  atheism,  Spinoza's  name  has  silently 
risen  in  importance,  the  man  and  his  work  have  attracted 
a  steadily  increasing  notice,  and  bid  £ur  to  become  soon 
what  they  deserve  to  become,  —  in  the  history  of  modem 
philosophy,  the  central  point  of  interest  An  avowed 
translation  of  one  of  his  works, — his  IVactahis  Theohgtco^ 
Polttictts,  —  at  last  makes  its  appearance  in  English.  It 
is  the  principal  work  which  Spinoza  published  in  his  life- 
time; his  book  on  ethics,  the  work  on  which  his  &me 
rests,  is  posthumous. 

The  English  translator  has  not  done  his  task  well.  Of 
the  character  of  his  version  there  can,  I  am  airaid,  be  no 
doubt ;  one  such  passage  as  the  following  is  decisive :  — 

^^I  confess  that,  while  vnth  them  (the  theologians)  / 
have  never  been  able  sufficient  to  admire  the  unfathomed 
mysteries  of  Scripture^  I  have  stiU  found  them  giving  uUer» 
ance  to  nothing  but  Aristotelian  and  Platonic  speculations^ 
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aitiullj  dressed  up  and  canntBgly  accommodated  to  Holy 
Writy  lest  the  speakers  should  show  themselves  too  plainly 
to  belong  to  the  sect  of  the  Grecian  heathens.  Nor  vhu 
it  enough  for  these  men  to  diecourse  with  the  Greeks;  they 
have  further  taken  to  raving  with  the  Hebrew  prophets.^ 

This  professes  to  be  a  translation  of  these  words  of 
Spinoza :  "  Fateor,  eos  nunqoam  satis  mirari  potnisse 
Scriptane  profundissima  mysteria ;  attamen  praeter  Ans- 
toteUoorum  vel  Platonicomm  speculationes  nihil  docuisse 
video,  atque  iiisy  ne  gentiles  sectari  vid^rentur,  Scriptn* 
ram  accommodayerunt  Non  satis  his  fuit  cum  Grsecis 
inBanire,  sed  prophetas  cum  iisdem  deliravisse  yoluerunt" 
After  one  such  specimen  of  a  translator's  force,  the  expe- 
rienced reader  has  a  sort  of  instinct  that  he  may  as  well 
dose  the  book  at  once,  with  a  smile  or  a  sigh,  according 
as  he  happens  to  be  a  follower  of  the  weeping  or  of  the' 
laughing  philosophei^  If,  in  spite  of  this  instinct,  he  per- 
sists in  going  on  with  the  English  version  of  the  TVactatus 
TheologicO'PcUtieus,  he  will  find  many  more  such  speci- 
mens* It  is  not,  however,  my  intention  to  fill  my  space 
with  these,  or  with  strictures  upon  their  author.  I  prefer 
to  remark,  that  he  renders  a  service  to  literary  history  by 
pointing  out,  in  his  preface,  how  '^to  Bayle  may  be  traced 
the  disfavor  in  which  the  name  of  Spinoza  was  so  long 
held";  that,  in  his  observations  on' the  system  of  the 
Church  of  England,  he  shows  a  laudable  freedom  from 
the  prejudices  of  ordinary  English  Liberals  of  that  ad- 
vanced school  to  which  he  clearly  belongs ;  and  lastly, 
that,  though  he  manifests  little  familiarity  with  Latin,  he 
seems  to  have  considerable  familiarity  with  philosophy, 
and  to  be  well  able  to  follow  and  comprehend  speculative 
reasoning.  Let  me  advise  him  to  unite  his  forces  with 
those  of  some  one  who  has  that  accurate  knowledge  of 
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Latin  which  he  himself  has  not,  and  then,  perhaps,  of 
that  union  a  really  good  translation  of  Spinoza  will  be 
the  result  And,  having  given  him  this  advice,  let  me 
again  turn,  for  a  little,  to  the  TVactaius  T^eologico-PoliH- 
cus  it<^lf. 

This  work,  as  I  have  already  said,  is  a  work  on  the 
interpretation  of  Scripture,  —  it  treats  of  the  Bible. 
What  was  it  exactly  which  Spinoza  thought  about  the 
Bible  and  its  inspiration  ?  That  will  be,  at  the  present 
moment,  the  central  point  of  interest  for  the  English 
readers  of  his  Treatise.  Now,  it  is  to  be  observed,  that 
just  on  this  very  point  the  Treatise,  interesting  and  re- 
markable as  it  is,  will  fail  to  satisfy  the  reader.  It  is 
important  to  seize  this  notion  quite  firmly,  and  not  to 
quit  hold  of  it  while  one  is  reading  Spinoza's  work.  The 
scope  of  that  work  is  this :  — ^  Spinoza  sees  that  the  life 
and  practice  of  Christian  nations,  professing  the  religion 
of  the  Bible,  are  not  the  due  fruits  of  the  religion  of  the 
Bible ;  he  sees  only  hatred,  bitterness,  and  strife,  where 
he  might  have  expected  to  see  love,  joy,  and  peace  in 
believing;  and  he  asks  himself  the  reason  of  this.  The 
reason  is,  he  says,  that  these  people  misunderstand  their 
Bible.  Well,  then,  is  his  conclusion,  I  will  write  a  TVac- 
tatui  TheohgicO'PoUticus.  I  will  show  these  people,  that, 
taking  the  Bible  for  granted,  taking  it  to  be  all  which  it 
asserts  itself  to  be,  taking  it  to  have  all  the  authority 
which  it  claifhs,  it  is  not  what  they  imagine  it  to  be,  it 
does  not  say  what  they  imagine  it  to  say.  I  will  show 
them  what  it  really  does  say,  and  I  will  show  them  that 
they  will  do  well  to  accept  this  real  teaching  of  the  Bible, 
instead  of  the  phantom  with  which  they  have  so  long  been 
cheated.  I  will  show  their  governments  that  they  will 
do  well  to  remodel  the  National  Churches,  to  make  of 
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them  institutions  informed  with  the  spirit  of  the  trae 
Bible,  instead  of  institations  informed  with  the  spirit  of 
this  fiilse  phantom. 

Sach  is  really  the  scope  of  Spinoza's  work.  He  pur- 
sues a  great  object,  and  pursues  it  with  signal  ability; 
but  it  is  important  to  observe  that  he  does  not  give  us  his 
own  opinion  about  the  Bible's  ftindamental  character.  He 
takes  the  Bible  as  it  stands,  as  he  might  take  the  phenom- 
ena of  nature,  and  he  discusses  it  as  he  finds  it.  Revela- 
tion differs  from  natural  knowledge,  he  says,  not  by  being 
more  divine  or  more  certain  than  natural  knowledge,  but 
by  being  conveyed  in  a  different  way ;  i^t  differs  from  it 
because  it  is  a  knowledge  ^  of  which  the  laws  of  human 
nature  considered  in  themselves  alone  cannot  be  the 
cause.''  What  i^n!eally  its  cause,  he  says,  we  need  not 
here  inquire  (verum  nee  nobis  jam  opus  est  propheticcB 
eognitionis  causam  'scire)  ^  for  we  take  Scripture,  which 
contains  this  revelation,  as  it  stands,  and  do  not  ask  how 
it  arose  (documentorum  causas  nihil  curamus). 

Proceeding  on  this  principle,  Spinoza  leaves  the  atten- 
tive reader  somewhat  baffled  aqd  disappointed,  clear  as  is 
his  way  of  treating  his  subject,  and  remarkable  as  are  the 
conclusions  with  which  he  presents  us.  He  starts,  we  feel, 
from  what  is  to  him  a  hypothesis^  and  we  want  to  know 
what  he  really  thinks  about  this  hypothesis.  His  great- 
est novelties  are  all  within  limits  fixed  for  him  by  this 
hypothesis.  He  says  that  the  voice  which  called  Samuel 
was  an  imaginary  vmce ;  he  says  that  the  waters  of  the 
Red  Sea  retreated  before  a  strong  wind ;  he  says  that  the 
Sbnnamite's  son  was  revived  by  the  natural  heat  of 
Ellsha's  body ;  he  says  that  the  rainbow  which  was  made 
a  8ign  to  Noah  appeared  in  the  ordinary  course  of  nature. 
Scripture  itself,  rightly  interpreted,  says,  he  affirms,  all 
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this.  But  he  asserts  that  the  Voice  which  uttered  the 
Commandmeiits  on  Mount  Sinai  was  a  real  voice,  a  vera 
vox.  He  says,  indeed,  that  this  voice  could  not  really 
give  to  the  Israelites  that  proof  which  they  imagined  it 
gave  to  them  of  the  existence  of  God,  and  that  Grod  on 
Sinai  was  dealing  with  the  Israelites  onlj  according  to 
their  imperfect  knowledge.  Still  he  asserts  the  voice  to 
have  heen  a  real  one;  and  for  this  reason,  that  we  do 
violence  to  Scripture  if  We  do  not  admit  it  to  have  heen 
a  real  one  (nisi  Scriptura  vim  inferre  vdimus,  omnino 
eoncedendum  est,  Israelitcu  veram  vocem  audivisse).  The 
attentive  reader  wants  to  know  what  Spinoza  himself 
thought  about  this  vera  vox  and  its  possibility;  he  is 
much  more  interested  in  knowing  this,  than  in  knowing 
what  Spinoza  considered  Scripture  to  affirm  about  the 
matter. 

The  feeling  of  perplexity  thus  caused  is  not  diminished 
by  the  language  of  the  chapter  on  miracles.  In  this  chap* 
ter  Spinoza  broadly  affirms  a  miracle  to  be  an  impossi- 
bility. But  he  himself  contrasts  the  method  of  demon- 
stration a  priori,  by  which  he  claims  to  have  established 
this  proposition,  with  the  method  which  he  has  pursued 
in  treating  of  prophetic  revelation.  "  This  revelation," 
he  says,  ^*  is  a  matter  out  of  human  reach,  and  therefore 
I  was  bound  to  take  it  as  I  found  it."  Monetae  volo,  me 
alia  prorsus  methodo  circa  miractda  processisse,  quam 
circa  prophetiam  ....  quod  etiam  consulto  feci  quia  de 
prophetia,  quandoquidem  ipsa  capium  hupianum  superat 
et  qucBsHo  mere  theologica  est,  nihil  affirmare,  neque  etiam 
scire  poteram  in  quo  ipsa  potissimum  constiterit,  nisi  ex 
fundamentis  revelatis.  The  reader  feels  that  Spinoza, 
proceeding  on  a  hypothesis,  has  presented  him  with  the 
assertion  of  a  miracle,  and  afterwards,  proceeding  a  pri' 
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or»,  has  presented  him  with  the  assertion  that  a  miracle 
is  impossible.  He  feels  that  Spinoza  does  not  adequately 
reconcile  these  two  assertions  by  declaring  that  any  event 
really  miraculous,  if  found  recorded  in  Scripture,  must 
be  ''  a  spurious  addition  made  to  Scripture  by  sacrilegious 
men."  Is,  then,  he  asks,  the  vera  vox  of  Mount  Sinai  in 
Spinoza's  opinion  a  spurious  addition  made  to  Scripture 
by  sacrilegious  men ;  or,  if  not,  how  is  it  not  miraculous  ? 
Spinoza,  in  his  own  mind,  regarded  the  Bible  as  a  vast 
collection  of  miscellaneous  documents,  many  of  them  quite 
disparate  and  not  at  all  to  be  harmonized  with  others ; 
documents  of  unequal  value  and  of  varying  applicability, 
some  of  them  conveying  ideas  salutary  for  one  time, 
others  for  another.  But  in  the  Tractatus  TheologicO'. 
jPoltticus  he  by  no*  means  always  deals  in  this  free  spirit 
with  the  Bible.  Sometimes  he  chooses  to  deal  with  it  in 
the  spirit  of  the  veriest  worshipper  of  the  letter ;  some- 
times he  chooses  to  treat  the  Bible  as  if  all  its  parts  were 
(so  to  speak)  equipollent;  to  snatch  an  isolated  text 
which  suits  his  purpose,  without  caring  whether  it  is  an- 
nulled by  the  context,  by  the  general  drift  of  Scripture, 
or  by  other  passages  of  more  weight  and  authority.  The 
great  critic  thus  voluntarily  becomes  as  uncritical  as  Exe- 
ter Hall.  The  epicurean  Solomon,  whose  JEccle^astes 
the  Hebrew  doctors,  even  after  they  had  received  it  into 
the  canon,  forbade  the  young  and  weak-minded  among 
their  community  to  read,  Spinoza  quotes  as  of  the  same 
authority  with  |he  severe  Moses ;  he  uses  promiscuously, 
as  documents  of  identical  force,  without  discriminating 
between  their  essentially  different  character,  the  softened 
cosmopolitan  teaching  of  the  prophets  of  the  captivity, 
and  the  rigid  national  teaching  of  the  instructors  of 
Israel's  youth.     He  is  capable  of  extracting,  from  a 
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chance  expression  of  Jeremiah,  the  assertion  of  a  specQ- 
hitive  idea  which  Jeremiah  certainly  never  entertained, 
and  from  which  he  would  have  recoiled  in  dismay,  —  the 
idea,  namely,  that  miracles  are  impossible ;  just  as  the 
ordinary  Englishman  can  extract  from  Grod's  words  to 
Noah,  Be  fruitful  and  multiply,  an  exhortation  to  himself 
to  have  a  large  family.  Spinoza,  I  repeat,  knew  perfectly 
well  what  this  verbal  mode  of  dealing  with  the  Bible  was 
worth;  but  he  sometimes  uses  it  because  of  the  hypo- 
thesis from  which  he  set  out;  because  of  his  having 
agreed  '^to  take  Scripture  as  it  stands,  and  not  to  ask 
how  it  arose." 

No  doubt  the  sagacity  of  Spinoza's  rules  for  biblical 
interpretation,  the  power  of  his  analysis  of  the  contents  of 
the  Bible,  the  interest  of  his  reflections*  on  Jewish  history, 
are,  in  spite  of  this,  very  great,  and  have  an  absolute 
worth  of  their  own,  independent  of  the  silence  or  ambi- 
guity of  their  author  upon  a  point  of  cardinal  importance. 
Few  candid  people  will  read  his  rules  of  interpretation 
without  exclaiming  that  they  are  the  very  dictates  of 
good  sense,  that  they  have  always  believed  in  them ;  and 
without  adding,  after  a  moment's  reflection,  that  they 
have  passed  their  lives  lb  violating  them.  And  what 
can  be  more  interesting,  than  to  find  that  perhaps  the 
main  cause  of  the  decay  of  the  Jewish  polity  was  one  of 
which  from  our  English  Bible,  which  entirely  mistrans- 
lates the  26th  verse  of  the  20th  chapter  of  Ezekiel,  we 
hear  nothing,  —  the  perpetual  reproach  of  impurity  and 
rejection  cast  upon  the  mass  of  the  Hebrew  nation  by  the 
exclusive  priesthood  of  the  tribe  of  Levi  ?  What  can  be 
more  suggestive,  after  Mr.  Mill  and  Dr.  Stanley  have  been 
telling  us  how  great  an  element  of  strength  to  the  Hebrew 
nation  was  the  institution  of  prophets,  than  to  hear  from 
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the  ablest  of  Hebrews  how  this  institalion  seesis  to 
to  have  been  to  his  nation  one  of  her  main  elements  of 
weakness?  No  intelligent  man  can  read  the  TradcOui 
TheologicO'Polittciu  without  being  profoundly  instructed 
by  it ;  but  neither  can  he  read  it  without  feeling  that,  as 
a  speculfl^ye  woric,  it  is,  to  use  a  French  military  expires^ 
sion,  in  the  air;  that,  in  a  certain  sense,  it  is  in  want  of  a 
base  and  in  want  of  supports;  that  this  base  and  thei« 
supports  are,  at  any  ratej  not  to  be  found  in  the  work  it^ 
self,  and,  if  they  exist,  must  be  sought  for  in  other  works 
of  the  author. 

The  genuine  speculative  opinions  of  Spinoza,  which  the 
TrouAatus  Theohgica-Polittcus  but  imperfectly  reveale^ 
may,  in  his  Ethics  and  in  his  Letters,  be  found  set  forth 
clearly.  It  is,  however^  the  business  of  criticism  to  deal 
with  every  independent  work  as  with  an  independent 
whole,  and  —  instead  of  establishing  between  the  Trae- 
tcUus  TkeologicO'Politicus  and  the  Ethics  of  Spinoza  a 
relation  which  Spinoza  himself  has  not  established  —  to 
seize,  in  dealing  with  the  Trtxctatus  Thedogico-PoUticuSy 
the  important  fact  that  this  work  has  its  source,  not  in  the 
axioms  and  definitions  of  the  Ethics,  but  in  a  hypothesis. 
The  Ethics  are  not  yet  translated  into  English,  and  I 
have  not  here  to^speak  of  them.  Then  will  be  the  right 
time  for  criticism  to  try  and  seize  the  special  character 
and  tendencies  of  that  remarkable  work,  when  it  is  deal- 
ing with  it  directly.  The  criticism  of  the  Ethics  is  far 
too  serious  a  task  to  be  undertaken  incidentally,  and 
merely  as  a  supplement  to  the  criticism  of  the  Tr(ictatu8 
TheologicO'Politicus,  Nevertheless,  on  cei*t^n  governing 
ideas  of  Spinoza,  which  receive  their  systematic  expres- 
sion, indeed,  in  the  Ethics,  and  on  which  the  TVcustcOus 
TheotogicO'PoUticus  is  not  formally  based,  but  which  are 
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yet  never  absent  from  Spinoza's  mind  in  the  composition 
of  any  work,  which  breathe  through  all  his  works,  and 
fill  them  with  a  peculiar  effect  and  power,  I  have  a  word 
or  two  to  say. 

A  philosopher's  real  power  over  mankind  resides,  not 
in  his  metaphysical  formulas,  but  in  the  spirit  and  ten- 
dencies which  have  led  him  to  adopt  those  formulas. 
Spinoza's  critic,  therefore,  has  rather  to  bring  to  light 
that  spirit  and  those  tendencies  of  his  author,  than  to 
exhibit  his  metaphysical  formulas.  Propositions  about 
substance  pass  by  mankind  at  large  like  the  idle  wind, 
which  mankind  at  large  regards  not;  it  will  not  even 
listen  to  a  word  about  these  propositions,  unless  it  first 
learns  what  their  author  was  driving  at  with  them,  and 
finds  that  this  object  of  his  is  one  with  which  it  sympa- ' 
thizes,  one,  at  any  rate,  which  commands  it«  attention. 
And  mankind  is  so  far  right,  that  this  object  of  the  author 
is  really,  as  has  been  said,  that  which  is  most  important, 
that  which  sets  all  his  work  in  motion,  that  which  is  the 
secret  of  his  attraction  for  other  minds,  which,  by  differ- 
ent ways,  pursue  the  same  object. 

Mr.  Maurice,  seeking  for  the  cause  of  Goethe's  great 
admiration  for  Spinoza,  thinks  that  he  finds  it  in  Spinoza's 
Hebrew  genius.  "  He  spoke  of  God,"  says  Mr.  Maurice, 
<'as  an.  actual  being,  to  those  who  had  fancied  Him  a  name 
in  a  book.  The  child  of  the  circumcision  had  a  message 
for  Lessing  and  Goethe  which  the  pagan  schools  of  phi- 
losophy could  not  bring."  This  seems  to  me,  I  confess, 
fanciful.  An  intensity  and  impressiveness,  which  came 
to  him  from  his  Hebrew  nature,  Spinoza  no  doubt  has ; 
but  the  two  things  which  are  most  remarkable  about  him, 
and  by  which,  as  I  think,  he  chiefly  impressed  Goethe, 
seem  to  me  not  to  come  to  him  from  his  Hebrew  nature  at 
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all,  —  I  mean  his  denial  of  final  causes,  and  his  stoicism,  a 
stoicism  not  passive,  but  active.  For  a  mind  like  Goethe's 
«—  a  mind  profoundly  impartial  and  passionately  aspiring 
after  the  science,  not  of  men  only,  but  of  universal  nature 
— the  popular  philosophy,  which  explains  all  things  by 
reference  to  man,  and  regards  universal  nature  as  exist- 
ing for  the  sake  of  man^  and  even  of  certain  classes  of 
men,  was  utterly  repulsive.  Unchecked,  thb  philosophy 
would  gladly  maintain  that  the  donkey  exists  in  order 
that  the  invalid  Christian  may  have  donkey^  milk  be- 
fore breakfast;  and  such  views  of  nature  as  this  were 
exactly  what  Groethe's  whole  soul  abhorred.  Creation, 
he  thought,  should  be  made  of  sterner  stuff;  he  desired 
to  rest  the  donkey's  existence  on  larger  grounds.  More 
than  any  philosopher  who  has  ever  lived,  Spinoza  satis- 
fied him  here.  The  full  exposition  of  the  counter-doo- 
.trine  to  the  popular  doctrine  of  final  causes  is  to  be  found 
in  the  Ethics ;  but  thb  denial  of  final  causes  was  so  es- 
sential an  element  of  all  Spinoza's  thinking  that  we  shall, 
as  has  been  said  already,  find  it  in  the  work  with  which 
we  are  here  concerned,  the  Tractahu  Th$olog%€o-PoHtiaUj 
and,  indeed,  permeating  that  work  and  all  his  works. 
From  the  Tractatus  Theohgieo-PoUticus  one  may  take 
as  good  a  general  statement  of  this  denial  as  any  which 
is  to  be  found  in  the  Ethics :  — 

^  Deus  naturam  dirigit,  prout  eju^  leges  universales, 
non  autem  prout  humanas  naturss  particulares  leges  exi- 
gunt,  adeoque  Deus  non  solius  humani  generis,  sed  totius 
Daturas  rationem  habet."  ( God  directs  nature^  according 
€U  the  universal  laws  of  nature,  hut  not  according  as  the 
particular  laws  of  human  nature  require;  and  so  God 
has  regardf  not  of  the  human  race  only,  hut  of  entire 
nature.) 
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And,  as  a  pendant  to  this  denial  by  Spinoza  of  final 
causes,  comes  his  stoicism :  — 

^  Non  studemns,  ut  natnra  nobis,  sed  contra  ot  nos  na- 
ture pareamns."  ,  (  Our  desire  is  not  that  mxture  ma^  o&ey 
iw,  hit,  on  the  contrary^  that  we  may  obey  nature.) 

Here  is  the  second  source  of  his  attracdveneas  for 
Gk)ethe;  and  Groethe  is  but  the  eminent  representative 
of  a  whole  order  of  minds  whose  admirati<»  has  made 
SfMnoza's  fame.  Spinoza  first  impresses  Goethe  and  any 
man  like  Aoethe,  and  then  he  composes  him ;  first  he  fills 
and  satisfies  his  imaginati<»  by  the  width  and  grandeur 
of  his  view  of  nature,  and  then  he  fortifies  and  stilhs  his 
mobile,  straining,  passionate,  poetic  temperament  by  the 
moral  lesson  he  draws  from  his  vAw  of  nature.  And  a 
moral  lesson  not  of  mere  resigned  acquiescence,  not  of 
melancholy  quietism,  but  of  joyful  activity  within  the 
limits  of.man's  true  sphere :  — 

^  Ipsa  hominis  essentia  est  conatus  quo  unusqniaque 

roum  esse  conservare  conatur Virtus  homini^^  ^ st 

ipsa  hominis  essentia,  quatenus  a  solo  conatu  suum  esse 

conservandi  definitur. Felicitas  in  eo  consistit  quod 

homo  suum  esse  conservare  potest  •  • .  •  Laetitia  est  ho- 
minis transitio  ad  majorem  perfectionem Tristitia 

est  hominis  transitio  ad  minorem  perfectionem.''     {Man's 
very  essence  is  the  effort  wherewith  each  man  strives  to 

maintain  his  ovm  being Man's  virtue  is  this  very 

essence f  so  far  as  it  is  defined  by  this  single  effort  to  main- 
tain man's  being Happiness  consists  in  a  man's 

being  able  to  maintain  his  own  being,  ....  Joy  is  man's 

passage  to  a  greater  perfection Sorrow  is  man's 

passage  to  a  lesser  perfection.) 

It  seems  to  me  that  by  neither  of  these,  his  grand 
characteristic  doctrines,  is  Spinoza  truly  Hebrew  or  truly 
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(Siristiaii.  His  deniiil  of  final  canses  is  essentiall  j  alien 
to  the  spirit  of  the  Old  Testament,  and  his  cheerfol  and 
self-sufficing  stoicism  is  essentiallj  alien  to  the  spirit  of 
the  New.  The  doctrine  that  ^  God  directs  nature,  not 
aocording  as  the  particular  laws  of  honuin  nature,  but 
according  as  the  universal  laws  of  nature  require,"  is  at 
utter  variance  with  that  Hebrew  mode  of  representing 
God's  dealings,  whidi  makes  the  locusts  visit  Egypt  to 
punish  Pharaoh's  harness  of  heart,  and  the  &lling  dew 
avert  itself  finom  the  fleece  of  Gideon.  The  doctrine  that 
^all  sorrow  is  a  passage  to  a  lesser  perfection  "  is  at  utt^r 
variance  with  the  Christian  recognition  of  the  blessedness 
of  sorrow,  working  ''  repentance  to  salvation  not  to  be 
repented  of";  of  sorrow,  which,  in  Dante's  words,  ^re- 
marries us  to  Grod."  Spinoza's  repeated  and  earnest  as- 
sertions that  the  love  of  God  is  man's  twnmum  bonum^ 
do  not  remove  the  fundamental  diversity  between  his 
doctrine  and  the  Hebrew  and  Christian  doctrines.  By 
the  love  of  God  he  does  not  mean  the  same  thing  which 
the  Hebrew  and  Christian  religions  mean  by  the  love  of 
God.  He  makes  the  love  of  God  to  consist  in  the  knowl* 
edge  of  God;  and,  aa  we  know  God  only  through  his 
manifestation  of  himself  in  the  laws  of  nature,  it  b  by 
knowing  these  laws  that  we  love  God,  and  the  more  we 
know  them  the  more  we  love  him.  This  may  be  true, 
but  this  is  not  what  the  Christian  means  by  the  love  of 
God.  Spinoza's  ideal  is  the  intellectual  life ;  the  Chris- 
tian's ideal  is  the  religious  life.  Between  the  two  condi- 
tions there  is  all  the  difference  which  there  is  between 
the  being  in  love,  and  the  following,  with  delighted  0(»n- 
prehension,  a  demonstration  of  Euclid.  For  Spinoza, 
undoubtedly,  the   crown   of  the   intellectual  life  is  a 

transport,  as  for  the  saint  the  crown  of  the  religious 

11* 


250  SPINOZA. 

h£e  18  a  transport;  bat  the  two  transports  are  not  the 
same. 

This  is  true ;  yet  it  is  tnie,  also^  that  by  thns  crowning 
the  intellectual  life  with  a  sacred  transport,  by  thus  re- 
taining in  philosophy,  amid  the  discontented  murmurs 
of  all  the  army  of  atheism,  the  name  of  God,  Spinosa 
maintains  a  profound  affinity  with  that  which  is  truest  in 
religion,  and  inspires  an  indestructible  interest.  ^  It  is 
true,"  one  may  say  to  the  wise  and  devout  Christian, 
^  Spinoza's  conception  of  beatitude  is  not  yours,  and  can- 
not satisfy  you ;  but  whose  conception  of  beatitude  would 
you  accept  as  satisfying  ?  Not  even  that  of  the  devoutest 
of  your  fellow-Christians.  Fra  Angelico,  the  sweetest 
and  most  inspired  of  devout  souls,  has  given  us,  in  his 
great  picture  of  the  Last  Judgment,  his  conception  of 
beatitude.  The  elect  are  going  round  in  a  ring  on  long 
grass  under  laden  fruit-trees ;  two  of  them,  more  restless 
than  the  others,  are  flying  up  a  battlemented  street, — 
a  street  blank  with  all  the  ennui  of  the  Middle  Ages. 
Across  a  gulf  is  visible,  for  the  delectation  of  the  saints, 
a  blazing  caldron  in  which  Beelzebub  is  sousing  the 
damned.  This  is  hardly  more  your  conception  of  beati- 
tude than  Spinoza's  is.  But  '  in  my  Father's  house  are 
many  mansions ' ;  only^  to  reach  any  one  of  these  man- 
sions, are  needed  the  wings  of  a  genuine  sacred  trans- 
port, of  an  'immortal  longing.'"  These  wings  Spinoza 
had ;  and,  because  he  had  them,  he  horrifies  a  certain 
school  of  his  admirers  by  talking  of  "  God  "  where  they 
talk  of  "  forces,"  and  by  talking  of  "  the  love  of  Grod  " 
where  they  talk  of  "  a  rational  curiosity." 

One  of  these  admirers,  M.  Van  Yloten,  has  recently 
published  at  Amsterdam  a  supplementary  volume  to 
Spinoza's  works,  containing  the  interesting  document  of 
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Spinoza's  Bentence  of  exoommunication,  from  which  I 
have  already  quoted,  and  containing,  besides,  several 
lately  found  works  alleged  to  be  Spinoza's,  which  seem 
to  me  to  be  of  doubtful  authenticity,  and,  even  if  authen- 
tic, of  no  great  importance.  M.  Van  Yloten  (who,  let 
me  be  permitted  to  say  in  passing,  writes  a  Latin  which 
would  make  one  think  that  the  art  of  writing  Latin  must 
be  now  a  lost  art  in  the  country  of  Lipsius)  is  very  anx- 
ious that  Spinoza's  unscientific  retention  of  the  name  of 
Grod  should  not  afflict  his  reader  with  any  doubts  as  to 
his  perfect  scientific  orthodoxy. 

^  It  is  a  great  mistake,"  he  cries,  ^'  to  disparage  Spinoza 
as  merely  one  of  the  dogmatists  before  Kant.  By  keep- 
ing the  name  of  God,  while  he  did  away  with  his  person 
and  character,  he  has  done  himself  injustice.  Those  who 
look  to  the  bottom  of  things  will  see,  that,  long  ago  as  he 
lived,  he  had  even  then  reached  the  point  to  which  the 
post-Hegelian  philosophy  and  the  study  of  natural  science 
has  only  just  brought  our  own  times.  Leibnitz  expressed 
his  apprehension  lest  those  who  did  away  with  final  causes 
should  do  away  with  God  at  the  same  time.  But  it  is  in 
his  having  done  away  with  final  causes,  and  with  God 
along  with  them^  that  Spinoza's  true  merit  consists." 

Now  it  must  be  remarked  that  to  use  Spinoza's  denial 
of  final  causes  in  order  to  identify  him  with  the  Goryphsei 
of  athebm,  is  to  make  a  false  use  of  Spinoza's  denial  of 
final  causes,-  just  as  to  use  his  assertion  of  the  all-impor- 
tance of  loving  Grod  to  identify  him  with  the  saints,  would 
be  to  make  a  false  use  of  his  assertion  of  the  all-impor- 
tance of  loving  Grod.  He  is  no  more  to  be  identified  with 
the  post-Hegelian  philosophers  than  he  is  to  be  identified 
with  St.  Augustine.  Nay,  when  M.  Van  Yloten  violently 
presses  the  parallel  with  the  post-Hegelians,  one  feeb 
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that  the  parallel  with  St.  Augustine  is  the  far  tmer  one. 
Compared  with  the  soldier  of  irreligion  M.  Van  Yloten 
would  haye  him  to  be,  Spinoza  is  religious.  His  own 
^guage  about  himself,  about  his  aspirations  and  bis 
course,  are  true :  his  foot  is  in  the  vera  vitOy  his  eye  on 
the  beatific  vision. 
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R.  MILL  sayfl,  in  his  book  on  Liberty,  that 
^^  Christian  morality  is  in  great  part  merely  a 
protest  against  paganism ;  its  ideal  is  negative 
rather  than  positive,  passive  rather  than  ac- 
tive." He  says,  that,  in  certain  most  important  respects, 
'^it  falls  far  below  the  best  morality  of  the  ancients/'* 
Now  the  object  of  systems  of  morality  is  to  take  posses- 
sion of  human  life,  to  save  it  from  being  abandoned  to 
passion  or  allowed  to  drift  at  hazard,  to  give  it  happiness 
by  establishing  it  in  the  practice  of  virtue ;  and  tlus  ob* 
ject  they  seek  to  attain  by  prescribing  to  human  life  fixed 
principles  of  action,  fixed  rules  of  conducts.  In  its  unin- 
spired as  well  as  in  its  inspired  moments,  in  its  days  of 
languor  and  gloom  as  well  as  in  its  days  of  sunshine  and 
energy,  human  life  has  thus  always  a  clue  to  follow,  and 
may  always  be  making  way  towards  its  goal.  Christian 
morality  has  not  fail^  to  supply  to  human  life  aids  06 
this  sort.  It  has  supplied  them  far  more  abundantly  than 
man^  of  its  critics  imagine.  The  most  exquisite  docu- 
ment, after  those  of  the  New  Testament,  of  all  that  the 
Christian  spirit  has  ever  inspii^ed,  —  the  Indtattony  —  by 
no  means  contains  the  whole  of  Christian  morality ;  nay, 
the  disparagers  of  tliis  morality  would  think  themselves 
sure  of  triumphing  if  one  agreed  to  look  for  it  in  the  Imi" 
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taiian  only.  But  even  the  ImiUxtion  is  frill  of  passages 
like  these :  ^  Vita  sine  proposito  languida  et  yaga  est " ;. 

—  "  Omni  die  renovare  debemus  propositum  nostrum,  di- 
oentes:  nunc  hodie  perfecte  incipiamus,  quia  nihil  est  quod 
hactenus  fedmus  " ;  —  '^  Secundum  propositum  nostrum 
est  cursus  profectds  nostri" ;  —  ^  Raro  etiam  unum  yitium 
perfecte  vindmus,  et  ad  quotidianum  profectum  non .  ao- 
cendimur  " ;  —  '*  Semper  aliquid  oerti  proponendum  est " ; 

—  "  Tibi  ipsi  violentiam  frequenter  fac  " ; .  (-^  ^(/^  withouJt 
a  purpose  is  a  langutdy  drifting  thing ;  —  Every  day  we 
ought  to  renew  our  purpose,  saying  to  oursdveSy  ^  This  day 
let  us  make  a  sound  beginning,  for  what  we  have  hitherto 
done  is  naught "  ;  —  Our  improvement  is  in  proportion  to 
our  purpose  ;  —  We  hardly  ever  manage  to  get  completely 
rid  even  of  one  fauH,  and  do  not  set  pur  hearts  on  daily 
improvement;  —  Always  place  a  definite  purpose  before 
thee; — Get  the  habit  of  mastering  thine  incUnation). 
These  are  moral  precepts,  and  moral  precepts  of  the 
best  kind.  As  rules  to  hold  possession  of  our  conduct, 
and  to  keep  us  in  the  right  course  through  outward  trou- 
bles and  inward  perplexity,  they  are  equal  to  the  best 
ever  furnished  by  the  great  masters  of  morals,  —  Epicte- 
tus  or  Marcus  Aurelius. 

But  moral  rules,  apprehended  as  ideas  first,  and  then 
rigorously  followed  as  laws,  are,  and  must  be,  for  the  sage 
•nly.  The  mass  of  mankind  have  neither  force  of  intel- 
lect enough  to  apprehend  them  clearly  as  ideas,  nor  force 
of  character  enough  to  follow  them  strictly  as  laws.  *  The 
mass  of  mankind  can  be  carried  along-  a  course  full  of 
hardship  for  the  natural  man,  can  be  borne  over  the  thou- 
sand impediments  of  the  narrow  way,  only  by  the  tide  of 
a  joyful  and  bounding  emotion.  It  is  impossible  to  rise 
from  reading  Epictetus  or  Marcus  Aurelius  without  a 
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sense  of  oonstraint  and  melancholj,  withont  feeling  that 
tbe  burden  laid  upon  man  is  wellnigh  greater  than  he  can 
bear.  Honor  to  the  sages  who  have  felt  this,  and  jet 
have  borne  it !  Tet,  even  for  the  sage,  this  sense  of  labor 
and  sorrow  in  his  march  towards  the  goal  constitutes  a 
relative  inferiority ;  the  noblest  souls  of  whatever  creed, 
the  pagan  Empedocles  as  well  as  the  Christian  Paul,  have 
insisted  on  the  necessity  of  an  inspiration,  a  living  emo- 
tion, to  make  moral  action  perfect ;  an  obscure  indication 
of  this  necessity  is  the  one  drop  of  truth  in  the  ocean  of 
verbiage  with  which  the  controversy  on  justification  by 
£uth  has  flooded  the  world.  But,  for  the  ordinary  man, 
this  sense  of  labor  and  sorrow  constitutes  an  absolute  dis- 
qualification ;  it  paralyzes  him ;  under  the  weight  of  it 
he  cannot  make  way  towards  the  goal  at  all.  The  para- 
mount virtue  of  religion  is,  that  it  has  lighted  up  morality; 
that  it  has  supplied  the  emodon  and  inspiration  needful 
for  carrying  the  sage  along  the  narrow  way  perfectly,  for 
carrying  the  ordinary  m&n  along  it  at  all. '  Even  the  re- 
ligions with  most  dross  in  them  have  had  something  of 
this  virtue ;  but  the  Christian  religion  manifests  it  with 
unexampled  splendor.  ^Lead  me,  Zeus  and  Destiny," 
says  the  prayer  of  Epictetus,  "  whithersoever  I  am  ap- 
pointed to  go;  I  will  follow  without  wavering;  even 
though  I  turn  coward  and  shrink,  I  shall  have  to  follow 
all  the  same."  The  fortitude  of  that  is  for  the  strong, 
for  the  few ;  even  for  them,  the  spiritual  atmosphere  with 
which  it  surrounds  them  is  bleak  and  gray.  But,  "  Let 
thy  loving  spirit  lead  me  forth  into  the  land  of  righteous- 
ness";—  "The  Lord  shall  be  unto  thee  an  everlasting 
light,  and  thy  Grod  thy  glory  " ;  —  *'  Unto  you  that  fear 
my  name  shall  the  sun  of  righteousness  arise  with  healing 
in  his  wings,"  says  the  Old  Testament ;  "  Born,  not  of 
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bloody  nor  of  the  will  of  the  flesh,  nor  of  the  will  of  man, 
but  of  God  ";.:»<(  Except  a  man  be  bom  again,  he  cannot 
see  tJie  kingdom  of  God ; "  — "•  Whatsover  is  born  of  God, 
overcometh  the  world,"  says  the  New.  The  raj  of  san- 
ahin^  is  there,  the  glow  of  a  divine  warmth; — the  aus- 
terity of  the  sage  melts  away  under  it,  the  paralysis  of 
the  weak  is  healed ;  he  who  is  vivified  by  it  renews  his 
strength ;  "  all  things  are  possible  to  him  " ;  ^  he  is  a  new 
creature.'' 

Epictetus  says :  '^  Every  matter  has  two  handles,  one 
of  which  will  bear  taking  hold  of,  the  other  not.  If  thy 
brother  sin  against  thee,  lay  not  hold  of  the  matter  by 
this,  that  he  sins  against  thee;  for  by  this  handle  the 
matter  will  not  bear  taking  hold  of.  But  rather  lay  hold 
of  it  by  this,  that  he  is  thy  brother,  thy  bom  mate ;  and 
thou  wilt  take  hold  of  it  by  what  will  bear  handling." 
Jesus,  asked  whether  a  man  is  bound  to  forgive  his 
brother  as  often  as  seven  times,  answers:  ^I  say  not 
unto  thee,  until  seven  times,  but  until  seventy  times 
seven."  Epictetus  here  suggests  to  the  reason  grounds 
ibr  forgiveness  of  injuries  which  Jesus  does  not ;  but  it 
is  vain  to  say  that  Epictetus  is  on  that  account  a  better 
moralist  than  Jesus,  if  the  warmth,  the  emotion,  of  Jesus's 
answer  fires  his  hearer  to  the  practice  of  forgiveness  of 
injuries,  while  the  thought  in  Epictetus*s  leaves  him  cold. 
So  with  Christian  morality  in  general ;  its  distinction  is 
not  that  it  propounds  the  maxim,  ^  Thou  shalt  love  God 
and  thy  neighbor,"  with  more  development,  closer  rea- 
soning, tmer  sincerity,  than  other  moral  systems;  it  is 
that  it  propounds  this  maxim  with  an  inspiration  which 
wonderfully  catches-  the  hearer  and  makes  him  act  upon 
it  It  is  because  Mr.  Mill  has  attained  to  the  perception 
of  truths  of  this  nature,  that  he  is  —  instead  of  being,  like 
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power.    Mr.  Loi^  ha»  Rcmdr  pahlkked  a  ;&  cfn^rwiettt 

form  a  tmsJadoB  cf  tkase  vritiii^  aaid  Im  Ihos  ewiliMI 

Kngliyh  fcadeis  to  ja^e  Mjutcib  Amvlias  for  lb«e«KselT«ss 

he  lias  rendered  his  eoantryiaten  a  real  service  br  so  do* 

ing.     Mr.  I4ing^8  repntilioii  as  a  scholar  is^  a  saffieient 

guaiaiitj  of  die  geoeial  lidefitj  and  aocaraej  «f  his 

tranalatioa:  on  these  maAterSy  besid«;»  I  am  hardlj  en* 

titled  to  speak,  and  my  piaiae  is  of  no  Taloe.    But  that 

for  which  I  and  the  rest  of  the  unleained  maj  Tenlare  to 

praise  Mr.  Long  is  this ;  that  he  treats  Marous  AiireUus^s 

wiiting9y  as  he  treats  all  tiie  other  remains  of  Greek  and 

Boman  antiqaitj  which  he  toacked,  not  as  a  de^id  and 

drf  matter  of  learning  but  as  documents  with  a  side  of 

modem  applicabilitj  and  living  interest,  and  valuable 

mainly  so  £ur  as  this  side  in  them  can  be  made  clear ; 

that  as  in  his  notes  on  Plutarch's  Roman  Lives  be  deals 

with  the  modern  epoch  of  Caesar  and  Cioero»  not  as  food 

for  schoolboys,  bat  as  food  for  men,  and  men  engaged  ia 

the  current  of  contemporary  life  and  action,  bo  in  his  re> 

marks  and  essays  on  Marcus  Aurelius,  he  treats  this  truly 

modem  striver  and  thinker,  not  as  a  ClaSHical  Dictionary 

hero,  but  as  a  present  source  from  which  to  draw  **  exam* 

pie  of  life,  and  instruction  of  manners."     Why  may  not  a 

son  of  Dr.  Arnold  say,  what  might  naturally  here  ba  aaid 

Q 


258  UABCUS  AUBELIUS. 

by  any  other  critic,  that  in  this  lively  and  fmitful  way  of 
considering  the  men  and  affaira  of  ancient  Greece  and 
Rome,  Mr.  Long  resembles  Dr.  Arnold  ? 

One  or  two  little  complaints,  however,  I  have  against 
Mr.  Long,  and  I  will  get  them  off  my  mind  at  once.  In. 
the  first  place,  why  could  he  not  have  fonnd  gentler  and 
juster  terms  to  describe  the  translation  of  his  best  known 
predecessor,  Jeremy  Collier,  —  the  redonbtable  enemy  of 
stage  plays,  —  than  these:  '^a  most  coarse  and  yolgar 
copy  of  the  original  ?  "  As  a  matter  of  taste,  a  translator 
should  deal  leniently  with  his  predecessor;  but,  putting 
that  out  of  the  question,  Mr.  Long's  language  is  a  great 
deal  too  hard.  Most  English  people  who  knew  Marcus 
Aurelius  before  Mr.  Long  ^peared  as  his  introdncer, 
knew  him  through  Jeremy  Collier.  And  the  acquaint- 
ance of  a  man  like  Marcus  Aurelins  is  such  an  imperish- 
able benefit,  that  one  can  never  lose  a  peculiar  sense  of 
obligation  towards  the  man  who  confers  it.  Apart  from 
this  claim  upon  one's  tenderness,  however,  Jeremy  Col- 
lier's version  deserves  respect  for  its  genuine  spirit  and 
vigor,  the  spirit  and  vigor  of  the  age  of  Dryden.  Jeremy 
Collier  too,  like  Mr.  Long,  regarded  in  Marcus  Aurelius 
the  living  moralist,  and  not  the  dead  classic;  and  his 
warmth  of  feeling  have  to  his  style  an  impetuosity  and 
rhythm  whidh  from  Mr.  Long's  style  (I  do  not  blame  it 
on  that  account)  are  absent.  Let  us'  place  the  two  side 
by  side.  The  impressive  opening  of  Marcus  Aurelius's 
fifth  book,  Mr.  Long  translates  thus :  — 

*'  In  the  morning  when  thou  risest  unwillingly,  let  tliis 
thought  be  present :  I  am  rising  to  the  work  of  a  human 
being.  Why  then  am  I  dissatisfied  if  I  am  going  to  do 
the  things  for  which  I  exist  and  for  which  I  was  brought 
into  the  world  ?    Or  have  I  been  made  for  this,  to  lie  in 
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the  bed-clothes  and  keep  myself  warm  ? — JBot  this  is  more 
pleasant. — Dost  thoo  exist  then  to  take  thy  pleasore,  and 
not  at  all  for  action  or  exertion  ?  " 
Jeremy  Collier  has :  — 

**  lYhen  yon  find  an  unwillingness  to  lise  eariy  in  the 
morning,  make  this  short  speech  to  yomrself :  '  I  am  get- 
ting op  now  to  do  the  hasiness  of  a  man ;  and  am  1  oat 
of  humor  for  going  about  that  which  I  was  made  for,  and 
for  the  sake  of  which  I  was  sent  into  the  world  ?  Was  I 
then  designed  for  nothing  but  to  doze  and  batten  beneath 
the  counterpane  ?  I  thought  action  had  been  the  end.  of 
your  beii^.'" 

In  another  stri&ing  passage,  again,  Mr.  Long  has :  — 
^  No  longer  wander  at  hazard ;  for  neither  wilt  thou 
read  thy  own  memoirs,  nor  the  acts  of  the  ancient  Ro- 
mans and  Hellenes,  and  the  selections  from  books  which 
thoa  wast  reserving  for  thy  old  age.  Hasten  then  to  the 
end  which  thou  hast  before  thee,  and,  throwing  away  idle 
hopes,  come  to  thine  own  aid,  if  thou  carest  at  all  for  thy- 
self, while  it  is  in  thy  power." 

Here  his  despised  predecessor  has :  -» 
^  Don't  go  too  for  in  your  books  and  oyergrasp  yourself. 
Alas,  yon  have  no  time  left  to  peruse  your  diary,  to  read 
over  the  Greek  and  Roman  history :  come,  don't  flatter 
and  deceive  yourself;  look  to  the  main  chance,  to  the 
end  and  design  of  reading,  and  mind  life  more  than 
notion:  I  say,  if  you  have  a  kindness  for  your  person, 
drive  at  the  practice  and  help  yourself,  for  that  is  in  your 
own  power." 

It  seems  to  me  that  here,  for  style  and  force,  Jeremy 
Collier  can  (to  say  the  least)  perfectly  stand  comparison 
with  Mr.  Long.  Jeremy  Collier's  real  defect  as  a  trans- 
lator is  not  his  coarseness  and  vulgarity,  but  his  imperfect 
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acgnaJntance  with  Greek ;  this  is  a  serious  defect,  a  fatal 
one ;  it  renders  a  tranalatioii  like  Mr.  L(»ig*s  necessary. 
Jeremy  Collier's  work  will  bow  be  forgotten,  and  Mr. 
Long  stands  master  of  the  field;  but  he  may  be  content, 
at  any  ratey  to  leave  his  predecessor's  grave  unbanned, 
even  if  he  will  not  throw  upon  it,  in  passing,  a  Hanafijll 
of  kindly  earth. 

Another  complaint  I  have  against  Mr.  Long  is,  that  he 
is  not  quite  idiomatic  and  simple  enough.  It  is  a  little 
formal,  at  least,  if  not  pedantic,  to  say  Mhic  and  ZHcdeC" 
ticy  instead  of  JStkies  and  Dudeciics,  and. to  say  ^  Hellenes 
and  Romans"  instead  of  ^  Greeks  and  Romans."  And 
why,  too,  — the  name  of  Antoninus  beiflg  preoccupied  by 
Antoninus  Pius, — will  Mr.  Lofig  call  his  author  Mareus 
Antoninus  instead  of  Marcus  AareUus  f  Small  as  these 
matters  appear,  they  are  important  when  one  has  to  deal 
with  the  general  puUic,  and  not  with  a  small  circle  of 
scholars ;  and  it  is  the  general  public  that  the  translator 
of  a  short  masterpiece  on  morals,  Bwk  as  is  the  book  of 
Marcus  Aurelius,  should  have  in  view ;  his  aim  should  be 
to  make  Marcus  Aurelius's  work  as  popular  as  the  Lnitor 
Han^  and  Marcus  Aurelius's  name  as  familiar  as  Socrates's. 
In  rendering  or  naming  him,  therefore,  punctilicHis  accu- 
racy of  phrase  is  not  so  much  to  be  sought  as  aocessibtlity 
and  currency ;  everything  which  may  best  enahle  the  Em- 
peror and  his  precepts  voUtare  per  ora  virum.  It  is  es- 
sential to  render  him  in  language  perfectly  plain  mid 
unprofessicmal,  and  to  call  him  by  the  name  by  which  he 
is  best  and  most  distinctly  known.  The  translators  of  the 
Bible  talk  of  pence  and  not  denarii,  and  the  admirers  of 
Voltaire  do  not  celebrate  him  under  the  name  of  Arouet. 

But,  after  these  trifling  complaints  are  made,  one  must 
end,  as  one  began,  in  unfeigned  gratitude  to  Mr.  Long  for 
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his  excellent  and  mbetantial  reproduction  ii|  English  of 
an  invalaable  work.     In  general  the  substantialitj,  sonnd- 
ness,  and  predoion  of  his  rendering  are  (I  will  yentare, 
after  all,  to  give  mj  opinion  about  them)  as  oonspicnons 
as  the  living  sfMrit  witii  which  he  treats  antiquity;  and 
these  qualities  are  particularly  desirable  in  the  translator 
of  a  work  like  Marcos  Aurelius's,  of  which  the  language 
is  oHeanL  corrupt,  almost  always  hard  and  obscure.     Any 
one  who  wants  to  appreciate  Mr.  Long's  merits  as  a 
translator  may  read,  in  the  original  and  in  Mr.  Long's 
translatimi,  the  q^venth  chapter  of  the  tenth  book ;  he 
will  see  how,  through  all  the  dubiousness  and  involyed 
manner    <^   the   Greek,   Mr.  Long    has  firmly  seized 
upon  the  clear  thought  which  is  certainly  at  the  bottom 
of  that  troubled  wording,  and,  in  distinctly  rendering  this 
thought,- has  at  the  same  time  thrown  roand  its  expre»* 
sion  a  characteristic  shade  of  painfulness  and  difficulty 
which  just  suits  it     And  Marcus  Aurelius's  book  is  one 
which,  when  it- is  rendered  so  accurately  as  Mr.  Long 
renders  it,  even  those  who  know  Greek  tolerably  well 
may  choose  to  read  rather  in  the  translation  than  in  the 
originaL     For  not  only  are  the  contents  here  incompi^ 
rably  more  valuable  than  the  external  form,  but  this  form, 
this  Gre^  of  a  Boman,  is  not  one  of  those  styles  which 
have  a  physiognomy,  whidi  are  an  essential  part  of  their 
author,  which  stamp  an  indelible  impression  of  him  on 
the  reader^s  mind.    An  old  Lyons  commentator  finds,  in- 
deed, in  Marcus  Aurelius's  Greek,,  something  characteris- 
tic, something  specially  firm  and  imperial ;  but  I  think  an 
ordinary  mortal  will  hardly  find  this ;  he  will  find  crabbed 
Greek,  without  any  charm  of  distinct  physiognomy.     The 
Greek  of  Thucydides  and  Plato  has  this  charm,  and  he 
who  reads  them  in  a  translation,  however  accurate,  loses 
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A^i««,  like  tl-  f-^;^  *«,f  ^ew  Testament,  is 

S Jent  we«  -«.de  P-f^J^nt:j:%::2«nent 
perfecdy  content  never  to  open  ^^  ^,^i^  be- 
^„;  «.d,  Mr.  W»  ^- f  ^u,^  ^^  does 

i„g  what  it  is,  an  ^e^^"^^^  Greek  original 
«,t  Uve  to  read,  may  henceforth  let  tne  w 

repose  upon  its  shelf.  -        ^as  thus  feithfofly 

•      The  n«m  whose  «honghteIfc.^^j^^^^. 

reprodaced,  is  perhaps  the  most  ^™"  T*  j^     ^ks. 

He  is  one  of  those  ->-^  ^^^^tT^^J  ^ 
which  stand  forever  to  remmd  onrv^  ^^^^ 

eouraged  race  >^- ^^STlf^  ^"^  "^ 
anee  have  o«»  been  «"«^*^  ^^^  by  exam- 
The  interest  of  mankmd  «  P^ ^  fo^  that  testimony 
pies  of  signal  goodn«8  m  ^''^^^^^^  ^Uch  is 
to  the  worth  of  goodness  «  *«  ^  ^^^^  ^i 
borne  by  those  to  whom  »»l^^^j^  ^  .^eir  com- 
self-indulgence  lay  open,  by  «»ose  wno 

n.and  ^kingdoms  of  ^'^  r^^f^^^JZi  of  em- 
Marcus  Aurelius  was  the  ruler  »% *^«  f%^j^  y^ 

history  presents  one  or  two  other  «k>v«^ 
tbeirlJUess,  such  as  Saint  Louis  or  A^  ^^ 
cus  AureUus  has,  for  us  moderns,  Uus  ««»»  ^P^  J 

in  interest  over  Saint  Louis  or  Alfi^^^^'iT' 
ac.«d  in  a  state  of  sodety  modern  ^  »te  «« 

teriatics,  in  an  epoch  akin  to  oar  own,  m  «  »™»" 
of  civilization.    Trajan  talks  of  «  our  eri«httm^  J 
juat  aa  gUbly  as  the  Time*  talks  of  it    M«««  ^ 
*tt8  becomes  for  us  a  man  like  ourselves,  a  man  m  au 
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tluiigB   templed  as  we  are.    Saint  Look  inlialHts  an  al« 

moeplijeie  of  iiieifi«Tal  CfltiioliGisni,  which  the  man  odf  Ihe 

uSiietconth  cesktMsrj  maj  admire*  indeed,  maj  even  pas* 

8ioiiat<e]j  wish  to  inhabit,  bat  which,  strive  as  he  wilK  he 

c&onot  leallj  inhabit ;  Alfred  belongs  to  a  state  of  society 

(X  ssLy  it  with  all  deference  to  the  Saturday  Beview  critic 

wflio    keeps  sodh  jealous  watch  over  the  honor  of  our 

Sttxon  aDcestora)  half  barbaroos.     Neither  Alfred  nor 

Ssdnt  Louis  can  be  mondlj  and  intellectuallj  as  near  to 

us  as  Marcos  Anrelios. 

QChe  record  of  the  outward  life  of  this  admirable  man 
Ibas  in  it  little  of  striking  incident.    He  was  bom  at  Rome 
OD  the  26th  of  April,  in  the  year  121  of  the  Christian  era. 
He  was  nephew  and  son-in-law  to  his  predecessor  on  the 
Ibrone,  Antoninns  Pius.     When  Antoninus  died,  he  was 
forty  years  <^d,  but  from  the  time  of  his  earliest  manhood 
he  had  assisted  in  administering  public  affairs.    Then,  af- 
ter his  ancle's  death  in  161,  for  nineteen  years  he  reigned 
as  emperor.    The  barbarians  were  pressing  on  the  Roman 
frontier,  and  a  great  part  of  Marcus  Aurelius's  nineteen 
years  of  reign  was  passed  in  campaigning.     His  absences 
from  Rome  were  numerous  and  long ;  we  hear  of  him  in 
Asia  Minor,  Syria,  Egypt,  Greece ;  but,  above  all,  in  the 
countries  on  the  Danube,  where  the  war  with  the  barba>  * 
rians  was  going  on,  —  in  Austria,  Moravia,  Hungary.    In 
these  countries  much  of  his  Journal  seems  to  have  been 
written ;  parts  of  it  are  dated  from  them ;  and  there,  a 
few  weeks  before  his  fifly-ninth  birthday,  he  fell  sick  and 
died.*    The  record  of  him  on  which  his  fame  chiefly  rests 
is  the  record  of  his  inward  life,  —  bis  Journal^  or  Com" 
mentartesy  or  Meditationt^  or  ThotighUy  for  by  all  these 
i^unes  has  the  work  been  called.    Perhaps  the  most  inters 

•  He  died  on  the  17th  of  March,  180. 
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estiDg  of  the  records  of  his  oatward  IHe  h  that  which  the 
first  hook  of  this  work  sapplies,  where  he  gires  an  ao- 
eonnt  of  his  edacation,  redtes  the  names  of  those  to  whom 
he  is  indebted  for  it,  and  enomerates  his  obligations  to 
each  of  them.    It  is  a  refreshing  and  ccmsoling  picture,  a 
priceless  treasure  for  those,  who,  nek  of  the  ^  wild  and 
dreamlike  trade  of  blood  and  guile,*  which  seems  to  be 
nearly  the  whole  of  what  historj  has  to  offer  to  our  yiev^ 
seek  eagerlj'fiNr  that  substratum  of  righ^thinking  and 
well-doing  which  in  all  ages  must  surely  have  somewhere 
existed,  for  without  it  the  continued  lifo  of  humanity 
would  have  been  impossible.      ^  From  my  mother  I 
learnt  piety  and  beneficence,  and  abstinence  not  only 
from  evil  deeds  but  even  from  evil  thoughts ;  and  fur* 
ther,  simplicity  in  my  way  of  living,  far  removed  from 
the  habits  of  the  rich."    Let  us  remember  that,  the  next 
time  we  are  reading  the  sixth  satire  of  JuvenaL    ^  From 
my  tutor  I  leamt "  (hear  it,  ye  tutors  of  princes !)  ^  en- 
durance of  labor,  and  to  want  little,  and  to  work  with  my 
own  hands,  and  not  to  meddle  with  other  people's  afiairs, 
and  not  to  be  ready  to  listen  to  slander.**    The  vices  and 
foiUes  of  the  Greek  sophist  or  rhetorician, — the  Crraeti^ 
hu' egurienSy  —  are  in  everybody '4  mind;  but  he  who 
^reads  Marcus  Aurelius's  account  of  his  Greek  teachers 
and  masters,  will  understand  how  it  is  that,  in  spite  of 
the  vices  and  foibles  of  individual  GracuU^  the  educa- 
tion of  the  human  race  owes  to  Greece  a  debt  which  can 
never  be  overrated.    The  vague  and  colorless  praise  of 
hbtory  leaves  on  the  mind  hardly  any  impression  of  Anto-' 
ninus  Pius ;  it  is  only  from  the  private  memoranda  of  his 
nephew  that  we  learn  what  a  disciplined,  hard-working, 
gentle,  wise,  virtuous  man  he  was ;  a  man  who,  perhaps, 
interests  mankind  less  than  his  immortal  nephew  only  be- 
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canae  he  lias  left  in  writing  no  leoord  of  his  inner  life, — 
caret  qtda  wUe  saero.  Of  the  outward  life  and  drcom- 
stanoes  <^  Marcos  Anrelios,  beyond  these  notices  which 
be  has  himself  supplied,  there  are  few  ai  moch  interest 
and  importance.  There  is  the  fine  anecdote  <^  his  speech 
when  he  heard  <^  the  assassination  of  the  levdLted  Avid- 
ins  CasdoSy  against  whom  he  was  marching;  be  was  sorry, 
he  said,  to  he  deprived  of  the  pUamre  of  pardoning  him. 
And  there  are  <Mie  or  two  more  anecdotes  of  him  which 
show  the  same  spirit.  But  the  great  record  fer  the  out- 
ward life  of  a  man  who  has  left  such  a  record  of  his  lofty 
inward  aspirations  as  that  which  Marcos  Aurelius  has 
lefty  is  the  dear  consenting  Yoioe  of  all  his  contempora- 
ries, —  high  and  low,  friend  and  enemy,  pagan  and  Chris- 
tian,— in  praise  of  his  sincerity,  justice,  and  goodness. 
The  world's  charity  does  not  err  on  the  side  of  excess, 
and  here  was  a  man  occupying  the  most  conspicuous 
station  in  the  world,  and  professing  the  highest  possible 
standard  of  conduct;  —  yet  the  world  was  obliged  to  de- 
clare that  he  walked  worthily  of  his  profession.  Long 
after  his  death,  his  bust  was  to  be  seen  in  the  houses  of 
private  men  through  the  wide  Roman  empire ;  it  may  be 
the  vulgar  part  of  human  nature  which  busies  itself  with 
the  semblance  and  doings  of  living  sovereigns,  it  is  its 
nobler  part  which  busies  itself  with  those  of  the  dead; 
these  busts  of  Marcus  Aurelius,  in  the  homes  of  Graul, 
Britain,  and  Italy,  bore  witness,  not  to  the  inmates'  friv- 
olous curiosity  about  princes  and  palaces,  but  to  their 
reverential  memory  of  the  passage  of  a  great  man  upon 
the  earth. 

Two  things,  however,  before  one  turns  from  the  out- 
ward to  the  inward  life  of  Marcus  Aurelius,  force  them- 
selves upon  one's  notice,  and  demand  a  word  of  comment; 

12 
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he  persecoted  the  ChristiaiiB,  and  he  had  for  his  son  the 
vidoQB  and  brntal  Oommodns.    The  persecution  at  L jons, 
in  which  Attains  and  Pothinus  suffered,  the  persecution 
at  Smyrna,  in  which  Polycarp  suffered,  took  place  in  his 
reign.     Of  his  humanity,  of  his  tolerance,  of  his  horror 
of  cruelty  and  violence,  of  his  wish  to  refrain  from  severe 
measures  against  the  Christians,  of  his  anxiety  to  temper 
the  severity  of  these  measures  when  they  appeared  to  him 
indispensable,  there  is  no  doubt;  but,  on  the  one  hand,  it 
is  certain  that  the  letter,  attributed  to  him,  directing  that 
no  Christian  should  be  punished  for  being  a  Christian,  is 
spurious ;  it  is  almost  certain  that  his  alleged  answer  to 
the  authorities  of  Lyons,  in  which  he  directs  that  Chris- 
tians persisting  in  their  profession  shall  be  dealt  with  ac- 
cording to  law,  is  genuine.    Mr.  Long  seems  inclined  to 
try  and  throw  doubt  over  the  persecution  at  Lyons,  by 
pointing  out  that  the  letter  of  the  Lyons  Christians  relat- 
ing  it,  alleges  it  to  have  been  attended  by  miraculous  and 
incredible  incidents.    ^A  man,"  he  says,  ^can  only  act 
consistently  by  accepting  all  this  letter  or  rejecting  it  all, . 
and  we  cannot  blame  him  for  either."     But  it  is  contrary 
to  all  experience  to  say  that  because  a  fact  is  related  with 
incorrect  additions  and  embellishments,  therefore  it  proba* 
bly  never  happened  at  all ;  or  that  it  is  not,  in  general, 
easy  for  an  impartial  mind  to  distinguish  between  the 
fact  and  the  embellishments.     I  cannot  doubt  that  the 
Lyons  persecution  took  place,  and  that  the  punishment 
of  Christians  for  being  Christians  was  sanctioned  by  Mar- 
cus Aurelius.     But  then  I  must  add  that  nine  modem 
readers  out  of  ten,  when  they  read  this,  will,  I  believe, 
have  a  perfectly  false  notion  of  what  the  moral  action  of 
Marcus  Aurelius,  in  sanctioning  that  punishment,  really 
was.    They  imagine  Trajan,  or  Antoninus  Pius,  or  Mah- 
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COS  Aurclias,  fresh  from  the  perasal  of  the  Gospel,  fiillj 
aware  of  the  spirit  and  holiness  of  the  Christian  saints, 
ordering  their  extennination'becanse  they  loved  darkness 
rather  than  light  Far  from  this ;  the  Christianitj  which 
'tiiese  emperors  aimed  at  repressing  was,  in  their  concep- 
tion of  it,  something  philosophicaUj  contemptible,  politi- 
callj  subversive,  and  morally  abominable.  As  men^  they 
sincerely  regarded  it  much  as  well-KX>nditioned  people, 
with  OB,  regard  Mormonism ;  as  rolers,  they  regarded  it 
mnch  as  Liberal  statesmen,  with  ns,  regard  the  Jesuits* 
A  kind  of  Mormonism,  constituted  as  a  vast  secret  society, 
with  obscure  aims  of  political  and  sodal  subversion,  was 
what  Antoninus  Pius  and  Marcus  -Aurelius  believed 
themselves  to  be  repressing  when  they  punished  Chris* 
tians.  The  early  Christian  apologists  again  and  again 
declare  to  us  under  what  odious  imputations  the  Chris- 
tians lay,  how  general  was  the  belief  that  these  imputa- 
tions were  well-grounded,  how  sincere  was  the  horror 
which  the  belief  inspired.  The  multitude,  convinced 
that  the  Christians  were  atheists  who  ate  human  flesh 
and  thought  incest  no  crime,  displayed  against  them  a 
fary  so  passionate  as  to  embarrass  and  alarm  their  rulers* 
The  severe  expressions  of  Tacitus,  exitiMlts  superstitio 
*^^odio  humani  generis  convicH,  show  how  deeply  the 
prejudices  of  the  multitude  imbued  the  educated  dass 
also*  One  asks  one's  self  with  astonishment  how  a  doo* 
trine  so  benign  as  that  of  Christ  can  have  incurred  mis* 
representation  so  monstrous.  The  inner  and  moving 
cause  of  the  misrepresentation  lay,  no  doubt,  in*  this: 
that  Christianity  was  a  new  spirit  in  the  Roman  world, 
destined  to  act  in  that  world  as  its  dissolvent ;  and  it 
was  inevitable  that  Christianity  in  the  Roman  world,  like 
democracy  in  the  modem  world,  like  every  new  spirit 
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with  a  siinilar  mission  assigned  to  it,  should  at  its  first 
appearance  occasion  an  instinctive  shrinking  and  repug- 
nance in  the  world  which  it  was  to  dissolve.  The  oater 
and  palpable  causes  of  the  misrepresentation  were,  for  the 
Roman  public  at  large,  the  confounding  of  the  Christians 
with  the  Jews,  that  isolated,  fierce,  and  stubborn  race, 
whose  stubbornness,  fierceness,  and  isolation,  real  as  they 
were,  the  fancy  of  a  civilized  Roman  yet  further  exagger- 
ated ;  the  atmosphere  of  mystery  and  novelty  which  sur- 
rounded the  Christian  rites ;  the  very  simplidty  of  Christian 
theism :  for  the  Roman  statesman,  the  character  of  secret 
assemblages  which  the  meetings  of  the  Christian  commu- 
nity wore,  under  a  State-system  as  jealous  of  unauthorized 
associations  as  the  State-system  of  modern  France. 

A  Roman  of  Marcus  Aurelius's  time  and  position  could 
not  well  see  the  Christians  except  through  the  mist  of 
these  prejudices.  Seen  through  such  a  mist,  the  Chris- 
tians appeared  with  a  thousand  faults  not  their  own ;  but 
it  has  not  been  sufficiently  remarked  that  faults,  really 
their  own,  many  of  them  assuredly  appeared  with  besides, 
faults  especially  likely  to  strike  such  an  observer  as  Mar- 
cus Aurelius,  and  to  confirm  him  in  the  prejudices  of  his 
race,  station,  and  rearing.  We  look  back  upon  Christian- 
ity after  it  has  proved  what  a  future  it  bore  within  it,  and 
for  us  the  sole  representatives  of  its  early  struggles  are 
the  pure  and  devoted  spirits  through  whom  it  proved  this; 
Marcus  Aurelius  saw  it  with  its  future  yet  unshown,  and 
with  the  tares  among  its  professed  progeny  not  less  con- 
spicuous than  the  wheat  Who  can  doubt  that  among  the 
professing  Christians  of  the  second  century,  as  among  the 
professing  Christians  of  the  nineteenth,  there  was  plenty 
of  folly,  plenty  of  rabid  nonsense,  plenty  of  gross  fanati- 
cism ;  who  will  even  venture  to  affirm  that,  separated  in 
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great  measure  from  the  intellect  and  civilization  of  the 
world  for  one  or  two  oentories,  Christianity,  wonderful  as 
have  been  its  fruits,  had  the  development  perfectly  worthy 
of  its  inestimable  germ  ?  Who  will  venture  to  affirm  that, 
by  the  alliance  of  Christianity  with  the  virtue  and  intelli- 
gence of  men  like  the  Antonines,  —  of  the  best  product 
of  Greek  and  Roman  civilization,  while  Greek  and  Ro- 
man dvilization  had  yet  life  and  power,  —  Christianity 
and  the  world,  as  well  as  the  Anton ines  themselves,  would 
not  have  been  gainers  ?  That  alliance  was  not  to  be ;  — 
the  Antonines  lived  and  died  with  an  utter  misconception 
of  Christianity ;  Christianity  grew  up  in  the  Catacombs, 
not  on  the  Palatine.  Marcus  Aurelius  incurs  no  moral 
reproach  by  having  authorized  the  punishment  of  the 
Christians ;  he  does  not  thereby  become  in  the  least  what 
we  mean  by  a  persecutor.  One  may  concede  that  it  was 
impossible  for  him  to  see  Christianity  as  it  really  was ; 
—  as  impossible  as  for  even  the  moderate  and  sensible 
Fleury  to  see  the  Antonines  as  they  really  were ;  —  one 
may  concede  that  the  point  of  view  from  which  Christian- 
ity appeared  something  anti-civil  and  anti-social,  which 
the  State  had  the  faculty  to  judge  and  the  duty  to  sup- 
press, was  inevitably  his.  Still,  however,  it  remains  true, 
that  this  sage,  who  made  perfection  his  aim  and  reason 
his  law,  did  Christianity  an  immense  injustice,  and  rested 
in  an  idea  of  State-attributes  which  was  illusive.  And 
this  is,  in  truth,  characteristic  of  Marcus  Aurelius,  that 
he  is  blameless,  yet,  in  a  certain  sense,  unfortunate ;  in 
his  character,  beautiful  as  it  is,  there  is  something  melan- 
choly, circumscribed,  and  ineffectual. 

For  of  his  having  such  a  son  as  Commodus,  too,  one 
must  say  that  he  is  not  to  be  blamed  on  that  account, 
but  that  he  is  unfortunate.    Disposition  and  temperament 
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are  inexplicable  things ;  there  are  natorea  oo  wluch  the 
best  edacatkm  and  example  are  thrown  away ;  excellent 
lathers  may  have,  without  any  &nlt  of  theirs,  incurably 
vidoQS  sons.  It  is  to  be  remembered,  also,  that  Commo- 
dns  was  left,  at  the  perilous  age  of  nineteen,  master  of 
the  world ;  while  his  fiither,  at  that  age,  was  but  begin- 
ning a  twenty  years'  apprenticeship  to  wisdom,  labor,  and 
self-command,  under  the  sheltering  teachership  of  his  nn- 
de  Antoninus.  Commodns  was  a  prince  apt  to  be  led  by 
iaForites ;  and  if  the  story  is  true  which  says  that  he  left» 
all  through  his  reign,  the  Christians  untroubled,  and  as- 
cribes this  lenity  to  the  influence  of  his  mistress  Marda, 
it  shows  that  he  could  be  led  to  good  as  well  as  to  evil ; 
—  for  such  a  nature  to  be  left  at  a  critical  age  with  abso- 
lute power,  and  wholly  without  good  counsel  and  direc- 
tion, was  the  more  fataL  Still  one  cannot  h^lp  wishing 
that  the  example  of  Marcus  Aurelius  could  have  availed 
more  with  his  own  only  son;  one  cannot  but  think  that  with 
such  virtue  as  his  there  should  go,  too,  the  ardor  which 
removes  mountains,  and  that  the  ardor  which  removes 
mountains  might  have  even  won  Gommodus;  the  word 
ineffectual  again  rises  to  one's  mind ;  Marcus  Aurelius 
saved  his  own  soul  by  his  righteousness,  and  he  could 
do  no  more.  Happy  they,  who  can  do  this !  but  still  hap- 
pier, who  can  do  more ! 

Yet,  when  one  passes  from  his  outward  to  his  inward 
life,  when  one  turns  over  the  pages  of  his  Meditations,  — 
entries  jotted  down  from  day  to  day,  amid  the  business  of 
the  city  or  the  fatigues  of  the  camp,  for  his  own  guidance 
and  support,  meant  for  no  eye  but  his  own,  without  the 
slightest  attempt  at  style,  with  no  care,  even,  for  correct 
writing,  not  to  be  surpassed  for  naturalness  and  sincerity, 
all  disposition  to  carp  and  cavil  dies  away,  and  one  is 
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overpowered  bj  die  dbsnn  of  a  dianeler  of  sodi  pmity, 
delicacy,  and  virtue.  He  fiub  neither  in  small  thingii 
nor  in  great ;  lie  keeps  watdi  over  himself,  both  that  the 
great  springs  of  action  ma^j  be  right  in  him,  and  that 
tlfe  minate  details  of  actioa  maj  be  right  also;  how  ad- 
mirable in  a  baid-tasked  roler,  and  a  mkr,  too,  with  a 
passion  for  thinking  and  reading,  is  soch  a  memoiandam 
BS  the  following :  —     - 

^  Not  freqn^itlj  nor  without  neeessity  to  say  to  any 
one,  or  to  write  in  a  letter,  that  I  have  no  laaaie ;  nor 
oontinoally  to  excuse  the  neglect  of  duties  required  by 
our  relation  to  those  with  whom  we  live,  by  ailing  ur- 
gent occupation." 

And  when  that  ruler  is  a  Roman  emperor,  what  an 
^idea"  is  this  to  be  written  down  and  meditated  by 
him: — 

^  The  idea  of  a  polity  in  which  there  is  the  same  law 
for  all,  a  polity  administered  with  regard  to  equal  rights 
and  equal  freedom  of  speech,  and  the  idea  of  a  kingly 
government  which  respects  most  of  all  the  freedom  of 
the.  governed." 

And,  for  all  men  who  ^  drive  at  practioe,"  what  prac- 
tical roles  may  not  one  accumulate  out  of  diese  MeM' 

^  The  greatest  part  of  what  we  say  or  do  being  unne- 
cessary, if  a  man  takes  this  away,  he  will  have  more  lei- 
sure and  less  uneasiness.  Accordingly,  on  every  occasion 
a  man  should  ask  himself:  ^  Is  this  one  of  the  unnecessary 
things?'  Now  a  man  should  take  away  not  only  unneces- 
sary acts,  but  also  unnecessary  thoughts,  for  thus  superflu- 
ous acts  will  not  follow  after." 

And  again :  — 

^We  ought  to  check  in  the  series  of.  our  thought! 
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everything  that  is  without  a  purpose  and  useless,  bnt 
most  of  all  the  over-carious  feeling  and  the  malignant ; 
and  a  man  should  use  himself  to  think  of  those  things 
only  about  which  if  one  should  suddenly  ask, '  What  hast 
thou  now  in  thy  thoughts  ? '  with  perfect  openness  thou 
mightest  immediately  answer,  'This  or  That';  so  that 
from  thy  words  it  should  be  plain  that  everjrthing  in  thee 
is  simple  and  benevolent,  and  such  as  befits  a  social  ani- 
mal, and  one  that  cares  not  for  thoughts  abont  sensaal 
enjoyments,  or  any  rivalry  or  envy  and  suspicion,  or  any- 
thing else  for  which  thou  wouldst  blush  if  thou  shouldst 
say  thou  hadst  it  in  thy  mind." 

So,  with  a  stringent  practicalness  worthy  of  Franklin, 
he  discourses  on  his  favorite  text.  Lei  nothing  he  done 
without  a  purpose.  But  it  is  when  he  enters  the  region 
where  Franklin  cannot  follow  him,  when  he  utters  his 
thoughts  on  the  ground-motives  of  human  action,  that  he 
is  most  interesting ;  —  that  he  becomes  the  unique,  the  in- 
comparable Marcus  Aurelius.  Christianity  uses  language 
very  liable  to  be  misunderstood  when  it  seems  to  tell  men 
to  do  goody  not,  certainly,  from  the  vulgar  motive^  of 
worldly  interest,  or  vanity,  or  love  of  human  praise,  but 
that  ''their  Father  which  seeth  in  secret  may  reward 
them  openly."  The  motives  of  reward  and  punishment 
have  come,  from  the  misconception  of  language  of  this 
kind,  to  be  strangely  over-pressed  by  many  Christian 
moralists,  to  the  deterioration  and  disfigurement  of  Chris- 
tianity.    Marcus  Aurelius  says,  truly  and  nobly :  — 

'^  One  man,  when  he  has  done  a  service  to  another,  is 
ready  to  set  it  down  to  his  account  as  a  favor  conferred. 
Another  is  not  ready  to  do  this,  but  still  in  his  own  mind 
he  thinks  of  the  man  as  his  debtor,  and  he  knows  what  he 
has  done.    A  third  in  a  manner  does  not  even  know  what 
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lie  has  done,  hui  he  is  Hie  a  vine  which  has  produced 
grapes^  and  sedn  for  noAing  more  after  it  has  cnce  pro- 
duced its  proper  firuiL  Ab  a  hone  wh«i  he  has  ran,  a 
dog  when  he  has  caught  the  game,  a  bee  when  it  has 
made  its  honej,  so  a  man  when  he  has  done  a  good  act, 
does  not  call  out  for  others  to  come  and  see,  but  he  goes 
on  to  another  act,  as  a  vine  goes  on  to  pioduce  again  the 
grapes  in  season.  Must  a  man,  then,  be  one  of  these, 
who  in  a  manner  acts  thus  without  observing  it?    Yes." 

And  again :  — 

^  What  more  dost  thou  want  when  thou  hast  done  a 
man  a  service  ?  Art  thou  not  content  that  thou  hast  done 
something  conformable  to  thj  nature,  and  dost  thou  seek 
to  be  paid  for  it,  just  as  if  the  eye  demanded  a  recompense 
for  seeing^  or  the  feet  for  waUdng  f  " 

Christianity,  in  order  to  match  morality  of  this  strain, 
has  to  correct  its  apparent  offers  of  external  reward,  and 
to  say :  The  kingdom  of  God  is  within  you, 

I  have  said  that  it  is  by  its  accent  of  emotion  that  the 

morality  of  Marcus  Aurelius  acquires  a  special  character, 

and  reminds  one  of  Christian  morality.    The  sentences 

of  Seneca  are  stimulating  to  the  intellect ;  the  sentences 

of  £pictetus  are  fortifying  to  the  character ;  the  sentences 

of  Marcus  Aurelius  find  their  way  to  the  soul.    I  have 

said  that  religious  emotion  has  the  powhr  to  light  up 

morality ;  the  emotion  of  Marcus  Aurelius  does  not  quite 

light  up  his  morality,  but  it  suffuses  it ;  it  has  not  power 

to  melt  the  clouds  of  effort  and  austerity  quite  away,  but 

it  shines  through  them  and  glorifies  them ;  it  is  a  spirit, 

not  so  much  of  gladness  and  elation,  as  of  gentleness  and 

sweetness ;  a  delicate  and  tender  sentiment,  which  is  less 

than  joy  and  more  than  resignation.     He  says  that  in 

his  youth  he  learned  from  Maximus,  one  of  his  teachers, 

12»  a 
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**  cheerfolness  in  all  drcmnstanoes  as  well  as  in  illness ; 
and  a  just  admixture  in  the  moral  character  of  iweetnesM 
and  dimity  ";  and  it  is  this  very  admixture  of  sweetness 
with  his  dignity  which  makes  him  so  beaatiful  a  moralisfe. 
It  enables  him  to  carry  even  into  his  observation  of  na- 
ture a  delicate  penetration,  a  sympathetic  tenderness, 
worthy  of  Wordsworth ;  the  spirit  of  such  a  remark  as 
the  following  has  hardly  a  parallel,  so  far  as  my  knowl- 
edge goes,  in  the  whole  range  of  Greek  and  Roman  lit- 
erature :  — 

**  Figs,  when  they  are  quite  'ripe,  gape  open ;  and  in 
the  ripe  olives  the  very  circumstance  of  their  being  near 
to  rottenness  adds  a  peculiar  beauty  to  the  fruit.  And 
the  ears  of  com  bending  down,  and  the  lion*s  eyebrows, 
and  the  foam  which  flows  from  the  mouth  of  wild  boars, 
and  many  other  things,  —  though  they  are  far  from  being 
beautiful,  in  a  certain  sense,  — -  still,  because  they  come  in 
the  course  of  nature,  have  «  beauty  in  them,  and  they 
please  the  mind ;  so  that  if  a  man  should  have  a  feeling 
and  a  deeper  insight  with  respect  to  the  things  which  are 
produced  in  the  universe,  there  is  hardly  anything  which 
comes  in  the  course  of  nature  which  will  not  seem  to  him 
to  be  in  a  manner  disposed  so  as  to  give  pleasure/* 

But  it  is  when  his  strain  passes  to  directly  moral  sub- 
jects that  his  delicacy  and  sweetness  lend  to  it  the  great- 
est charm.  Let  those  who  can  feel  the  beauty  of  spirit- 
ual refinement  read  this,  the  reflection  of  an  emperor  who 
prized  mental  superiority  highly :  — 

'^  Thou  sayest,  *  Men  cannot  ftdmire  the  sharpness  of 
thy  wits/  Be  it  so ;  but  there  are  many  other  things  of 
which  thou  canst  hot  say,  *  I  am  not  formed  for  them  by 
nature.'  .  Show  those  qualities,  then,  which  are  altogether 
in  thy  power,  —  sincerity,  gravity,  endurance  of  labor, 


MABCUS  AUREUnS.  275 

miversiaa  to  pleasmey  oonteDtment  with  thj  portkm  and 
with  few  thingSy  beneyolenoe,  finuikiiess,  no  love  of  snper- 
floity,  freedom  firom  trifling,  magnanimily.  Dost  thoa 
not  see  how  many  qualities  thoa  art  at  onoe  aUe  to  ex- 
hibit, as  to  which  there  is  no  excuse  of  natural  inci^pacitj 
aad  uT*fitJ*<^«s  <u>d  jet  thoa  stOl  lemainest  voluntarily  he- 
low  the  mark?  Or  art  thou  compelled,  through  heing 
defectively  furnished  by  nature,  to  murmur,  and  to  be 
mean,  and  to  flatter,  and  to  find  fiudt  with  thy  poor  body, 
aod  to  try  to  please  men,  and  to  make  great  display,  and 
to  be  so  restless  in  thy  mind?  No,  indeed;  but  thou 
mightest  have  been  delivered  firom  these  things  long  ago. 
Only,  if  in  truth  thou  canst  be  charged  with  being  rather 
slow  and  dull  of  comprehension,  thou  must  exert  thyself 
about  this  also,. not  neglecting  nor  yet  taking  pleasure 
in  thy  dulness." 

The  same  sweetness  enables  him  .to  fix  his  mind,  when 
he  sees  the  isolation  and  moral  death  caused  by  sin,  not 
on  the  cheerless  thought  of  the  misery  of  this  oondition, 
but  on  the  inspiring  thought  that  man  is  blessed  with  the 
power  to  escape  firom  it :  — 

^Suppose  that  thou  hast  detached  thyself  from  the 
natural  unity,  —  for  thou  wast  made  by  nature  a  part,  but 
now  thou  hast  cut  thyself  off, — yet  here  is  this  beautiful 
provi^on,  that  it  is  in  thy  power  again  to  unite  thyselfi 
God  has  allowed  this  to  no  other  part, — after  it  has  been 
separated  and  cut  asunder,  to  come  together  again.  But 
consider  the  goodness  with  which  he  has  privileged  man ; 
for  he  has  put  it  in  his  power,  when  he  has  been  sepa- 
ratedy  to  return  and  to  be  united  and  to  resume  his 
place.** 

It  enables  him  to  oontrd  even  the  passion  for  retreat 
and  solitude,  so  strong  in  a  soul  like  his,  to  which  the 
world  could  offer  no  abiding  city :  — 
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*^  Men  seek  retreat  for  tbemsehres,  houses  in  the  coan- 
trjy  sea-shores,  and  moanlains;  and  thoa,  too,  art  wont 
to  desire  such,  things  verj  much.  But  this  is  altogether 
a  nuok  of  the  most  common  sort  of  men,  for  it  is  in  thy 
power  whenever  thoa  shalt  diooee  to  retire  into  thjselil 
For  nowhere  either  with  more  qoiet  or  more  freedom 
from  trouble  does  a  Qian  retire  than  into  his  own  soal, 
particolarlj  when  he  has  within  him  such  thoughts  that 
bj  looking  into  them  he  is  immediatelj  in  perfect  tran- 
quillity. Coostantlj,  then,  give  to  thyself  this  retreat, 
and  renew  thyself;  and  let  thy  principles  be  brief  and 
fundamental,  which,  as  soon  as  thou  shalt  recur  to  them, 
will  be  sufficient  to  cleanse  the  soul  completely,  and  to  send 
thee  back  free  from  all  discontent  with  the  things  to  which 
thou  retumest." 

Against  thb  feeling  of  discontent  and  weariness,  so  nat- 
ural to  the  great  for  whom  there  seems  nothing  left  to  de- 
sire or  to  strive  after,  but  so  enfeebling  to  them,  so  dete- 
riorating, Marcus  Aurelius  never  ceased  to  struggle. 
With  resolute  thankfulness  he  kept  in  remembrance 
the  blessings  of  his  lot ;  the  true  blessings  of  it,  not  the 
false:  — 

^  I  have  to  thank  Heaven  that  I  was  subjected  to  a 
ruler  and  a  father  (Antoninus  Pius)  who  was  able  to 
take  away  all  pride  from  me,  and  to  bring  me  to  the 
knowledge  that  it  is  possible  for  a  man  to  live  in  a  palace 
without  either  guards,  or  embroidered  dresses,  or  any 
show  of  this  kind ;  but  that  it  is  in  such  a  man's  power  to 
bring  himself  very  near  to  the  fashion  of  a  private  per- 
son, without  being  for  this  reason  either  meaner  in  thought 
or  more  remiss  in  action  with  respect  to  the  things  which 
must  be  done  for  public  interest.  ....  I  have  to  be 
thankful  that  my  children  have  not  been  stupid  nor  de- 
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fbnned  in  bodj ;  that  I  did  not  make  mote  pn^aeocy  in 
rhetoric,  poetry,  and  the  other  studies,  by  which  I  shoold 
perhaps  have  heen  completely  engrossed,  if  I  had  seen 
that  I  was  maldng  great  progress  in  them ;  .  .  •  that  I 
knew  Apollonios,  BosticQs,  Maximns;  •  «  .  that  I  re- 
ceived dear  and  frequent  impressions  about  living  ac- 
cording to  nature,  and  what  kind  of  a  life  that  is,  so  that, 
so  far  as  depended  on  Heaven,  and  its  gifts,  help,  and  in- 
spiration, nothing  hindered  me  from  forthwith  living  ac- 
cording to  nature,  though  I  still  £dl  short  of  it  through 
my  own  &ult,  and  through  not  observing  the  admonitions 
of  Heaven,  and,  I  may  almost  say,  its  direct  instructions ; 
that  my  body  has  held  out  so  long  in  such  a  kind  of  life 
as  mine ;  that  though  it  was  my  mother's  lot  to  die  young, 
she  spent  the  last  years  of  her  life  with  me ;  that  when- 
ever I  wished  to  help  any  man  in  his  need,  I  was  never 
told  that  I  had  not  the  means  of  doing  it;  that,  when 
I  had  an  indination  to  philosophy,  I  did  not  &11  into  the 
hands  of  a  sophist." 

And,  as  he  dwelt  with  gratitude  on  these  helps  and 
blessings  vouchsafed  to  him,  his  mind  (so,  at  least,  it  seems 
to  me)  would  sometimes  revert  with  awe  to  the  perils  and 
temptations  of  the  lonely  height  where  he  stood,  to  the 
lives  of  Tiberius,  Caligula,  Nero,  Domitian,  in  their  hide- 
ous blackness  and  ruin ;  and  then  he  wrote  down  for  him- 
self such  a  warning  entry  as  this,  significant  and  terrible 
in  its  abruptness :  — 

^  A  black  character,  a  womanish  character,  a  stubborn 
character,  bestial,  childish,  animal,  stupid,  counterfeit, 
scurrilous,  fraudulent,  tyrannical  I " 

Or  this :  — 

^  About  what  am  I  now  employing  my  soul  ?  On  every 
occasion  I  must  ask  myself  this  question,  and  inquire, 


278  HABCUS  AUBBLIUS. 

What  have  I  now  in  this  part  of  me  which  they  call  the 
ruling  principle,  and  whose  soul  have  I  now?  —  that  of  a 
child,  or  of  a  young  man,  or  of  a  weak  woman,  or  of  a 
tyrant,  or  of  one  of  the  lower  animals  in  the  service  of 
man,  or  of  a  wild  beast  ?  " 

The  character  he  wished  to  attain  he  knew  well,  and 
beautifully  he  has  marked  it,  and  marked,  too,  his  sense 
of  shortcoming :  — 

^  When  thon  hast  assumed  these  names,  —  good,  mod- 
est, true,  rational,  equaUminded,  magnanimous,  —  ti^e 
care  that  thou  dost  not  change  these  names;  and,  if 
thou  shouldst  lose  them,  quickly  return  to  them.  If 
thou  maintainest  thyself  in  possession  of  these  names 
without  desiring  that  others  should  call  thee  by  them, 
thou  wilt  be  another  being,  and  wilt  enter  on  another 
life.  For  to  continue  to  be  such  as  thou  hast  hitherto 
been,  and  to  be  torn  in  pieces  and  defiled  in  such  a  life, 
is  the  character  of  a  very  stupid  man,  and  one  over^fond 
of  his  life,  and  like  those  half-devoured  fighters  with  .wild 
beasts,  who,  though  covered  with  wounds  and  gore,- still 
entreat  to  be  kept  to  the  following  day,  though  they  will 
be  exposed  in  the  same  state  to  the  same  daws  and  bites. 
Therefore  fix  thyself  in  the  possession  of  these  few  names: 
and  if  thou  art  able  to  abide  in  them,  abide  as  if  thou  wast 
removed  to  the  Happy  Islands." 

For  all  his  sweetness  and  serenity,  however,  man's 
point  of  life  ^  between  two  infinities  *'  (of  that  expression 
Marcus  Aurelius  is  the  real  owner)  was  to  him  anything 
but  a  Happy  Island,  and  the  performances  on  it  he  saw 
through  no  veils  of  illusion.  Nothing  is  in  general  more 
gloomy  and  monotonous  than  declamations  on  the  hoUow- 
ness  and  transitoriness  of  human  life  and  grandeur :  but 
here,  too,  the    great  *  charpi  of   Marcus  Aurelius,  his 
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in  to  idicfc  the  boboIbbj  and  to 
tlnvMig^  the  ^oom;  and  even  oo  tibb  etemDj-vBed 
topic,  he  13  imngiiwliyc,  fireah,  and  atiiking: — 

**CoBnder,  fbrezamplesythe  tiBMs  of  Ye^asiaii.  ThoQ 
wilt  see  afl  these  things,  people  mairyii^  hringiiig  ap 
dbildieiiy  aide,  djii^  waixiiig,  leastinf ,  timffidiii^  culti- 
Ymtiog  the  groondy  flalleiiiig,  ob&tiiiatelf  amganty  8ii»> 
pectin^  plotting,  wishing  ibr  soaaebod j  to  die,  gnunhfing 
about  the  present,  kurin^  heaping  up  tRasme,  daainng 
to  be  consols  or  kings.  Well  then,  that  life  of  theae 
people  no  longer  eziste  at  alL  Again,  go  to  the  tumes  of 
Trajan.  AH  is  again  the  same.  Their  life  too  is  gone. 
Bat  chieflj  thoa  shooldst  think  of  those  whom  thoa  hast 
thyself  known  distracting  themselyes  about  idle  things, 
neglecting  to  do  what  was  in  acoordanoe  with  their  pmper 
constitution,  and  to  hold  firmly  to  this  and  to  be  content 
with  it" 

Again:—— 

«  The  things  which  are  much  valued  in  life  are  empty, 
and  rotten,  and  trifling ;  and  people  are  like  little  dog* 
biting  one  another,  and  little  children  quarrelling,  crying, 
and  then  straightway  laughing.  But  fidelity,  and  mod- 
esty, and  justice,  and  truth,  are  fled 

*  Up  to  OlympnB  from  the  wide-spread  earth.* 

What  then  is  there  which  stQl  detains  thee  here  ?  * 

And  once  more :  — 

"Look. down  from  above  on  the  countless  herds  of 
men,  and  their  countless  solemnities,  and  the  infinitely 
varied  voyagings  in  storms  and  calms,  and  the  differences 
among  those  who  are  bom,  who  Hve  together,  and  die. 
And  consider  too  the  life  lived  by  others  in  olden  time, 
and  the  life  now  lived  among  barbarous  nations,  and  how 
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many  know  not  even  thy  name,  and  how  many  will  soon 
forget  it,  and  how  they  who  perhaps  now  are  praising 
thee  will  very  soon  blame  thee,  and  that  neither  a  post- 
humous name  is  of  any  value,  nor  reputation,  nor  any- 
thing else." 

He  recognized,  indeed,  that  (to  use  his  own  words) 
.  ^  the  prime  principle  in  man's  constitution  is  the  social," 
and  he  labored  sincerely  to  make  not  only  his  acts  to- 
wards his  fellow-men,  but  his  thoughts  also,  suitable  to 
this  conviction :  — 

"  When  thou  wishest  to  delight  thyself,  think  of  the 
virtues  of  those  who  live  with  thee ;  for  instance,  the 
activity  of  one,  and  the  modesty  of  another,  and  the 
liberality  of  a  third,  and  some  other  good  quality  of  a 
fourth." 

Still,  it  is  hard  for  a  pure  and  thoughtful  man  to  Hve 
in  a  state  of  rapture  at  the  spectacle  afforded  to  him  by 
his  fellow-creatures;  above  all  is  it  hatd,  when  such  a 
man  is  placed  as  Marcus  Aurelius  was  placed,  and  has 
had  the  meanness  and  perversity  of  his  fellow-creatores 
thrust,  in  no  common  measure,  upon  his  notice,  —  has 
had,  time  afler  time,  to  experience  how  '^  within  ten  days 
thou  wilt  seem  a  god  to  those  to  whom  thou  art  now 
a  beast  and  an  ape."  His  true  strain  of  thought  as  to 
his  relations  with  his  fellow-men  is  rather  the  following. 
He  has  been  enumerating  the  higher  consolations  which 
may  support  a  man  at  the  approach  of  death,  and  he 
goes  on :  — 

^<  But  if  thou  requirest  also  a  vulgar  kind  of  comfort 
which  shall  reach  thy  heart,  thou  wilt  be  made  best  recon- 
ciled to  death  by  observing  the  objects  from  which  thou 
art  going  to  be  removed,  and  the  morals  of  those  with 
whom  thy  soul  will  no  longer  be  mingled.     For  it  is  no 
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way  right  to  be  offended  with  men,  hot  it  is  tfaj  doty  to 
care  for  them  and  to  bear  with  them  gently ;  and  yet  to 
remember  that  thy  departure  will  not  be  from  men  who 
have  the  same  prindples  as  thyself.  For  this  is  the  only 
thing,  if  there  be  any,  whidi  could  draw  os  the  oontrsiy 
way  and  attach  as  to  life,  to  be  permitted  to  live  with 
those  who  have  the  same  principles  as  ourselves.  But 
now  thoa  aeest  how  great  is  the  distress  caused  by  the 
difference  of  those  who  live  together,  so  that  thou  mayest 
say :  '  Come  quick,  O  death,  lest  perchance  I  too  shoold 
forget  myself.' " 

O  faUhlu$  and  pervene  generation  I  haw  long  Aa&  1 
he  with  you  f  how  long  shall  I  suffer  you  f  Sometimes 
this  strain  rises  even  to  passicm:  — 

^  Short  is  the  little  which  remains  to  thee  of  life.  Live 
as  on  a  mountain.  Let  men  see,  let  them  know,  a  real 
man,  who  lives  as  he  was  meant  to  live.  If  they  cannot 
endure  him,  let  them  kill  him.  For  that  is  better  than 
to  live  as  men  do." 

It  is  remarkable  how  little  of  a  merely  local  and  tempo- 
rary character,  how  little  of  those  seori4B  which  a  reader 
has  to  dear  away  before  he  gets  to  the  precious  ore,  how 
little  that  even  admits  of  doubt  or  question,  the  morality 
of  Marcus  ^urelius  exhibits.  In  general,  the  action  he 
prescribes  is  action  which  eYerj  sound  nature  must  re- 
cognize as  right,  and  the  motives  he  assigns  are  motives 
which  every  dear  reason  must  recognize  as  valid.*    And 

*  Perhaps  there  is  one  ezoeptioD.  He  is  food  of  urging  as  a  motive 
for  man*s  cheerful  acquiescence  in  whatever  befalls  him,  that  **  what- 
ever happens  to  every  man  ii  for  &e  interest  of  (he  wdvenal;  &at  the 
whole  contains  nothing  which  U  not  for  tig  adeantage  f  that  eveiythiog 
which  happens  to  a  man  is  to  be  accepted,  "  even  if  it  seems  disagreea- 
ble, because  it  leads  to  (he  health  of  the  umvene."  And  the  whole  course 
df  the  onivene,  he  adds,  has  a  providential  reference  to  maQ*s  welfiin^ 
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80  he  remuns  the  especial  friend  and  comforter  of  all 
scnipulous  and  diffioolt,  yet  pare  and  npward-atriviog 
souls,  in  those  ages  most  especiallj  that  walk  by  sight, 
not  by  faith,  that  have  no  open  vision ;  he  cannot  give 
snch  souls,  perhaps,  all  they  yearn  for,  but  he  gives  them 
much ;  and  what  he  gives  them,  they  can  receive. 

Yet  no,  it  is  not  on  this  account  that  such  souls  love 
him  most ;  it  is  rather  because  of  the  emoticm  which  gives 
to  his  voice  so  touching  an  accent,  it  is  because  he,  tooi, 
yearns  as  they  do  for  something  unattained  by  him. 
What  an  afiEmity  for  Christianity  had  this  persecutor  of 
the  Christians  I  the  efinsion  of  Christianity,  its  relieving 

'*  all  other  things  have  been  made  for  the  eake  of  rational  beings.** 
Religion  has  in  all  ages  freely  used  this  language,  and  it  is  not  relig- 
ion which  will  object  to  Marcus  Aurelius's  use  of  it;  but  science  can 
mtrdly  accept  as  severely  accurate  this  employnfent  of  the  terms  inters 
tst  and  advantage ;  even  to  a  sound  nature  and  a  clear  reason  the  propo- 
sition that  things  happen  "for  the  interest  of  the  universal,"  as  men 
conceive  of  interest,  may  seem  to  have  no  meaning  at  all,  and  the 
proposition  that  "  all  things  have  been  made  for  the  sake  of  rational 
beings "  may  seem  to  be  false.  Yet  even  to  this  language,  not  irre- 
sistibly cogent  when  it  is  thus  absolutely  used,  Marcus  Aurelius  gives 
a  turn  which  makes  it  true  and  useful,  when  he  says:  "The  ruling 
part  of  man  can  make  a  material  for  itself  out  of  that  which  opposes 
it,  as  lire  hiys  hold  of  what  falls  into  it,  and  rises  higher  by  means  of 
this  very  material"  ;  —  when  he  says:  "  What  else  are  all  things  ex- 
^cept  exercises  for  the  reason  ?  Persevere  then  until  thou  shalt  have 
made  all  things  thine  own,  as  the  stomach  which  is  strengthened 
makes  all  things  its  own,  as  the  blazing  fire  makes  flame  and  bright- 
ness out  of  everything  that  is  thrown  into  it";  — when  he  says: 
"  Thou  wilt  not  cease  to  be  miserable  till  thy  mind  is  in  such  a  condi- 
tion, that,  what  luxury  is  to  those  who  enjoy  pleasure,  such  shall  be 
to  thee,  in  every  matter  which  presents  iteelf,  the  doing  of  the  things 
which  are  conformable  to  man's  constitution;  for  a  man  ought  to  con- 
8ider  as  an  enjoyment  everything  which  it  is  in  his  power  to  do  ac- 
cording to  his  own  nature,  —  and  it  is  in  his  power  everywhere.**  In 
this  sense  it  is  most  true  that "  all  things  have  been  made  for  the  sake 
<>f  rational  bemgs** ;  that  "  all  things  work  together  for  good.** 
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tearsy  its  happy  self-sacrifice,  were  the  very  element,  one 
feels,,  for  which  his  soul  longed :  thej  were  near  him,  he 
tonched  tbem,  he  passed  them  by.  One  feels,  too,  that 
the  Marcos  Anrelins  one  knows  mnst  still  have  remained, 
even  had  they  presented  themselves  to  him,  in  a  great 
measure  himself;  he  wonld  have  been  no  Jastin:  hot 
how  would  they  have  afiected  him?  in  what  measure 
would  they  have  changed  him  ?  Granted  that  he  might 
have  found,  like  the  Alogi  in  ancient  and  modem  times, 
in  the  most  beautiful  of  the  Gospels,  the  Grospel  which 
has  leavened  Christendom  most  powerfully,  the  Grospel 
of  St.  John,  too  much  Greek  metaphysics,  too  much 
gnatis;  granted  that  this  Grospel  might  have  looked  too 
like  what  he  knew  already  to  be  a  total  surprise  to  him : 
what,  then,  would  he  have  said  to  the  Sermon  on  the 
Mount,  to  the  twenty-sixth  chapter  of  St.  Matthew? 
what  would  have  become  of  his  notions  of  the  exitiabilU 
wperstitio^  of  the  ^  obstinacy  of  the  Christians  "  ?  Vain 
question  I  yet  the  greatest  charm  of  Marcus  Aurelius  is 
that  he  makes  us  ask  it  We  see  him  wise,  just,  self- 
governed,  tender,  thankful,  blameless ;  yet,  with  all  this, 
agitated,  stretching  out  his  arms  for  something  beyond,— 
tendentemque  mantu  ripa  ulterioris  amore. 


ON  TRANSLATING   HOMER. 


.  .  .  .  Nonqiiamxie  lepooam? 


T  has  more  than  once  been  suggested  to  me 
that  I  should  translate  Homer.  That  is  a 
task  for  which  I  have  neither  the  time  nor 
the  courage ;  but  the  saggestion  led  me  to  re- 
gard yet  more  closely  a  poet  whom  I  had  already  long 
studied,  and  for  one  or  two  years  the  works  of  Homer 
were  seldom  out  of  my  hands.  The  study  of  classical  lit- 
erature is  probably  on  the  decline ;  but,  whatever  may  be 
the  fate  of  this  study  in  general,  it  is  certain  that,  as  in- 
struction spreads  and  the  number  of  readers  increases, 
attention  will  be  more  and  more  directed  to  the  poetry 
of  Homer,  not  indeed  as  part  of  a  classical  course,  but  as 
Ihe  most  important  poetical  monument  existing.  Even 
within  the  last  ten  years  two  fresh  translations  of  the 
Iliad  have  appeared  in  England:  one  by  a  man  of 
great  ability  and  genuine  learning.  Professor  Newman; 
the  other  by  Mr.  Wright,  the  conscientious  and  painstak- 
ing translator  of  Dante.  It  may  safely  be  asserted  that 
neither  of  these  works  will  take  rank  as  the  standard 
translation  of  Homer ;  that  the  task  of  rendering  him 
will   still  be  attempted  by  other  translators.     It  may 
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perhaps  be  poenUe  to  render  to  these  some  saTice,  to 
save  them  some  loss  of  faJior,  bj  pointing  out  rocks  on 
^which  their  predeeesaois  hare  spliu  and  the  r^t  objects 
on  whidi  a  trsnsLitor  of  Homer  should  fix  his  attentioo. 

It  is  disputed,  what  aim  a  trauf  lator  shoold  propose  to 
himself  in  dealing  with  his  originaL     £ven  this  prelimi- 
nary is  not  jet  settled.     On  one  side  it  is  said,  that  the 
translation  ongfat  to  be  such  ^that  the  reader  shoold,  if 
possible,  forget  that  it  is  a  tnmslatian  at  all,  and  be  lolled 
into  the  illasion  that  he  is  reading  an  original  w(H*k; 
something  original"  (if  the  tnmsladon  be  in  English), 
^from  an  English  hand."     The  teal  original  is  in  this 
case,  it  is  said,  ''taken  as  a  basis  on  which  to  rear  a 
poem  that  shall  afiect  our  ooontrymen  as  the  original 
maj  be  conceiTcd  to  haye  affected  its  natural  hearers." 
On  the  other  hand,  Mr.  Newman,  who  states  the  forego- 
ing doctrine  onl j  to  condemn  it,  declares  that  he  "•  aims 
at  precisely  the  opposite :  to  retain  everj  peculiarity  of 
the  original,  so  fai  as  he  is  able,  tnth  the  greater  care  the 
more  foreign  it  mag  happen  to  be";  so  that  it  may  ^  never 
be  forgotten  that  he  is  imitating,  and  imitating  in  a  differ- 
ent material"     The  translator's  ''first  duty,"  says  Mr. 
Newman,  '^  is  a  historical  one ;  to  be  fodthfuXT    Prob- 
ably both  sides  would  agree  that  the  translator's  ''first 
duty  is  to  be  faithful " ;  but  the  question  at  issue  between  - 
them  is,  in  what  ^thfulness  consists. 

My  one  object  is  to  give  practical  advice  to  a  transla- 
tor ;  and  I  shall  not  the  least  concern  myself  with  theo- 
ries of  translation  as  such.  But  I  advise  the  translator 
not  to  try  "  to  rear  on  the  basis  of  the  Iliad,  a  poem  that 
shall  affect  our  countrymen  as  the  original  may  be  con- 
ceived to  have  affected  its  natural  hearers";  and  for  this 
simple  reason,  that  we  cannot  possibly  tell  how  the  Iliad 
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«at^^  beareiu."     It  is  probably  mean^ 
« affected  ***        gboold  try  to  affect  Englisbmen  power- 
merely  that      ^^   affected  Greeks   powerfully ;   but  ibis 
faUy»  **  ^^    ^  enough)  and  can  give  no  real  guidance, 
direction  i»  ^    -^tfl  affect  their  bearers  powerfully,  but 
For  all  pea    ^poet  is  one  thing,  that  of  another  poet 
the  effect  oi   ^  ^^  ,^  ^^  translatar's  business  to  reproduce 
another  ^^^**^  „jer,  and  the  most  powerful  emotion  of  the 
the  effect  ot^  _,.„|^  reader  can  never  assure  him  whether 
unlearned 

he  has  •^'^^agiun,  he  may  follow  Mr.  Newman's  di- 
thing  else.     ^^O'     try  to  he  « faithful,''  he  may  "retain 


•" —  « won*®*'     —       

the  effect  ot       ^^^  reader  can  never  assure 

unlearned  ^^    ,  ^j^ig,  or  whether  he  has  pr 


^  ced  this*  or  whether  he  has  produced  some- 


iniDg  '^^ —  try  to  De  -  laitniui,'  ne   may  ' 

rections,  ^^^^  ^f  ys  original";  but  who  is  to  assure 

every  p^  aggure  Mr.  Newman  himself,  that,  when 

him,  who  18    ^^^  ^^  ^^  ^^^^  ^^^^  ^^^  ^^^^^  ^^  ^^^^ 

he  has  ^^*^®  jg  1^  y^  done,  "  adhered  closely  to  Homer's 
man  enjoins  ^^^^  ^^  thought" ?  Evidently  the  transla- 
manner  more  practical  directions  than  tbese.     No 

tor  needs  &o  ^^  ^^^  Homer  affected  the  Greeks ;  but 
one  can  ^^^  ^^  how.  Homer  affects 

♦ViPTo  are  wiob'^  t^**** 

^  These  are  scholars;  who  possess,  at  the  same 

^  with  knowledge  of  Greek,  adequate  poetical  taste 
d  feeling.  No  translation  will  seem  to  them  of  much 
worth  compared  with  the  original ;  but  they  alone  can 
say,  whether  the  translation  produces  more  or  less  the 
same  effect  upon  them  as  the  original.  They  are  the 
only  competent  tribunal  in  this  matter:  the  Greeks  are 
dead ;  the  unlearned  EngUshman  has  not  the  data  for 
judging ;  and  no  man  can  safely  confide  in  his  own  sin- 
gle judgment  of  his  own  work.  Let  not  the  translator, 
then,  trust  to  his  notions  of  what  the  ancient  Greeks 
would  have  thought  of  him ;  he  will  lose  himself  in  the 
▼ague.     Let  him  not  trust  to  what  the  ordinary  English 


liuBka  «f  kba;  he  vifl  be  lakn^  the  bfiid  ftr  lus 
Collide.  L«l  hbe  not  tnmi  to  his  ovn  jodgmeDt  of  his  own 
wofk;  he  mej  be  misled  bj  indiridaal  caprices.  Let 
liiiii  aak  how  his  work  mtSects  thoee  who  both  know 
Greek  and  can  appieciaie  poetrr;  whether  to  read  it 
^▼etf^the  Fkorost  of  £ton,  cr  Prc^sssor  Thompson  at 
Cambridge,  or  Professor  Jowett  here  in  Qzfixd,  at  all 
the  same  feeling  which  to  read  the  original  gives  them. 
I  conHider  that  when  Bentl^  said  of  Pope's  translation, 
^it  was  a  pret^  P^em,  but  most  not  be  called  Homer,* 
the  w<»ik,  in  ^te  of  all  its  power  and  attractiveDeBs,  was 
judged. 

'iU  im  t  ^pimpBt  6plmgw,—'^9B  the  jndicioas  would 
determine^"  —  thai  is  a  test  to  which  OTeiy  one  jwofesses 
himnelf  willing  to  sabmit  his  works.  Unha^^j,  in  most 
cases,  no  two  persons  agree  nB  to  who  ^  the  jodidoos" 
are.  In  the  present  case,  the  ambigaitj  is  removed :  I 
suppose  the  transJatorat  one  with  me  as  to  the  tribanal  to 
which  alone  he  shoald  look  fer  judgment;  and  he  has  thus 
obtained  a  practical  test  bj  which  to  estimate  the  real  sue- 
cess  of  his  work.  How  is  he  to  proceed,  in  order  that  his 
work,  tried  bj  this  test,  maj  be  found  most  successful? 

First  of  all,  there  are  certain  n^ative  counsels  which  I 
will   give  him.     Homer  has  occupied  men's  minds  so 
mudi,  sudi  a  literature  has  arisen  about  him,  that  every 
one  who  approaches  him  should  resolve  strictly  to  limit 
himself  to  that  which  may  directly  serve  the  object  for 
which  he  approaches  him.    I  advise  the  translator  to  have 
nothing  to  do  with  the  questions,  whether  Homer  ever 
existed ;  whedier  the  poet  of  the  JDiad  be  one  or  many  ; 
wliether  the  Iliad  be  one  poem  or  an  Achilleis  and  an 
Iliad  stuck  together ;  whether  the  Christian  doctrine  of 
the  Atonement  is  shadowed  forth  in  the  Homeric  my* 
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thologj ;  whether  the  Goddess  Latona  in  any  way  pre- 
figures the  Virgin  Mary,  and  so  on.    These  are  questions 
which  have  been  discussed  with  learning,  with  ingenuity, 
nay,  with  genius^ ;  but  they  have  two  inconveniences ;  one 
general  for  all  who  approach  them,  one  particular  for  the 
translator.    The  general  inconvenience  is,  that  there Yeally 
exi>t  no  data  for  determining  them.    The  particular  ldcou- 
venience  is,  that  their  solution  by  the  translator,  even 
were  it  possible,  could  be  of  no  benefit  to  his  translation. 
I  advise  him,  again,  not  to  trouble  himself  with  con- 
structing a  special  vocabulary  for  his  use  in  translation  ; 
with  excluding  a  certain  class  of  English  words,  and  with 
confining  himself  to  another  class,  in  obedience  to  any  the- 
ory about  the  peculiar  qualities  of  Homer's  style-     Mr. 
Newman  says  tha^  "  the  entire  dialect  of  Homer  being 
essentially  archaic,  that  of  a  translator  ought  to  be  as 
much  Saxo-Norman  as  possible,  and  owe  as  little  as  pos- 
sible to  the  elements  thrown  into  our  language  by  classi- 
cal learning."    Mr.  Newman  is  unfortunate  in  the  observ- 
ance of  his  own  theory ;  for  I  continually  find  in  his 
translation  words  of  Latin  origin,  which  seem  to  me  quite 
alien  to  the   simplicity   of  Homer,  —  "responsive,"    for 
instance,  which  is  a  favorite  word  of  Mr.  Newman,  to 
represent  the  Homeric  dfi€ifi6fjiafos : 

"  Great  Hector  of  the  motley  helm  thus  spake  to  her  raponaive. 
"  But  thus  reqHmsively  to  him  spake  god-like  Alexander." 

And  the  word  "  celestial,"  again,  in  the  grand  address  of 
Zeus  to  the  horses  of  Achilles, 

*  "  Yon,  who  are  bom  cdetUal,  from  Eld  and  Death  exempted!  *' 

seems  to  me  in  that  place  exactly  to  jar  upon  the  feeliog 
as  too  bookish.  But,  apart  firom  the  question  of  Mr.  New- 
inan's  fidelity  to  his  own  theory,  such  a  theory  seems  to 
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mc  both  dangerous  for  a  translator  and  false  in  itself. 
Dangerous  for  a  translator ;  because,  wherever  one  finds 
such  a  theory  announced  (and  one  finds  it  pretty  often), 
it  is  generally  followed  by  an  explosion  of  pedantry ; 
and  pedantry  is  of  all  things  in  the  world  the  most  un- 
Homeiic.  False  in  itself;  because,  in  &ct,  we  owe  to  the 
Latin  element  in  our  language  most  of  that  very  rapidity 
and  clear  decisiveness  by  which  it  is  contradistinguished 
from  the  Grerman,  and  in  sympathy  with  the  languages 
of  Greece  and  Rome :  so  that  to  limit  an  English  trans- 
lator of  Homer  to  words  of  Saxon  origin  is  to  deprive 
him  of  one  of  his  special  advantages  for  translating 
Homer.  In  Yoss^s  well-known  translation  of  Homer,  it 
is  precisely  the  qualities  of  his  German  language  itself, 
something  heavy  and  trailing  both  in  the  structure  of  its 
sentences  and  in  the  words  of  which  it  is  composed, 
which  prevent  his  translation,  in  spite  of  the  hexameters, 
in  spite  of  the  fidelity,  from  creating  in  us  the  impression 
created  by  the  Greek.  Mr,  Newman's  prescription,  if 
followed,  would  just  strip  the  English  translator  of  the 
advantage  which  he  has  over  Yoss. 

The  frame  of  mind  in  which  we  approach  an  author 
influences  our  correctness  of  appreciation  of  him ;  and 
Homer  should  be  approached  by  a  translator  in  the  sim- 
plest frame  of  mind  possible.  Modem  sentiment  tries  to 
make  the  ancient  not  le3s  than  the  modem  world  its 
own ;  but  against  modern  sentiment  in  its  applications  to 
Homer  the  translator,  if  he  would  feel  Homer  truly  — 
and  unless  he  feels  him  truly,  how  can  he  render  him  tru- 
ly ?  —  cannot  be  too  much  on  his  guard.  For  example : 
the  writer  of  an  interesting  article  on  English  translations 
of  Homer,  in  the  last  number  of  the  National  Review, 

quotes,  I  see,  with  admiration,  a  criticism  of  Mr.  Ruskin 

13  s 
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on  the  use  of  the  epithet  (fwcriCoot,  ^  life-giving,"  in  that 
heautiful  passage,  in  the  third  book  of  the  Ilii\^,  which 
follows  Helen's  mention  of  her  brothers  Castor  and  Pol- 
lax  as  alive,  though  they  were  in  truth  dead : 

i^s  <l>aro  *  Tovs  d*  ^dvj  Kortx*^  ^vcri^oo;  aUi 

"  The  poet,"  says  Mr.  Ruskin,  "  has  to  speak  of  the  earth 
in  sadness ;  but  he  will  not  let  that  sadness  affect  or 
change  his  thought  of  it.  No ;  though  Castor  and  Pollux 
be  dead,  yet  the  earth  is  our  mother  still,  —  fruitful,  life- 
^ving."  This  is  just  a  specimen  of  that  sort  of  applica- 
tion of  modem  sentiment  to  the  ancients,  against  which  a 
student,  who  wishes  to  feel  the  ancients  truly,  cannot  too 
resolutely  defend  himself.  It  reminds  one,  as,  alas !  so 
much  of  Mr.  Ruskin's  writing  reminds  one,  of  those  words 
of  the  most  delicate  of  living  critics :  "  Comme  tout  genre 
de  composition  a  son  ^cueil  particulier,  ceiui  du  genre  ro- 
manesque^  c*est  lefaux.**  The  reader  may  feel  moved  as 
he  reads  it;  but  it  is  not  the  less  an  example  of  '^le 
faux  "  in  criticism ;  it  is  false.  It  is  not  true,  as  to  that 
particular  passage,  that  Homer  called  the  earth  (^vo-ifoor, 
because,  ^^  though  he  had  to  speak  of  the  earth  in  sadness, 
he  would  not  let  that  sadness  change  or  affect  his  thought 
of  it,"  but  consoled  himself  by  considering  that  "the  earth 
is  our  mother  still,  — fruitful,  life-giving."  It  is  not  true, 
as  a  matter  of  general  criticism,  that  this  kind  of  senti- 
mentality, eminently  modern,  inspires  Homer  at  all. 
"  From  Homer  and  Polygnotus  I  every  day  learn  more 
clearly,"  says  Goethe, "  that  in  our  life  here  above  ground 
we    have,  properly   speaking,    to  enact    Hell":t  —  if 

•  Iliad,  iii.  243. 

t  Brief  wtchsel  zwiacken  SchiUer  und  Goeihej  t1.  280. 
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the  Btadent  mast  absolutelj'  have  a  key-note  to  the 
Biad,  let  him  take  this  of  Groethe,  and  see  what  he  can 
do  with  it ;  it  will  not,  at  an j  rate,  like  the  tender  pan- 
theism of  Mr.  Ruskin,  falsify  for  him  the  whole  strain 
of  Homer. 

These  are  negative  oonnsels ;  I  come  to  the  positive. 
When  I  say,  the  tran^tor  of  Homer  should  above  all 
be  penetrated  by  a  sense  of  four  qaalities  of  his  author ; 
—  that  he  is  eminently  rapid ;  that  he  is  eminently  plain 
and  direct,  both  in  the  evolution  of  his  thought  and  in  the 
expression  of  it,  that  is,  both  in  his  syntax  and  in  his 
words  ;  that  he  is  eminently  plain  and  direct  in  the  sub- 
stance of  his  'thought,  that  is,  in  his  matter  and  ideas ; 
and,  finally,  that  he  is  eminenly  noble ;  —  I  probably 
seem  to  be  saying  what  is  too  general  to  be  of  much  ser- 
vice to  anybody.  Yet  it  is  strictly  true  that,  for  want  of 
duly  penetrating  themselves  with  the  first-nam^d  quality 
of  Homer,  his  rapidity,  Cowper  and  Mr.  Wright  have 
failed  in  rendering  him  ;  that,  for  want  of  duly  appreci- 
ating the  second-named  quality,  his  plainness  and  direct- 
ness of  style  and  dictation,  Pope  and  Mr.  Sotheby  have 
&dled  in  rendering  him ;  that  for  want  of  appreciating 
the'third,  his  plainness  and  directness  of  ideas.  Chapman 
has  fiiiled  in  rendering  him ;  while  for  want  of  appreci- 
ating the  fourth,  his  nobleness,  Mr.  Newman,  who  has 
clearly  seen  some  of  the  faults  of  his  predecessors,  has 
yet  failed  more  conspicuously  than  any  of  them. 

Coleridge  says,  in  his  strange  language,  speaking  of 

the  union  of  the  human  soul  with  the  divine  essehce,  that 

this  takes  place 

**  Whene'er  the  mist,  which  ^nds  *twixt  God  and  thee. 
Defecates  to  a  pare  traivparency  ** ; 

and  so,  too,  it  may  be  said  of  that  union  of  the  translator 
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with  his  original,  which  alone  can  produce  a  good  transla* 
tion,  that  it  takes  place  when  the  mist  which  stands  be- 
tween them  —  the  mist  of  alien  modes  of  thinking,  speak- 
ing, and  feeling  on  the  translator's  part  —  ^  defecates  to 
a  pure  transparency,"  and  disappears.  But  between 
Cowper  and  Homer — (Mr.  Wright  repeats  in  the  main 
Cowper's  manner,  as  Mr.  Sotheby  repeats  Pope's  man- 
ner, and  neither  Mr.  Wright's  translation  nor  Mr.  Sothe- 
by's has,  I  must  be  forgiven  for  saying,  any  proper  reason 
for  existing)  —  between  Cowper  and  Homer  there  is  in- 
terposed the  mist  of  Cowper's  elaborate  Miltonic  manner, 
entirely  alien  to  the  flowing  rapidity  of  Homer ;  between 
Pope  and  Homer  there  is  interposed  the  mist  of  Pope's  lit- 
erary artificial  manner,  entirely  alien  to  the  plain  natural- 
ness of  Homer's  manner ;  between  Chapman  and  Homer 
there  is  interposed  the  mist  of  the  fandfulness  of  the 
Elizabeth&n  age,  entirely  alien  to  the  plain  directness  of 
Homer's  thought  and  feelidg ;  while  between  Mr,  New- 
man and  Homer  is  interposed  a  cloud  of  more  than 
Egyptian  thickness,  —  namely,  a  manner,  in  Mr.  New- 
man's version,  eminently  ignoble,  while  Homer  s  manner 
is  eminently  noble. 

I  do  not  despair  of  making  all  these  propositions  dear 
to  a  student  who  ap{»*oaches  Homer  with  a  free  mind. 
Firsty  Homer  is  eminently  rapid,  and  to  this  rapidity  the 
elaborate  movement  of  Miltonic  blank  verse  is  alien. 
The  reputation  of  Cowper,  that  most  interesting  man 
and  excellent  poet,  does  not  depend  on  his  translation  of 
Homer ;  and  in  his  preface  to  the  second  edition,  he  him- 
self tells  us  that  he  felt,  —  he  had  too  much  poetical  taste 
not  to  feel, — on  returning  to  his  own  version  afler  six  or 
seven  years,  ^<  more  dissatis^d.  with  it  himself  than  the 
most  difficult  to  be  pleased  of  all  his  judges.''    And  he 
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was  dissatisfied  with  it  for  the  right  reason,  —  that  ^*  it 
seemed  to  him  deficient  in  the  grace  of  easeJ*  Yet  he 
seems  to  have  originallj  misconceived  the  manner  of 
Homer  so  much,  that  it  is  no  wonder  he  rendered  him 
amiss.  ^^  The  similitude  of  Milton's  manner  to  that  of 
Homer  is  such,"  he  says,  ^  that  no  person  familiar  with 
both  can  read  either  without  being  reminded  of  the 
other;  and  it  is  in  those  breaks  and  pauses  to  which 
the  numbers  of  the  English  poet  are  so  much  indebted, 
both  for  their  dignity  and  variety,  that  he  chiefly  copies 
the  Grecian."  It  would  be  more  true  to  say :  ^  The  un- 
likeness  of  Milton's  manner  to  that  of  Homer  is  such, 
that  no  person  familiar  with  both  can  read  either  without 
being  struck  with  his  difference  from  the  other ;  and  it  is 
in  his  breaks  and  pauses  that  the  English  poet  is  most 
unlike  the  Grecian." 

The  inversion  and  pregnant  conciseness  of,  Milton  or 
Dante  are,  doubtless,  most  impressive  qualities  of  style ; 
but  they  are  the  very  opposites  of  the  directness  and 
^owingness  of  Homer,  which  he  keeps  alike  in  passages 
of  the  simplest  narrative,  and  in  those  of  the  deepest 
emotion.  Not  only,  for  example,  are  these  lines  of  Cow* 
per  un-Homeric : — 

*^  So  numerous  seemed  those  fires  the  banks  between 
Of  Xanthus,  blazing,  and  the  fleet  of  Greece 
In  prospect  all  of  Troy  " ; 

where  the  position  of  the  word  "blazing"  gives  an  en- 
tirely un-Homeric  movement  to  this  simple  passage,  de- 
scribing the  fires  of  the  Trojan  camp  outside  of  Troy; 
but  the  following  lines,  in  that  very  highly-wrought  pas- 
sage where  the  horse  of  Achilles  answers  his  master's  re- 
proaches for  having  left  Fatrodus  on  the  field  of  battle, 
are  equally  un-Homeric :  — 
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*'  For  not  through  sloth  or  tardiness  on  tes 
Aught  chargeable,  have  Dinm^s  sons  thine  arms 
Stript  from  Patroclns*  shoulders;  but  a  God 
Matchless  in  battle,  offspring  of  bright-haired 
Latona,  him  contending  In  the  van 
Slew,  for  the  glory  of  the  chief  of  Troy.'* 

Here  even  the  first  inversion,  '<  have  Ilium's  sons  thine 
arms  Stript  from  Patroclus'  shoulders,''  gives  the  reader 
a  sense  of  a  movement  not  Homeric ;  and  the  second  in- 
version, '^  a  God  him  contending  in  the  van  Slew,"  gives 
this  sense  ten  times  stronger.  Instead  of  moving  on  with- 
out check,  as  in  reading  the  original,  the  reader  twice 
finds  himself,  in  reding  the  translation,  brought  up  and 
checked.  Homer  moves  with  the  same  simplicity  and 
rapidity  in  the  highly-wrought  as  in  the  simple  passage. 
It  is  in  vain  that  Cowper  insists  on  his  fidelity :  ^^  my 
chief  boast  is  that  I  have  adhered  closely  to  my  original": 
—  "  the  matter  found  in  me,  whether  the  reader  like  it  or 
not,  is  found  also  in  Homer ;  and  the  matter  not  found  in 
me,  how  much  soever  the  reader  may  admire  it,  is  found 
only  in  Mr.  Pope."  To  suppose  that  it  is  fidelity  to  an 
original  to  give  its  matter,  unless  you  at  the  same  time 
give  its  manner ;  or,  rather,  to  suppose  that  you  can  really 
give  its  matter  at  all,  unless  you  can  give  its  manner,  is 
just  the  mistake  of  our  pre-Raphaelite  school  of  painters, 
who  do  not  understand  that  the  peculiar  effect  of  nature 
resides  in  the  whole  and  not  in  the  parts.  So  the.  pecu- 
liar effect  of  a  poet  resides  in  his  manner  and  movement, 
not  in  his  words  taken  separately.  It  is  well  known  how 
conscientiously  literal  is  Cowper  in  his  translation  of  Ho- 
mer.    It  is  well  known  how  extravagantly  free  is  Pope : 

"So  let  it  be! 
Portents  and  prodigies  are  lost  on  me  " : 

that  is  Pope's  rendering  of  the  words. 
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SCdifBty  ri  §tM  Bavantnf  funrrevf at ;  ovd<  tI  cr€  'Xfni  •  * 

**  XanthaSf  why  prophesiest  thoa  my  death  to  me?  thoa  needest  not 
ataU":  — 

yet,  on  the  whole,  Pope's  translation  of  the  Iliad  is  more 
Homeric  than  Cowper's,  for  it  is  more  rapid. 

Pope's  movement)  however,,  though  rapid,  is  not  of  the 
same  kind  as  Homer's ;  and  here  I  come  to  the  real  ob- 
jection to  rhyme  in  a  translation  of  Homer.  It  is  com- 
monlj  said  that  rhyme  is  to  be  abandoned  in  a  translation 
of  Homer,  because  ^  the  exigences  of  rhyme,"  to  quote 
Mr.  Newman,  ^  positively  forbid  faithfulness  " ;  because 
^  a  just  translation  of  any  ancient  poet* in  rhyme,"  to  quote 
Cowper,  "is  impossible."  This,  however,  is  merely  an 
accidental  objection  to  rhyme.  If  this  were  all,  it  might 
be  supposed,  that  if  rhymes  were  more  abundant.  Homer 
could  be  adequately  translated  in  rhyme.  But  this  is  not 
so;  there  is  a  deeper,  a  substantial  objection  to  rhyme 
in  a  translation  of  Homer.  It  is,  that  rhyme  inevitably 
tends  to  pair  lines  which  in  the  original  are  independent, 
and  thus  the  movement  of  the  poem  is  changed.  In  these 
lines  of  Chapman,  for  instance,  from  Sarpedon's  speech  to 
Glaucus,  in  the  twelfth  book  of  the  Iliad :  — 

*'  0  fnend,  if  keeping  back 
Would  keep  back  age  from  us,  and  death,  and  that  we  might  not  wrack 
In  this  life*8  haman  sea  at  all,  but  that  deferring  now 
We  shauned  death  eiyer,  —  nor  would  I  half  this  vain  valor  show, 
Nor  glorify  It  folly  ro,  to  wish  thee  to  advance; 
Bnt  since  we  mutt  go,  though  not  here,  and  that  besides  the  chance 
Proposed  now,  Ihere  are  infinite  fates,"  &c 

Here  the  necessity  of  making  the  line, 

**Nor  glorify  a  folly  so,  to  wish  thee  to  advance,*' 

•  Iliad,  xix.  420. 
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rhyme  with  the  line  which  follows  it,  entirely  dianges 
and  spoils  the  movement  of  the  passage. 

oSht  K€P  avrbs  ip\  vpcaroia-i  fiaxolfirjv 

'*  Neither  woold  I  myself  go  forth  to  fight  with  the  foremost, 
Nor  would  I  urge  ^ee  on  to  outer  the  glorious  battle," 

s^js  Homer;  there  he  stops,  and  begins  an  opposed 
movement : 

pw  d  —  ffimis  yhp  K.rjp€g  if^trraaiv  Bavaroio  — 
*^  But — for  a  thousand  fates  of  death  stand  close  to  us  always — *' 

This  line,  in  which  Homer  wishes  to  go  away  with  the 
most  marked  rapidity  from  the  line  before.  Chapman  is 
forced,  by  the  necessity  of  rhyming,  intimately  to  connect 
with  the  line  before. 

^  But  since  we  must  go,  though  not  here,  and  that  besides  the 
chance  "  — 

The  moment  the  word  chance  strikes  our  ear,  we  are  irre- 
sistibly carried  back  to  c^vance  and  to  the  whole  previous 
line,  which,  according  to  Homer's  own  feeling,  we  ought 
to  have  left  behind  us  entirely,  and  to  be  moving  farther 
and  farther  away  from. 

Rhyme  certainly,  by  intensifying  antithesis,  can  inten- 
sify separation,  and  this  is  precisely  what  Pope  does ;  but 
this  balanced  rhetorical  antithesis,  though  very  effective, 
is  entirely  un-Homeric.  And  this  is  what  I  mean  by 
saying  that  Pope  fails  to  render  Homer,  because  he  does 
not  render  his  plainness  and  directness  of  style  and  dic- 
tion. Where  Homer  marks  separation  by  moving  away. 
Pope  marks  it  by  antithesis.     No  passage  could  show 

*  I&ad,  xii.  824. 
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tliis  better  than  tibe  pMsagie  I  bave  jost  quoted,  on  whidi 
T.  'will  pause  for  a  moment. 

Sober!  Wood,  whose  ^Essajoo  the  Genios  of  Homer* 
is   mentioned  bj  Goethe  as  one  of  the  books  which  fell 
into  his  hands  when  his  powers  were  first  deyeloping 
tliemselves,  and  strong/  interested  him,  relates  of  this 
passage  a  striking  story.     He  says  that  in  1762,  at  the 
end  of  the  Seven  Years'  War,  being  then  Under-Secre* 
tsuy  of  State,  he  was  directed  to  wait  upon  the  President 
oT  the  Coandl,  Lord  Granville,  a  few  days  before  he  died, 
'w^ith  the  preliniinary  articles  <^  the  Treaty  of  Paris.     "  I 
fbond  him,"  he  continues,  ^so  languid,  that  I  proposed 
postponing  my  business  for  another  time ;  but  he  insisted 
that  I  should  stay,  saying,  it  could  not  prolong  his  life  to 
neglect  his  duty ;  and  repeating  the  following  passage  out 
of  Sarpedon's  speech,  he  dwelled  with  particular  empha- 
sis on  the  third  line,  which  recaUed  to  his  mind  the  distin- 
guishing part  he  had  taken  in  public  affairs :  — 

i  vcmxr,  €1  iM€v  yap  vdkefAOw  mpl  T6pd€  <fivy6vT€ 

aUk  di)  fuXkoifjxw  ayipa  r  oBtatart*  re 

€0-€r€affj  oifrt  mtw  avrit  iul  vp^roiai  fiaxoififfPy* 

oifrM  M  at  irrtXXoifu  pa^v  cr  jrvdtoivipav  * 

vvr  d*  —  €fanf9  yap  Krjp€s  i^ftturaaw  Bawaroto 

fWpiaif  Aq  ovk  tan  f^vytiw  fiporow  ovd*  vmoXv^ai  — 

His  Lordship  repeated  the  last  word  several  times  with  a 
calm  and  determinate  resignation;  and  after  a  serious 
pause  of  some  minutes,  he  desired  to  hear  the  Treaty 
read,  to  which  he  listened  with  great  attention,  and  recov- 
eried  spirits  enough  to  declare  the  approbation  of  a  dying 
statesman  (I  use  his' own  words)  *on  the  most  glorious 

•  These  ara  the  words  on  which  Lord  GranviUe  "  dwelled  with  par- 

ticnlar  emphasiB.** 

13* 
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OI18  war,  and  most  honorable  peace,  this  nation  ever 
Baw/"* 

I  quote  this  story,  first,  because  it  is  interesting  as  ex- 
hibiting the  English  aristocracy  at  its  very  height  of  cal« 
tare,  lofty  spirit,  and  greatness,  towards  the  middle  of  the 
last  centary.  I  quote  it,  secondly,  because  it  seems  to  me 
to  illustrate  Goethe's  saying  which  I  mentioned,  that  our 
Kfe,  in  Homer's  view  of  it,  represents  a  conflict  and  a 
hell ;  and  it  brings  out,  too,  what  there  is  tonic  and  for- 
tifying in  this  doctrine.  I  quote  it,  lastly,  because  it 
shows  that  the  passage  is  just  one  of  those*  in  translating 
which  Pope  will  be  at  his  best,  a  passage  of  strong  emo- 
tion and  oratorical  movement,  not  of  simple  narrative  or 
description. 

Pope  translates  the  passage  thus :  — ' 

"  Conld  all  oar  care  elade  the  gloomy  grave 
Which  claims  no  less  the  fearful  than  the  brave, 
For  last  of  fame  I  shoald  not  vainly-  dare 
In  fighting  fields,  nor  urge  thj  soal  to  war: 
Bat  since,  alas !  ignoble  age  must  come, 
Disease,  and  death^s  inexorable  doom; 
The  life  which  others  pay,  let  as  bestow. 
And  give  to  fame  what  we  to  natare  owe.'* 

Nothing  could  better  exhibit  Pope's  prodigious  talent; 
and  nothing,  too,  could  be  better  in  its  own  way.  But, 
as  Bentley  said,  ^'You  must  not  call  it  Homer."  One 
feels  that  Homer's  thought  has  passed  through  a  literary 
and  rhetorical  crucible,  and  come  out  highly  intellectual- 
ized ;  come  out  in  a  form  which  strongly  impresses  us,  in- 
deed, but  which  no  longer  impresses  us  in  the  same  way 
as  when  it  was  uttered  by  Homer.  The  antithesis  of  the 
last  two  Hnes  — 

*  Robert  Wood,  Essay  on  the  Original  Genius  and  WrOings  ofBomer, 
London,  1776,  p.  vii. 
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<«T1m  life  whiehollieniMj,  let  as  bestow. 

And  give  to  £une,  what  we  to  luttnre  owe  "  — 

is  exoellent^  and  is  just  soked  to  Pope's  heme  ooaplet; 
but  neither  the  antithesis  itself,  nor  the  oooplet  whidi  con- 
veys it,  is  suited  to  the  feefing  or  to  the  movement  of  the 
Homeric  tofuw* 

A  literary  and  intellectoalized  language  is,  however,  in 
its  own  way  well  suited  to  grand  matters ;  and  Pc^pe,  with 
a.  language  of  this  kind. and  his  own  admirable  talent, 
oomes  off  well  enough  as  long  as  he  has  passion,  or  ora- 
tcMry,  or  a  great  crisis,  to  deal  with.  Even  here,  as  I  have 
been  pointing  out,  he  does  not  render  Homer ;  but  he  and 
his  style  are  in  themselves  strong.  It  is  when  he  oomes 
to  level  passages,  passages  of  narrative  or  description, 
that  he  and  his  style  are  sorely  tried,  and  prove  them- 
selves weak.  A  perfectly  plain  direct  style  can  of  course 
convey  the  simplest  matter  as  naturally  as  the  grandest; 
indeed,  it  must  be  harder  for  it,  one  would  say,  to  convey 
a  grand  matter  worthily  and  nobly,  than  to  convey  a  com- 
mon matter,  as  alone  such  a  matter  should  be  conveyed, 
plainly  and  simply.  But  the  style  of  Basselas  is  incom- 
parably better  fitted  to  describe  a  sage  philosophizing  than 
a  soldier  lighting  his  camp-fire.  The  style  of  Pope  is  not 
the  style  of  Rasselas ;  but  it  is  equally  a  literary  style, 
equally  unfitted  to  describe  a  simple  matter  with  the  plain 
naturalness  of  Homer. 

Every  one  knows  the  passage  at  the  end  of  the  eighth 
book  of  the  Biad,  where  the  fires  of  the  Trojan  encamp- 
ment are  likened  to  the  stars.  It  is  very  far  from  my 
wish  to  hold  Pope  up  to  ridicule,  so  I  shall  hot  quote  the 
commencement  of  the  passage,  which  in  the  original  is 
of  great  and  celebrated  beauty,  and  in  translating  which 
Pope  has  been  singularly  and  notoriously  unfortunate. 
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But  tli6*1atter  part  of  the  passage,  where  Homer  leaves 
the  stars,  and  oomes  to  the  Trojan  fires,  treats  of  the 
phdnesty  most  matter-of<»&ct  subject  possible,  and  deals 
with  this,  as  Homer  always  deab  with  every  subject,  in 
the  plainest  and  most  straightforward  style.  ^  So  many 
in  nomber,  between  the  ships  and  the  streams  of  Xan- 
thosy  shone  forth  in  front  of  Troy  the  fires  kindled  by  the 
Trojans.  There  were  kindled  a  thousand  fires  in  the 
phun ;  and  by  each  one  there  sat  fifty  men  in  the  light 
of  the  blazing  fire.  And  the  horses,  munching  white  bar- 
ley and  rye,  and  standing  by  the  chariots,  waited  for  ^e 
bright-throned  Morning.* 

In  Pope's  translation,  this  plain  story  becomes  the  fol- 
lowing :  —> 

**  So  many  flames  before  prood  Ilion  blaze, 
And  brighten  glimmering  Xanthns  with  their  rays: 
The  long  reflections  of  the  distant  fires 
Gleam  on  the  walls,  and  tremble  on  the  spires. 
A  thousand  piles  the  dasky  horrors  gild, 
And  shoot  a  shady  Instre  o'er  the  field. 
Foil  fifty  gaards  each  flaming  pile  attend. 
Whose  umbered  arms,  by  fits,  thick  flashes  send; 
Loud  neigh  the  coursers  o*er  their  heaps  of  com, 
And  ardent  warriors  wait  the  rising  mom.^* 

It  is  for  passages  of  this  sort,  which,  after  all,  form  the 
bulk  of  a  narrative  poem,  that  Pope's  style  is  so  bad.  In 
elevated  passages  he  is  powerful,  as  Homer  is  powerful, 
though  not  in  the  same  way ;  but  in  plain  narrative, 
where  Homer  is  still  powerful  and  delightful,  Pope,  by 
the  inherent  fault  of  his  style,  is  ineffective  and  out  of 
taste.  Wordsworth  says  somewhere,  that  wherever  Vir- 
gil seems  to  have  composed  "  with  his  eye  on  the  object," 
Drydeh  fails  to  render  him.     Homer  invariably  composes 

*  IHad,  Yiii.  660. 
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^  with  his  eye  on  the  object,"  whether  the  object  be  a 
moral  or  a  material  one:  Pope  composes  with  his  eye 
on  his  style,  into  which  he  translates  his  object,  what- 
ever it  is.  That,  therefore,  which  Homer  conveys  to  ns 
immediately.  Pope  conveys  to  us  through  a  medium.  He 
aims  at  turning  Homer's  sentiments  pointedly  and  rhetor- 
ically; at  investing  Homer's  description  with  ornament 
and  dignity.  A  Bentiment  may  be  changed  by  being  put 
into  a  pointed  and  oratorical  form,  yet  may  still  be  very 
effective  in  that  form ;  but  a  description,  the  moment  it 
takes  its  eyes  off  that  which  it  is  to  describe,  and  begins 
to  think  of  ornamenting  itself,  is  worthless. 

Therefore,  I  say,  the  translator  of  Homer  should  pene- 
trate himself  with  a  sense  of  the  plainness  and  directness 
of  Homer's  style ;  of  the  simplicity  with  which  Homer's 
thought  is  evolved  and-  expressed.  He  has  Pope's  £&te 
before  his  eyes,  to  show  him  what  a  divorce  may  be 
created  even  between  the  most  gifted  translator  and 
Homer  by  an  artificial  evolution  of  thought  and  a  lite-  . 
rary  cast  of  style. 

Chapman's  style  is  not  artificial  and  literary  like 
Pope's,  nor  his  movement  elaborate  and  self-retarding 
like  the  Miltonic  movement  of  Cowper.  He  is  plain- 
spoken,  fresh,  vigorous,  and  to  a  certain  degree,  rapid; 
and  all  these  are  Homeric  qualities.  I  cannot  say  that 
I  think  the  movement  of  his  fourteen-syllable  line,  which 
has  been  so  much  commended,  Homeric;  but  on  this 
point  I  shall  have  more  to  say  by  and  by,  when  I  come 
to  speak  of  Mr.  Newman's  metrical  exploits.  But  it  is 
not  distinctly  anti-Homeric,  like  the  movement  of  Mil- 
ton's blank  verse;  and  it  has  a  rapidity  of  its  own. 
Chapman's  diction,  too,  is  generally  good,  that  is,  appro- 
priate to  Homer;  above  all,  the  syntactical  character  of 


302  ON  TRANSLATING  HOMER. 

his  style  is  appropriate.  TVith  these  merits,  what  pre- 
vents hia  translation  from  being  a  satisfactory  ver8i<m  of 
Homer  ?  Is  it  merely  the  want  of  literal  iaithfblness  to 
his  original,  imposed  upon  him,  it  is  said,  by  the  exi- 
gences of  rhyme?  Has  this  celebrated  version,  which 
has  so  many  advantages,  no  other  and  deeper  defect  than 
that?  Its  author  is  a  poet,  and  a  poet,  too,  of  the  Eliza- 
bethan age ;  the  golden  age  of  English  literature  as  it  is 
called,  and  on  the  whole  truly  called ;  for,  whatever  be 
the  defects  of  Elizabethan  literature,  (and  they  are  great,) 
we  have  no  development  of  our  literature  to  compare  with 
it  for  vigor  and  richness.  This  age,  too,  showed  what  it 
could  do  in  translating,  by  producing  a  master-piece,  its 
version  of  the  Bible. 

Chapman's  translation  has  often  been  praised  as  emi- 
nently Homeric  Keats's  fine  sonnet  in  its  honor  every 
one  knows ;  but  Keats  could  not  read  the  original,  and 
therefore  could  not  really  judge  the  translation.  Cole- 
ridge, in  praising  Chapman's  version,  says  kt  the  same 
time,  ^  it  will  give  you  small  idea  of  Homer."  But  the 
grave  authority  of  Mrr  Hallam  pronounces  this  transla- 
tion to  be  '^  often  exceedingly  Homeric " ;  and  its  latest 
editor  boldly  declares,  that  by  what,  with  a  deplorable 
style,  he  calls  "  his  own  innative  Homeric  genius,"  Chap- 
man "has  thoroughly  identified  himself  with  Homer"; 
and  that  "we  pardon  him  even  for  his  digressions,  for 
they  are  such  as  we  feel  Homer  himself  would  have 
written." 

I  confess  that  I  can  never  read  twenty  lines  of  Chap- 
man's version  without  recurring  to  Bentley's  cry,  "  This 
is  not  Homer  I "  and  that  from  a  deeper  cause  than  any 
unfaithfulness  occasioned  by  the  fetters  of  rhyme. 

I  said  that  there  were  four  things  which  eminently  dia-. 
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tinguished  Homer,  and  with  a  sense  of  which  Homer's 
translator  should  penetrate  himself  as  fnllj  as  possible. 
One  of  these  four  things  was,  the  plainness  and  direct- 
ness of  Homer's  ideas.  I  have  just  been  speaking  of  the 
plainness  and  directness  of  his  style ;  bnt  the  plainness 
and  directness  of  the  contents  of  his  style,  of  his  id^as 
themselves,  is  not  less  remarkable.  Bnt  as  eminently  as 
Homer  is  plain,  so  eminently  is  the  Elizabethan  litera- 
ture in  general,  and  Chapman  in  particular,  fandfal. 
Steeped  in  humors  and  fantasticality  up  to  its  very  lips, 
the  Elizabethan  age,  newly  arrived  at  the  free  use  of  the 
human  faculties  after  their  long  term  of  bondage,  and  de- 
lighting to  exercise  them  freely,  suffers  from  its  own  ex- 
travagance in  this  first  exercise  of  them,  can  hardly  bring 
itself  to  see  an  object  quietly  or  to  describe  it  temper- 
ately. Happily,  in  the  translation  of  the  Bible,  the 
sacred  character  of  their  original  inspired  the. translators 
with  such  respect,  that  they  did  not  dare  to  give  the  rein 
to  their  own  fancies  in  dealing  with  it.  But,  in  dealing 
with  works  of  profane  literature,  in  dealing  with  poetical 
works  above  all,  which  highly  stimulated  them,  one  may 
say  that  the  minds  of  the  Elizabethan  translators  were 
too  active ;  that  they  could  not  forbear  importing  so 
much  of  their  own,  and  this  of  a  most  peculiar  and 
£liz|ibethan  character,  into  their  original,  that  they  ef- 
faced the  character  of  the  original  itself. 

Take  merely  the  opening  pages  to  Chapman's  transla- 
tion, the  introductory  verses,  and  the  dedications.  You 
will  find :  — 

**  An  Anagram  of  the  name  of  onr  Dread  Prince, 
Mj  mo6t  gracioas  and  sacred  Maecenas, 
Henry,  Prince  of  Wales, 
Our  Sunn,  Heyr,  Peace,  Life,"  — 
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Henry,  son  of  James  the  First,  to  wh<»ii  the  work  is  dedi- 
cated.   Then  comes  an  address, 

^'To  the  saerad  Fountain  of  Princes, 
Sole  Empress  of  Beauty  and  Virtae,  Anne,  Qneen 

Of  England,"  &c. 

All  the  Middle  Age,  with  its  grotesqueness,  its  conceits, 
its  irrationality,  is  still  in  these  opening  pages ;  they  by 
themselTes  are  sufficient  to  indicate  to  us  what  a  gulf  di* 
▼ides  Chapman  fix)m  the  ^  dearestrsouled  "  of  poets,  from 
Homer ;  almost  as  great  a  gulf  as  that  which  divides  him 
from  Voltaire.  Pope  has  been  sneered  at  for  saying  that 
Chapman  writes  ^  somewhat  as  one  might  imagine  Homer 
himself  to  have  written  before  he  arrived  at  years  of  dis- 
cretion." But  the  remark  is  excellent :  Homer  expresses 
himself  like  a  man  of  adult  reason,  Chapman  like  a  man 
whose  reason  has  not  yet  cleared  itself.  For  instance,  if 
Homer  had  had  to  say  of  a  poet,  that  he  hoped  his  merit 
was  now  about  to  be  fully  established  in  the  opinion  of 
good  judges,  he  was  as  incapable  of  saying  this  as  Chap- 
man  says  it,  —  '^Though  truth  in  her  very  nakedness  sits 
in  so  deep  a  pit,  that  from  Gades  to  Aurora,  and  Ganges, 
few  eyes  can  sound  her,  I  hope  yet  those  few  here  will  so 
discover  and  confirm  that  the  date  being  out  of  her  dark- 
ness in  this  morning  of  our  poet,  he  shall  now  gird  his 
temples  with  the  sun,"  —  I  say,  Homer  was  as  incapable 
of  sajdng  this  in  that  manner,  as  Voltaire  himself  would 
have  been.  Homer,  indeed,  has  actually  an  affinity  with 
Voltaire  in  the  unrivalled  clearness  and  straightforward- 
ness of  his  thinking ;  in  the  way  in  which  he  keeps  to  one 
thought  at  a  time,  and  puts  that  thought  forth  in  its  com- 
plete natural  plainness,  instead  of  being  led  away  from  it 
by  some  fancy  striking  him  in  connection  with  it,  and  be- 
ing beguiled  to  wander  off  with  this  fancy  till  his  original 
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thought,  in  its  natural  reaHty,  knows  him  no  more.  What 
could  better  show  us  how  gifted  a  race  was  this  Greek 
race  ?  The  same  member  of  it  has  not  only  the  power 
of  profoundly  touching  that  natural  heart  of  humanity 
which  it  is  Voltaire's  weakness  that  he  cannot  reach,  but 
can  also  address  the  understanding  with  all  Voltaire's  ad- 
mirable simplicity  and  rationality. 

My  limits  will  not  allow  me  to  do  more  than  shortly 
illustrate,  from  Chapman's  version  of  the  Iliad,  what  I 
mean  when  I  speak  of  this  vital  difference  between  Ho- 
mer and  an  Elizabethan  poet  in  the  quality  of  their 
thought ;  between  the  plain  simplicity  of  the  thought  of 
the  one,  and  the  curious  complexity  of  the  thought  of  the 
other.  As  in  Pope's  case,  I  carefiilly  abstain  from  choos- 
ing passages  for  the  express  purpose  of  making  Chapman 
appear  ridiculous ;  Chapmen,  like  Pope,  merits  in  him- 
self all  respect,  though  he  too,  like  Pope,  fails  to  render 
Homer. 

In  that  tonic  speech  of  Sarpedon,  of  which  I  have  said 
so  much,  Homer,  you  may  remember,  has : 

altl  b^  fjJWoifitv  dyi^p»  r  dBaparta  t€ 
t<rcr€a'B*y — 

"  if,  indeed,  bat  once  this  battle  avoided, 
We  were  forever  to  live  without  growing  old  and  immortal/* 

Chapman  cannot  be  satisfied  with  this,  but  must  add  a 

fancy  to  it : 

^  if  keeping  back 
Woald  keep  back  age  from  ns,  and  death,  and  that  we  might  not  torack 
In  this  Ufe^s  human  tea  at  all  ^^f  — 

and  so  on.  Again ;  in  another  passage  which  I  have  be- 
fore quoted,  where  Ze'us  says  to  the  horses  of  Peleus, 
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Ti  cr^JM  ft^^Mv  n^X^  jpum 
Anfrf  ;  (ffuis  y  itrrw  ay^p»  r  dBamw  rr '  * 

"  Why  gave  we  yoa  to  royal  Peleiu,  to  a  mortal?  bnt  ye  are  with- 
oat  old  age,  and  immortaL*' 

Chapman  sophisticates  this  into : 

*'  Why  gave  we  yon  t'  a  mortal  king,  when  immortality 
And  mcapacity  of  age  to  digvifie*  your  gtates  t  '* 

Again;  in  the  speech  of  Achilles  to  his  horses,  where 
Achilles,  according  to  Homer,  says  simply,  ^  Take  heed 
that  ye  bring  your  master  safe  back  to  the  host  of  the 
Danaans,  in  some  other  sort  than  the  last  time,  when  the 
battle  is  ended,"  Chapman  sophisticates  this  into : 

*"  When,  with  Nood,  for  Udt  day's  fast  observed,  revenge  shaU  ykU 
Our  heart  satiety,  bring  us  off." 

In  Hector's  famous  speech,  agun,  at  his  parting  from 
Andromache,  Homer  makes  him  say:  '^Nor  does  my 
own  heart  so  bid  me  "  (to  keep  safe  behind  the  walb), 
^  since  I  have  learned  to  be  stanch  sdways,  and  to  fight 
among  the  foremost  of  the  Trojans,  busy  on  behalf  of 
my  father's  great  glory,  and  my  own."  t  In  Chapman's 
hands  this  becomes : 

<*  The  spirit  I  first  did  breathe 
Did  never  teach  me  that;  much  less,  since  the  contempt  of  death 
Was  settled  in  me,  and  my  mind  knew  what  a  worthy  was, 
Whote  office  is  to  lead  in  Jight^  and  give  no  danger  pass 
Without  improvement.    In  this  fire  mutt  Hector's  trial  shine: 
Here  must  his  country^  father,  friends,  be  in  him  made  divine,** 

You  see  how  ingeniously  Homer's  plain  thought  is  tor- 
mentedy  as  the  French  would  say,  here.  Homer  goes  on : 
*^  For  well  I  know  this  in  my  mind  and  in  my  hearty  the 
day  will  be,  when  sacred  Troy  shall  perish  " :  — 

•  Iliad,  zvii.  448.  t  lUad,  vi.  444. 
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taa^rai  ^ftap,  Sr  &»  wot  oK^Xff  ^tkios  Ipfj. 

Chapman  makes  this : 

And  sach  a  $tormy  day  shall  come,  in  mind  and  sonl  I  know, 
When  sacred  Troy  akaU  thed  her  towers^  for  tears  of  overthrow.** 

I  might  go  on  forever,  but  I  could  not  give  you  a  better 
illustration  than  this  last,  of  what  I  mean  by  saying  that 
the  Elizabethan  poet  fails  to  render  Homer  because  he 
cannot  forbear  to  interpose  a  play  of  thought  between  his 
object  and  its  expression.  Chapman  translates  his  object 
into  Elizabethan,  as  Pope  translates  it  into  the  Augustan 
of  Queen  Anne ;  both  convey  it  to  us  throdgh  a  medium. 
Homer,  on  the  other  hand,  sees  his  object  and  conveys  it 
to  us  immediately. 

And  yet,  in  spite  of  this  perfect  plainness  and  direct- 
ness of  Homer's  style,  in  spite  of  this  perfect  plainness 
and  directness  of  his  ideas,  he  is  eminently  rwhle ;  he 
works  as  entirely  in  the  grand  style,  he  is  as  grandiose,  as 
Phidias,  or  Dante,  or  Michael  Angelo.  This  is  what 
makes  his  translators  despair.  ^To  give  relief,"  says 
Cowper,  ^,  to  prosaic  subjects,"  (such  as  dressing,  eating, 
drinking)  harnessing,  travelling,  going  to  bed,)  that  is  to 
treat  such  subjects  nobly,  in  the  grand  style,  ^without 
seeming  unreasonably  tumid,  is  extremely  difficult"  It  i$ 
difficult,  but  Homer  has  done  it.  Homer  is  precisely  the 
incomparable  poet  he  is,  because  he  has  done  it.  His  trans- 
lator must  not  be  tumid,  must  not  be  artificial,  must  not  be 
literary ;  true :  but  then  also  he  must  not  be  common* 
place,  must  not  be  ignoble.  I  have  shown  you  how  trans- 
lators of  Homer  fail  by  wanting  rapidly,  by  wanting  sim- 
plicity of  style,  by  wanting  plainness  of  thought:  in  a 
second  lecture  I  will  show  you  how  a  translator  fails  by 
wanting  nobility. 
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I  MUST  repeat  what  I  said  in  beginning,  that  the 
translator  of  Homer  ought  steadily  to  keep  in  mind 
where  lies  the  real  test  of  the  success  of  his  translation, 
what  judges  he  is  to  try  to  satisfy.  He  is  to  try  to  sat- 
isfy 9ekolars,  because  scholars  alone  haye  the  means  of 
really  judging  him.  A  scholar  may  be  a  pedant,  it  is 
true,  and  then  his  judgment  will  be  worthless ;  but  a 
scholar  may  also  have  poetical  feeling,  and  then  he  can 
judge  him  truly ;  whereas  all  the  poetical  feeling  in  the 
world  will  not  enable  a  man  who  is  not  a  scholar  to  judge 
him  truly.  For  the  translator  is  to  reproduce  Homer,  and 
the  scholar  alone  has  the  means  of  knowing  that  Homer 
who  is  to  be  reproduced.  He  knows  him  but  imperfectly, 
for  he  is  separated  from  him  by  time,  race,  and  language ; 
but  he  alone  knows  him  at  alL  Yet  people  speak  as  if 
there  were  two  real  tribunals  in  this  matter,  —  the  schol- 
ar's tribunal,  and  that  of  the  general  public*  They  speak 
as  if  the  scholar's  judgment  was  one  thing,  and  the  gen- 
eral public's  judgment  another;  both  with  their  short- 
comings, both  with  their  liability  to  error;  but  both  to  be 
regarded  by  the  translator.  The  translator  who  makes 
verbal  literalness  his  chief  care  **  will,"  says  a  writer  in 
the  National  Review  whom  I  have  already  quoted,  ^  be 
appreciated  by  the  scholar  accustomed  to  test  a  translation 
rigidly  by  comparison  with  the  original,  to  look  perhaps 
with  excessive  care  to  finish  in  detail  rather  than  boldness 
and  general  effect,  and  find  pardon  even  for  a  version  that 
seems  bare  and  bold,  so  it  be  scholastic  and  faithful." 
But,  if  the  scholar  in  judging  a  translation  looks  to  de- 
tail rather  than  to  general  effect,  he  judges  it  pedantically 
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and  ilL  The  appeal,  however,  lies  not  from  the  pedan- 
tic scholar  to  the  general  public,  which  can  onlj  like  or 
dislike  Chapman's  version,  or  Pope's,  or  Mr.  Newman's, 
but  caxmot  judge  them ;  it  lies  from  the  pedantic  scholar 
to  the  scholar  who  is  not  pedantic,  who  knows  that  Ho- 
mer is  Homer  bj  his  general  effect,  and  not  bj  his  single 
words,  and  who  demands  but  one  thing  in  a  translation,  — 
that  it  shall,  as  nearly  as  possible,  reprodnce  for  him  the 
general  effect  of  Homer.  This,  then,  remains  the  one 
proper  aim  of  the  translator:  to  reproduce  on  the  intelli- 
gent sdiolar,  as  nearly  as  possible,  the  general  effect  of 
Homer.  £xoept  so  far  as  he  reproduces  this,  he  loses  his 
labor,  even  though  he  may  make  a  spirited  Iliad  of  his 
own,  like  Pope,  or  translate  Homer's  Iliad  word  for  word, 
like  Mr.  Newman.  K  his  proper  aim  were  to  stimulate 
In  any  manner  possible  the  general  public,  he  might  be 
right  in  following  Pope's  example ;  if  his  proper  aim  were 
to  help  sdioolboys  to  construe  Homer,  he  might  be  right 
in  following  Mr.  Newman's.  But  it  is  not :  his  proper 
aim  is,  I  repeat  it  yet  once  more,  to  reproduce  on  the  in- 
telligent scholar,  as.  nearly  as  he  can,  the  general  effect 
of  Homer. 

When,  therefore,  Cowper  says,  "  My  chief  boast  is  that 
I  have  adhered  closely  to  my  original " ;  when  Mr.  New- 
man says,  ^  My  aim  is  to  retain  every  peculiarity  of  the 
original,  to  be  faithful^  exactly  as  is  the  case  with  the 
draughtsman  of  the  Elgin  marbles  ";  their  real  judge  only 
replies :  ^  It  may  be  so :  reproduce  then  upon  us,  repro- 
duce the  effisct  of  Homer,  as  a  good  copy  reproduces  the 
effect  of  the  Elgin  marbles."     ^ 

When,  again,  Mr.  Newman  tells  us  that  ^  by  an  exhaust- 
ive process  of  argument  and  experiment "  he  has  found  a 
metre  which  is  at  once  the  metre  of  ^^  the  modem  Greek 
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epiCy"  and  a  metre  ^  like  in  moral  genins "  to  Homer^s 
metre,  his  judge  has  still  but  the  same  answer  for  him : 
^  It  may  be  so ;  reproduce  then  on  our  ear  something  of 
the  effect  produced  by  the  movement  of  Homer." 

But  what  is  the  general  effect  which  Homer  produces 
on  Mr.  Newman  himself?  because,  when  we  know  this, 
we  shall  know  whether  he  and  his  judges  are  agreed  at 
the  outset,  whether  we  may  expect  him,  if  he  can  repro- 
duce the  effect  he  feels,  if  his  hand  does  not  betray  him 
in  the  execution,  to  satisfy  his  judges  and  to  succeed.  If, 
however,  Mr.  Newman's  impression  from  Homer  is  some- 
thing quite  different  from  that  of  his  judges,  then  it  can 
hardly  be  expected  that  any  amount  of  labor  or  talent 
will  enable  him  to  reproduce  for  them  their  Homer. 

Mr.*Newman  does  not  leave  us  in  doubt  as  to  the  gen- 
eral effect  which  Homer  makes  upon  him.  As  I  have 
told  you  what  is  the  general  effect  which  Homer  makes 
upon  me,  - —  that  of  a  most  rapidly  moving  poet,  that  of  a 
poet  most  plain  and  direct  in  his  style,  that  of  a  poet 
most  plain  and  direct  in  his  ideas,  that  of  a  poet  emi- 
nently noble,  —  so  Mr.  Newman  tells  us  his  general  im- 
pression of  Homer.  "Homer's  style,*'  he  says,  "is  direct, 
popular,  forcible,  quaint,  flowing,  garrulous."  Again: 
"  Homer  rise^  and  sinks  with  his  subject,  is  prosaic  when 
it  is  tame,  is  low  when  it  is  mean." 

I  lay  my  finger  on  four  words  in  these  two  sentences 
of  Mr.  Newman,  and  I  say  that  the  man  who  could  ap- 
ply those  words  to  Homer  can  never  render  Homer 
truly.  The  four  words  are  these:  quaint^  gdrrulousj 
prosaic  J  low.  Search  the  English  language  for  a  word 
which  does  not  apply  to  Homer,  and  you  could  not  fix  on 
a  better  than  quaint,  unless  perhaps  you  fixed  on  one  of 
the  other  three. 
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Again ;  ^  to  translate  Homer  snitablj,"  sajs  Mr.  New- 
man, ^  we  need  a  diction  suffidentl j  antiquated  to  obtain 
pardon  of  the  reader  for  its  frequent  homeliness."  ^<  I  am 
ooncttrned,"  he  says  again,  ^  with  the  artistic  problem  gf 
attaining  a  plausible  aspect  of  moderate  antiquity,  while  re- 
maining easily  intelligible."  And  again,  he  speaks  of  ''the 
more  antiquated  style  suited  to  this  subject"  Quaint  I  an- 
tiquated 1  —  but  to  whom  ?  Sir  Thomas  Browne  is  quaint, 
and  the  diction  of  Chaucer  is  antiquated :  does  Mr.  New- 
man suppose  that  Homer  seemed  quaint  to  Sophocles, 
when  he  read  him,  as  Sir  Thomas  Browne  seems  quaint 
to  us,  when  we  read  him  ?  or  that  Homer's  diction  seemed 
antiquated  to  Sophocles,  as  Chaucer's  diction  seems  an- 
tiquated to  us  ?  But  we  cannot  really  know,  I  confess, 
how  Homer  seemed  to  Sophocles:  well  then,  t6  those 
who  can  tell  us  how  he  seems  to  them,  to  the  living 
scholar,  to  our  only  present  witness  on  this  matter, — 
does  Homer  make  on  the  Provost  of  Eton,  when  he 
reads  him,  the  impression  of  a  poet  quaint  and  antiquat- 
ed ?  does  he  make  this  impression  on  Professor  Thomp- 
son, or  Professor  Jowett?  When  Shakespeare  says, 
^The  princes  orguUms^  meaning  ''the  proud  princes," 
we  say,  "This  is  antiquated";  when  he  says  of  the 
Trojan  gates,  that  they 

"  With  massy  staples 
And  corresponsive  and  fulfilling  bolta 
Bperr  up  the  sons  of  f  roy," 

we  say,  "This  is  bo^  quaint  and  antiquated."  But 
.  does  Homer  ever  compose  in  a  language  which  pro- 
duces on  the  scholar  at  all  the  same  impression  as  this 
language  which  I  have  quoted  from  Shakespeare? 
Never  once.  Shakespeare  is  quaint  and  antiquated  in 
the  lines  which  I  have  just  quoted;  but  Shakespeare, 
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need  I  say  it  ?  can  compose,  when  he  likes,  when  he  is 
at  his  hest,  in  a  language  perfectly  simple,  perfectly  in- 
telligible ;  in  a  language  which,  in  spite  of  the  two  cen- 
turies and  a  half  which  part  its  author  from  us,  stops  us 
or  surprises  us  as  little  as  the  language  of  a  contempo- 
rary. And  Homer  has  not  Shakespeare's  variations: 
Homer  always  composes  as  Shakespeare  composes  at 
his  best;  Homer  is  always  simple  and  intelli^ble,  as 
Shakespeare  is  often;  Homer  is  never  quaint  and  an- 
tiquated, as  Shakespeare  is  sometimes* 

When  Mr.  Newman  says  that  Homer  is  garrulous,  he 
seems,  perhaps,  to  depart  less  widely  from  the  common 
opinion  than  when  he  calls  him  quaint ;  for  is  there  not 
Horace's  authority  for  asserting  that  '*•  the  good  Homer 
sometimes  nods,"  bonus  darmitcU  Ifomerttsf  and  a  great 
many  people  have  come,  from  the  currency  of  this  well 
known  criticiBm,  to  represent  Homer  to  themselves  as  a 
diffuse  old  man,  with  the  full-stocked  mind,  but  also  with 
the  occasional  slips  and  weaknesses,  of  old  age.  Horace 
has  said  better  things  than  his  ^  bonus  dormitat  Homer- 
us  " ;  but  he  never  meant  by  this,  as  I  need  not  remind 
any  one  who  knows  the  passage,  that  Homer  was  gar- 
rulous, or  anything  of  the  kind.  Instead,  however,  of 
either  discussing  what  Horace  meant,  or  discussing  Ho- 
mer's garrulity  as  a  general  question,  I  prefer  to  bring 
to  my  mind  some  style  which  is  garrulous,  and  to  ask 
myself,  to  ask  you,  whether  anything  at  all  of  the  im-^ 
pression  made  by  that  style,  is  ^er  made  by  the  style 
of  Homer.  The  mediaeval  romancers,  for  instance,  are  . 
garrulous ;  the  following,  to  take  out  of  a  thousand  in- 
stances the  first  which  comes  to  hand,  is  in  a  garrulous 
manner.  It  is  from  the  romance  of  Richard  Coeur  de 
Lion. 
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*'  Of  my  tale  be  not  a-wondered! 
The  French  says  he  slew  an  hundred 
( Whereof  is  made  this  English  saw) 
Or  he  rested  him  any  thraw. 
Him  followed  many  an  English  knight 
That  eagerly  holp  him  for  to  fight,"  — 

and  BO  on.     Now  the  manner  of  that  composition  I  caU 
garrulous ;  every  one  will  feel  it  to  be  garrulous ;  every 
one  wiU  understand  what  is  meant  when  it  is  called  gar- 
ruloas.     Then  I  ask  the  scholar, — does  Homer^s  manner 
ever  make  upon  yon,  I  do  not  say,  the  same  impression 
of  its  garrulity  as  that  passage,  but  does  it  make,  ever  for 
one  moment,  an  impression  in  the  slightest  way  resem- 
bling, in  the  remotest  degree  vkin  to,  the  impression  made 
by  that  passage  of  the  mediaeval  poet?    I  have  no  fear 
of  the  answer. 

I  follow  the  same  method  with  Mr.  Newman's  two 
other  epithets,  prosaic,  and  low.     ^  Homer  rises  and 
sinks  with  his  subject^"  says  Mr.  Newman ;  *'  is  prosaic 
when  it  is  tame,  is  low  when  it  is  mean."     First  I  say, 
Homer  is  never,  in  any  sense,  to  be  with  truth  called 
prosaic ;  he  is  never  to  be  called  low.     He  does  not  rise 
and  sink  with  his  subject ;  on  the  contrary,  his  manner 
invests  his  subject,  whatever  his  subject  be,  with  noble- 
ness.   Then  I  look  for  an  author  of  whom  it  may  with 
truth  be  said,  that  he  ^'  rises  and  sinks  with  its  subject, 
is  prosaic  when  it  is  tame,  is  low  when  it  is  mean." 
I>efoe  is  eminently  such  an  author ;  of  Defoe's  manner 
it  may  with  perfect  precision  be  said,  that  it  follows  his 
matter ;  his  lifelike  composition  takes  its  character  from 
the  facts  which  it  conveys,  not  from  the  nobleness  of  the 
composer.     In  Moll  Flanders  and  Colonel  Jack,  Defoe 
is  undoubtedly  prosaic  when  his  subject  is  tame,  low 
when  his  subject  is  mean.    Does  Homer's  manner  in 

14 
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the  Hiad,  I  ask  the  scholar,  ever  make  upon  him  an  im- 
pression at  all  like  the  impression  made  bj  Defoe's  man- 
ner in  Moll  Flanders  and  Ck)lonel  Jack  ?  Does  it  not, 
on  the  contrary,  leave  him  with  an  impression  of  noble^ 
ness,  even  when  it  deals  with  Thersites  or  with  Irus  ? 

Well  then,  Homer  is  neither  quaint,  nor  garrulous,  nor 
prosaic,  nor  mean ;  and  Mr.  Newman,  in  seeing  him  so, 
sees  him  differently  from  those  who  are  to  judge  Mr. 
Newman's  rendering  of  him.  By  pointing  out  how  a 
wrong  conception  of  Homer  affects  Mr.  Newman's  trans- 
lation, I  hope  to  place  in  still  clearer  light  those  four  car- 
dinal truths  which  I  pronounce  essential  for  him  who 
would  have  a  right  conception  of  Homer ;  that  Homer  is 
rapid,  that  he  is  plain  and  direct  in  word  and  style,  that 
he  is  plain  and  direct  in  his  ideas,  and  that  he  is  noble. 

Mr.  Newman  says  that  in  fixing  on  a  style  for  suitably 
rendering  Homer,  as  he  conceives  him,  he  '^  alights  on  the 
delicate  line  which  separates  the  qvmnt  from  the  gra~ 
iesqite*'  **  I  ought  to  be  quaint,"  he  says,  "  I  ought  not  to 
be  grotesque."  This  is  a  most  unfortunate  sentence.  Mr. 
Newman  is  grotesque,  which  he  himself  says  he  ought  not 
to  be  ;  and  he  ought  not  to  be  quaint,  which  he  himself 
says  he  ought  to  be. 

"  No  two  persons  will  agree,"  says  Mr.  Newman,  "  as 
to  where  the  quaint  ends  and  the  grotesque  begins  " ;  and 
perhaps  this  is  true.  But,  in  order  to  avoid  all  ambigui- 
ty in  the  use  of  the  two  words,  it  is  enough  to  say,  that 
most  persons  would  call  an  expression  which  produced  on 
them  a  very  strong  sense  of  its  incongruity,  and  whidi 
violently  surprised  them,  grotesque;  and  an  expression, 
which  produced  on  them  a  slighter  sense  of  its  incongrui- 
ty, and  which  more  gently  surprised  them,  quaint.  Using 
the  two  words  in  this  manner,  I  say,  that  when  Mr. 


ON  TBANSLATIHG  HOMER.  315 

Newman  translates  Helen's  words  to  Hector  in  the  sixth 
book, 

Aarp  €/i€ib,  kvpos  Kamonrj^avov,  otcfwoeaaij^y*  — 

**  0,  brother  thou  of  me,  who  am  a  mischief-workiog  Tixen, 
A  numbing  horror,"  — 

he  is  grotesque ;  that  is,  he  expresses  himself  in  a  man- 
ner which  produces  on  us  a  very  strong  sense  of  its  incon- 
gruity, and  which  violently  surprises  us.  I  say,  again, 
that  when  Mr.  Newman  translates  the  common  line, 

Tfjp  d*  rffMiP€T  firtira  /uyas  KOpv6alo\ov  ""Eicrap, — 
*^  Great  Hector  of  the  motley  helm  then  spake  to  her  responsive,**  •» 

or  the  common  expression  ivKv^fudes  'A^aio/,  ^  dapper- 
greaved  Achaians/'  —  he  is  quaint ;  that  is,  he  expresses 
himself  in  a  manner  which  produces  on  us  a  slighter 
sense  of  incongruity,  and  which  more  gently  surprises 
us.  But  violent  and  gentle  surprise  are  alike  far  from 
the  scholar's  spirit  when  he  reads  in  Homer  Kvv6t 
KOKOfirfxovov,   or,  icopv0aidKos  ^Exrodp,   or,  evKvijfuli€s  *AxaioL 

These  expressions  no  more  seem  odd  to  him  than 
the  simplest  expressions  in  English.  He  is  not  more 
checked  by  any  feeling  of  strangeness,  strong  or  weak, 
when  he  reads  them,  than  when  he  reads  in  an  English 
book  "  the  painted  savage,*'  or,  "  the  phelegmatic  Dutch- 
man." Mr.  Newman's  renderings  of  them  must,  there- 
fore, be  wrong  expressions  in  a  translation  of  Homer; 
because  they  excite  in  the  scholar,  their  only  competent 
judge,  a  feeling  quite  alien  to  that  excited  in  him  by  what 
they  profess  to  render. 

Mr  Newman,  by  expressions  of  this  kind,  is  false  to  his 
original  in  two  ways.  He  is  false  to  him  inasmuch  as  he 
is  ignoble ;  for  a  noble  air,  and  a  grotesque  air,  the  air  of 
the  address,  • 

•  lUad,  Ti.  844. 
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Aofp  cficib,  jcvp^r  umofAiixopov,  oKpvotvtnify  — 

and  the  air  of  the  address, 

^  O,  brother  thoa  of  me,  who  am  a  mischief'WorkiDg  vizexif 
A  numbing  honrror/*  — 

are  just  contrary  the  one  to  the  other :  and  he  is  false  to 
him  inasmuch  as  he  is  odd ;  for  an  odd  diction  like  Mr. 
Newman's,  and  a  perfectly  plain  natural  diction  like 
Homer^s,  —  **  dapper-greaved  Achaians  **  and  Ivx^iifjuSft 
*Axaio{,  —  are  also  just  contrary  the  one  to  the  other. 
Where,  indeed,  Mr.  Newman  got  his  dicdon,  with  whom 
he  can  have  lived,  what  can  be  his  test  of  antiquity  and 
rarity  for  words,  are  questious  which  I  ask  myself  with 
bewilderment.  He  has  prefixed  to  his  translation  a  list 
of  what  he  calls  ''  the  more  antiquated  or  rarer  words  ** 
which  he  has  .used.  In  this  list  appear,  on  the  one  hand, 
such  words  as  doughty^  grisly,  lusty,  noisome,  ravinj 
which  are  familiar,  one  would  think,  to  all  the  world ; 
on  the  other  hand  such  words  as  hragly,  meaning,  Mr. 
Newman  tells  us,  "proudly  fine";  bidkin,  "a  calf"; 
plump,  "  a  mass  " ;  and  so  on.  ^  I  am  concerned,"  says 
Mr.  Newman,  "  with  the  artistic  problem  of  attaining  a 
plausible  aspect  of  moderate  antiquity,  while  remaining 
easily  intelligible."  But  it  seems  to  me  that  lusty  is  not 
antiquated :  and  that  hrayly  is  not  a  word  readily  under- 
stood. That  this  word,  indeed,  and  buUcin,  may  have 
"  a  plausible  aspect  of  moderate  antiquity,"  I  admit ;  but 
that  they  are  "  ea^y  intelligible,"  I  deny. 

Mr.  Newman's  syntax  has,  I  say  it  with  pleasure,  a 
much  more  Homeric  cast  than  his  vocabulary ;  his  syntax, 
the  mode  in  which  his  thought  is  evolved,  although  not 
the  actual  words  in  which  it  is  expressed,  seems  to  me 
right  in  its  general  character,  and  the  best  feature  of  his 
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Yersion.  It  is  not  artifidal  or  rhetorical  likp  Co.wper's 
syntax  or  Pope's :  it  is  simple,  direct,  and  natural,  and  so 
fJEu:  it  is  like  Homer's.  It  fails,  however,  just  where,  from 
the  inherent  fault  of  Mr.  Newman's  conception  of  Homer, 
one  might  expect  it  to  fail,  —  it  fails  in  nobleness.  It 
presents  the  thought  in  a  way  which  is  something  more 
than  unconstrained,  —  over-familiar  ;  something  more 
than  easy, — :free  and  easy.  In  this  respect  it  is  like 
the  movement  of  Mr.  Newman's  version,  like  his  rhythm; 
for  this,  too,  fails,  in  spite  of  some  good  qualities,  by  not 
being  noble  enough ;  this,  while  it  avoids  the  faults  of 
being  slow  and  elaborate,  falls  into  a  fault  in  the  opposite 
direction,  and  is  slip-shod.  Homer  presents  his  thought 
naturally ;  but  when  Mr.  Newman  has, 

'*  A  thousand  fires  along  the  plain,  /  My,  that  night  were  burning,'*  — > 

he  presents  his  thought  familiarly ;  in  a  style  which  may 
be  the  genuine  style  of  ballad-poetry,  but  which  is  not  the 
style  of  Homer.  Homer  moves  freely;  but  when  Mr. 
Newman  has, 

"  Infatuate !  0  that  thou  wert  lord  to  some  other  army,"  •  — 

he  gives  himself  too  much  freedom;  he  leaves  us  too 
much  to  do  for  his  rhythm  ourselves,  instead  of  giving 
to  ns  a  rhythm  like  Homer's,  easy  indeed,  but  mastering 
our  ear  with  a  fulness  of  power  which  is  irresistible. 
J  said  that  a  certain  style  might  be  the  genuine  style 

•  From  the  reproachful  answer  of  Ulysses  to  Agamemnon,  who 
had  proposed  an  abandonment  of  their  expedition.  This  is  one  of 
the  ** tonio  "  passages  of  the  Iliad,  so  I  quote  it:  — 

''Ah,  unworthy  king,  some  other  inglorious  army 
Should'st  thou  command,  not  rule  over  im,  whose  portion  forever 
Zeus  hath  made  it,  from  youth  right  up  to  age,  to  be  winding 
Skeins  of  grievous  wars,  till  every  soul  of  us  perish.** 

THad,  xiv.  84. 
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•n»k«r. 


Zflt,  it  ia  time  to  sav   th»  H.      ^^y'— «•»  popular, 
^tre  of  *e  «une  genio,.    Onljr  those  me^^h^v! 

*P'f  h  I  halt  W  ^**"''''    "«  -y*.  »  a  passage 

^b.<*  I  *»^«  before  qaoted,  «is  dm«t,  popalar,  ^L 

q„^t,  flowing  garralous :  in  aU  these  «s^.t,  U  is  simS 

^  to  the  old  Enghsh  baUad  »    Mr.  Newma^  I  need  not 

gay,  is  by  no  means  alone  in  this  opinion.    «The  moat 

^Uy  and  truly  Homeric  of  aU  the  creations  of  the  Enc- 

Uab  muse  IS,    says  Mr.  Newman's  critic  in  the  National 

jjeview,  « the  ballad-poetry  of  ancient  times ;  and  the  aa- 

gociation  between  metre  and  subject  is  one  that  it  would 

be  true  wisdom  to  preserTc."     «It  is  confessed,"  says 

Chapman's  last  editor,  Mr.  Hooper,  "that  the  fonrteen- 

gyllable  verse "  (that  is,  a  ballad-verse)  « is  pecuL-arly 

fitting  for  Homeric  translation."    And  the  editor  of  Dr. 

Maginn's  dever  and  popular  Homeric  BaUads  assumes 

it  as  one  of  his  author's  greatest  and  most  undisputable 

nicrits,  that  he  was  « the  first  who  consciously  realized  to 

himself  the  truth  that  Greek  ballads  can  be  reaUy  repre- 

gented  in  English  only  by  a  similar  measure." 

This  proposition  that  Homer's  poetry  is  boBad-poelry, 

gpalogous  to  the  well-known  ballad-poetry  of  the  English 

gpd  other  nations,  has  a  certain  small  portion  of  truth  in 

1^  ^  at  one  time  probably  served  a  useful  purpose,  when 

^  ««s  employed  to  discredit  the  artificial  and  literary 
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manner  in  whicb  Pope  and  his  school  rendered  Homer. 
Sot  it  has  been  so  extravagantly  over-iisedy  the  mistake 
^wbich  it  was  oseful  in  combating  has  so  entirely  lost  the 
pnblic  favor,  that  it  is  now  mach  more  important  to  insist 
on  the  large  part  of  error  contained  in  it,  than  to  extol  its 
small  part  of  truth.    It  is  time  to  saj  plainly  that,  what- 
ever the  admirers  of  our  old  ballads  may  think,  the  su* 
preme  form  of  epic  poetry,  the  genuine  Homeric  mould, 
18  not  the  form  of  the  Ballad  of  Lord  Bateman.    I  have 
myself  shown  the  broad  difference  between  Milton's  man- 
ner and  Homer's ;  but,  after  a  course  of  Mr.  Newman  and 
Dr.  Maginn,  I  turn  round  in  desperation  upon  them  and 
upon  the  balladists  who  have  misled  them,  aud  I  exclaim: 
**  Compared  with  you,  Milton  is  Homer's  double ;  there  is, 
whatever  you  may  think,  ten  thousand  times  more  of  the 
real  strain  of  Homer  in, 

*<  Blind  ThamTTis,  and  blind  Masonides, 
And  Tiresias,  and  Phineoa,  prophets  old,** — 

than  in, 

**  Now  Christ  thee  save,  thou  proad  porter. 
Now  Christ  thee  save  and  see,**  * — 
or  in, 

*'  While  the  tinker  did  dine,  he  had  plenty  of  wine.**  f 

For  Homer  is  not  only  rapid  in  movement,  simple  in 
style,  plain  in  language,  natural  in  thought ;  he  is  also, 
and  above  all,  noble.  I  have  advised  the  translator  not 
to  go  into  the  vexed  question  of  Homer's  identity.  Yet 
I  will  just  remind  him,  that  the  grand  argument  —  or 
rather,  not  argument,  for  the  matter  affords  no  data  for 
arguing,  but  the  grand  source  from  which  conviction,  as 

•  From  the  ballad  of  Kitiff  Estmeref  in  Perc7*s  iSefi^nes  of  Judaii 
EngUth  Potiry,  I  69  (edit  of  1767). 
t  R€ligtt€$t  i.  241. 
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we  read  the  Iliad,  keeps  presung  in  npon.us,  that  tliera 
IB  one  poet  of  the  Iliad,  one  Homer  —  is  precisely  this 
nobleness  of  the  poet,  this  grand  manner ;  we  feel   that 
the  analogy  drawn  fh>m  other  joint  compositions  does  not 
hold  good  here,  because  those  works  do  not  bear,  like  the 
Biad,  the  magic  stamp  of  a  master ;  and  the  moment  you 
have  anything  less  than  a  masterwork,  the  co-operati<H% 
or  consolidation  of  several  poets  becomes  possible,  for  tal- 
ent is  not  uncommon;  the  moment  you  have  much  less 
than  a  masterwork,  they  become  easy,  for  mediocrity  is 
everywhere.    I  can  imagine  fifty  Bradies  joined  with  as 
many  Tates  to  make  the  New  Version  of  the  Psalms.    J 
can  imagine  several  poets  having  contributed  to  any  one 
of  the  old   English   ballads  in  Percy's  collection.       I 
can  imagine  several  poets,  possessing,  like  Chapman, 
the  Elizabethan  vigor  and  the  Elizabethan  mannerism, 
united  with  Chapman  to  produce  his  version  of  the  Iliad. 
I  can  imagine  several  poets,  with  the  literary  knack  of 
the  twelfth  century,  united  to  produce  the  Nibelungen 
Lay  in  the  form  in  which  we  have  it, — a  work  which 
the  Germans,  in  their  joy  at  discovering  a  national  epic 
of  their  own,  have  rated  vastly  higher  than  it  deserves. 
And  lastly,  though  Mr.  Newman's  translation  of  Homer 
bears  the  strong  mark  of  his  own  idiosyncrasy,  yet  I  can 
imagine  Mr.  Newman  and  a  school  of  adepts  trained  by 
him  in  his  art  of  poetry,  jointly  produdug  that  work,  so 
that  Aristarchus  himself  should  have  difficulty  in  pro- 
nouncing which  line  was  the  master's,  and  which  a  pu-< 
pirs.    .But  I  cannot  imagine  several  poets,  or  one  poet, 
joined  with  Dante  in  the  composition  of  his  ^  Inferno," 
lliough  many  poets  have  taken  for  their  subject  a  descent 
^10  HelL     Many  artists,  again,  have  represented  Moses ; 
^(  there  is  only  one  Moses  of  Michael  Angela     So  the 
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insurmountable  obstacle  to  believing  the  Iliad  a  consoli- 
dated work  of  several  poets  is  this :  that  the  work  of 
great  masters  is  uniqae ;  and  the  Iliad  has  a  great  mas- 
ter's genuine  stamp,  and  that  stamp  is  the  grand  style. 

Poets  who  cannot  work  in  the  grand  style,  instinctively 
seek  a  style  in  which  their  comparative  inferiority  may 
feel  itself  at  ease,  a  manner  which  may  be,  so  to  speak, 
indulgent  to  their  inequalities.  The  ballad-style  offers  to 
an  epic  poet,  quite  unable  to  fill  the  canva&  of  Homer, 
or  Dante,  or  Milton,  a  canvas  which  he  is  capable  of  fill- 
ing. The  ballad-measure  is  quite  able  to  give  due  efiect 
to  the  vigor  and  spirit  which  its  employer,  when  at  his 
Tery  best,  may  be  able  to  exhibit ;  and,  when  he  is  not 
at  his  best,  when  he  is  a  little  trivial,  or  a  little  dull,  it 
will  not  betray  him,  it  will  not  bring  out  his  weaknesses 
into  broad  relief.  This  is  a  convenience ;  but  it  is  a  con- 
venience which  the  ballad-style  purchases  by  resigning 
all  pretensions  to  the  highest,  to  the  grand  manner.  It 
is  true  of  its  movement,  as  it  is  not  true  of  Homer's,  that 
it  is  '^  liable  to  degenerate  into  doggerel."  It  is  true  of 
its  ^^  moral  qualities,"  as  it  is  not  true  of  Homer's,  that 
"  quaintness "  and  "  garrulity  "  are  among  them.  It  is 
true  of  its  employers,  as  it  is  not  true  of  Homer,  that  they 
^  rise  and  sink  with  their  subject,  are  prosaic  when  it  is 
tame,  are  low  when  it  is  mean."  For  this  reason  the 
ballad-style  and  the  ballad-measure  are  eminently  inap- 
propriate to  render  Homer.  Homer's  manner  and  move- 
ment are  always  both  noble  -and  powerful :  the  ballad- 
manner  and  movement  are  oflen  either  jaunty  and  smart, 
so  not  noble ;  or  jog-trot  and  humdrum,  so  not  power- 
ful. 

The  Nibelungen  Lay  affords  a  good  illustration  of  &e 
qualities  of  the  baUad-manner.    Based  on  grand  tradi- 

14*  u 
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tions,  which  had  found  expression  in  a  grand  lyric  poetrj, 
the  German  epic  poem  of  the  Nibelungen  Lay,  though 
it  is  interesting,  and  though  it  has  good  passages,  is  itself 
anything  rather  than  a  grand  poem.  It  is  a  poem  of 
which  the  composer  is,  to  speak  the  truth,  a  very  ordina- 
ry mortal,  and  often,  therefore,  like  other  ordinary  mor- 
tals, very  prosy.  It  is  in  a  measure  which  eminently 
adapts  itself  to  this  commonplace  personality  of  its  com- 
poser, which  has  much  the  movement  of  the  well-known 
measures  of  Tate  and  Brady,  and  can  jog  on,  for  hun- 
dreds of  lines  at  a  time,  with  a  level  ease  which  reminds 
one  of  Sheridan's  saying  that  easy  writing  may  be  oflen 
such  hard  reading.  But,  instead  of  occupying  myself 
with  the  Nibelungen  Lay,  I  prefer  to  look  at  the  ballad- 
Btyle  as  directly  applied  to  Homer,  in  Chapman's  version 
and  Mr.  Newman's,  and  in  the  Homeric  ballads  of  Dr. 
Maginn. 

First  I  take  Chapman.  I  have  already  shown  that 
Chapman's  conceits  are  un-Homeric,  and  that  his  rhyme 
is  un-Horaeric;  I  will  now  show  how  his  manner  and 
movement  are  un-Homeric  Chapman's  diction,  I  have 
said,  is  generally  good ;  but  it  must  be  called  good  with 
this  reserve,  that,  though  it  has  Homer's  plainness  and 
directness,  it  often  offends  him  who  knows  Homer,  by 
wanting  Homer's  nobleness.  In  a  passage  which  I  have 
already  quoted,  the  address  of  Zeus  to  the  horses  of 
Achilles,  where  Homer  has, 

m 

2  df  cXcD,  W  o'<^c5i  d6fi€v  ni;X^(  iviucri 
ovrjTt^  i  vfi€is  o  earov  ayrjpa  r  aOavarw  Tt  • 
5  Ufa  dvan^vouri  fi€r  avbpatriv  oKyt  ?;^iyToi»  ;  * 

Chapman  has, 

•  Uiad,  xvii.  448. 
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'* '  Poor  wretched  heatU^^  said  he, 
*  Why  gave  we  you  to  a  mortal  king,  when  immortality 
And  incapacity  of  age  so  dignifies  your  states? 
Was  it  to  haste  *  the  miseries  poared  out  on  human  fates  ?  *  *' 

There  are  many  faults  in  this  rendering  of  Chapman's, 
but  what  I  particularly  wish  to  notice  in  it  is  the  expres- 
Bion  "Poor  wretched  beasts/'  for  2  dfiXo.     This  ex- 
pression just  illustrates  the  difference  between  the  ballad- 
manner  and  Homer's.    The  ballad-manner — Chapman's 
manner — is,  I  say,  pitched  sensibly  lower  than  Homer's. 
The  ballad-manner  requires  that  an  expression  shall  be 
plain  and  natural,  and  then  it  asks  no  more.     Homer's 
manner  requires  that  an  expression  shall  be  plain  and 
natural,  but  it  also  requires  that  it  shall  be  noble.     *A 
dciXtt  is  as  plain,  as  simple  as  ''Poor  wretched  beasts"; 
but  it  is  also  noble,  which  ''Poor  wretched  beasts"  is  not. 
^  Poor  wretched  beasts  "  is,  in  truth,  a  little  over-familiar: 
but  this  is  no  objection  to  it  for  the  ballad-manner ;  it  is 
good  enough  for  the  old  English  ballad,  good  enough  for 
the  Nibelungen  Lay,  good  enough  for  Chapman's  Iliad, 
good  enough  for  Mr.  Newman's  Iliad,  good  enough  for 
Dr.  Maginn's   Homeric    Ballads ;    but  it  is  not  good 
enough  for  Homer. 

To  feel  that  Chapman's  measure,  though  natural,  is 
not  Homeric;  that,  though  tolerably  rapid,  it  has  not 
Homer's  rapidity;  that  it  has  a  jogging  rapidity  rather 
than  a  flowing  rapidity ;  and  a  movement  familiar  rather 
than  nobly  easy,  one  has  only,  I  think,  to  read  half  a 
dozen  lines  in  any  part  of  his  version.  I  prefer  to  keep 
as  much  as  possible  to  passages  which  I  have  already 
noticed,  so  I  will  quote  the  conclusion  of  the  nineteenth 

*  All  the  editions  which  I  have  seen  have  "  haste,**  bat  the  right 
reading  mutt  certainly  be  "  taste.*' 
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book,  where  Achillea  answers  his  horse  Xanthns,  who 
has  prophesied  his  death  to  him.  * 

^  AohlUeSf  far  in  rage, 
ThiiB  answered  him :  — •  It  fits  not  thee  thus  proudly  to  presage 
My  overthrow.    I  know  myself  it  is  my  fate  to  fkll 
Thos  far  from  Pbthia;  yet  that  fate  shall  fail  to  yenfe  her  gall 
Till  mine  yent  thousands.  —  These  words  sud,  he  fell  to  horrid  deeds. 
Gave  dreadful  signal,  and  forthright  made  fly  his  one-hoofed  steeds." 

For  what  regards  the  manner  of  this  passage,  the  words 
^  Achilles  Thus  answered  him,"  and  *'  I  know  myself  it 
is  mj  fate  to  fall  Thus  far  from  Phthia,*'  are  in  Hcxner's 
manner,  and  all  the  rest  is  out  of-  it.  But  for  what  re- 
gards its  movement,  who,  after  being  jolted  by  Chapman 
through  such  verse  as  this,  — 

^  These  words  said,  he  fell  to  horrid  deeds, 
Gave  dreadful  signal,  and  forthright  made  fly  his  one-hoofed  steeds/'  — 

who  does  not  feel  the  vital  difference  of  the  movement 
of  Homer,  — 

To  pass  from  Chapman  to  Dr.  Maginn.  His  Homeric 
Ballads  are  vigorous  and  genuine  poems  in  their  own 
way ;  they  are  not  one  continual  falsetto,  like  the  pinch« 
beck  Roman  Ballads  of  Lord  Macaulay;  but  just  because 
they  are  ballads  in  their  manner  and  movement,  just  be- 
cause, to  use  the  words  of  his  applauding  editor.  Dr. 
Maginn  has  '^  consdously  realized  to  himself  the  truth 
that  Greek  ballads  can  be  really  represented  in  English 
only  by  a  similar  manner,"  — just  for  this  very  reason 
they  are  not  at  all  Homeric,  they  have  not  the  least  in 
the  world  the  manner  of  Homer,  There*  is  i|  celebrated 
incident  in  the  nineteenth  book  of  the  Odyssey,  the  reo- 

*  lUad,  xiz.  419. 
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ognition  bj  the  old  nurse  Enrjdeia  of  a  scar  on  the  leg 
of  her  master  Uljsses,  who  has  entered  his  own  hall  as 
an  unknown  wanderer,  and  whose  feet  she  has  been  set 
to  wash.  ^  Then  she  came  near,"  sajs  Homer,  ^  and  be- 
gan to  wash  her  master ;  and  straightway  she  recognized 
a  scar  which  he  had  got  in  former  days  from  the  white 
tusk  of  a  wild  boar,  when  he  went  to  Parnassus  unto 
Autolycus  and  the  sons  of  Autoljcus,  his  mother's  father 
and  brethren."*  This,  "really  represented"  by  Dr.  Ma- 
ginn,  in  "  a  measure  similar  "  to  Homer's,  becomes : 

**  And  scarcely  had  she  begUD  to  wash 
Ere  she  was  aware  of  the  grisly  gash 

Aboye  his  knee  that  lay. 
It  was  a  wound  from  a  wild-boar's  tooth, 
All  on  Pamassos'  slope, 
Where  he  went  to  hunt  in  the  days  of  his  youth 
With  his  mother's  sire,"  — 

and  so  on.  That  is  the  true  ballad-manner,  no  one  can 
deny  ;  "  all  on  Parnassus'  slope  "  is,  I  was  going  to  say, 
the  true  ballad-slang ;  but  never  again  shall  I  be  able  to 
read, 

yi^c  d*  Up*  ^(Toy  tovtra  SuMi^ff  cov  *  avrlna  K  eyv» 
ovXi^y  * 

without  having  the  detestable  dance  of  Dr.  Maginn's,  -^ 

^  And  scarcely  had  she  begun  to  wash 
Ere  she  was  aware  of  the  grisly  gash,"  — 

jigging  in  my  ears,  to  spoil  the  effect  of  Homer,  and  to 
torture  me.  To  apply  that  manner  and  that  rhythm  to 
Homer's  incidents,  is  not  to  imitate  Homer,  but  to  trav- 
esty him. 

Lastly  I  come  to  Mr.  Newman.     His  rhythm,  like 
Chapman's  and  Dr.  Maginn's,  is  a  ballad-rhythm,  but 

*  Odjftnyt  xix.  892. 
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with  a  modification  of  his  own.  ""Holdiiig  i|,»  he  teBs 
v^**^  •Mi  axiom,  that  rfayme  mpst  be  abandoned,'*  he 
fonnAf  OQ  abandoning  it,  '^  an  unpleasant  Toid  ontil  he 
gare  a  doable  ending  to  the  Terse."  In  abort,  inntmd 
of  saying, 

"  Good  people  an  with  one  aoooid 
Gi^e  ear  anto  mj  tale,"  — 

Sir.  Newman  would  say, 

**•  Good  people  all  with  one  accord 
Give  ear  onto  mj  MoryJ^ 

^  recent  American  writer*  gravely  observes  that  for  bis 
eoontrymen  this  rhythm  has  a  disadvantage  in  being  like 
the  rhythm  of  the  American  national  air  ^Yankee  Doo- 
jle,**  and  thus  provoking  ludicrous  assodations.  **•  Yankee 
Doodle "  is  not  our  national  lur :  for  us,  Mr.  Newman's 
jhythm  has  not  this  disadvantage.  He  himself  gives  us 
several  plausible  reasons  why  this  rhythm  of  bis  really 
ought  to  be  successful :  let  us  examine  how  £Bff  it  w  suo- 
cessfuL 

Mr.  Newman  joins  to  a  bad  rhythm  so  bad  a  diction, 
that  it  is  difficult  to  distinguish  exactly  whether  in  any 
given  passage  it  is  his  words  or  his  measure  which  pro- 
duces a  total  impression  of  such  an  unpleasant  kind. 
But  with  a  little  attention  we  may  analyze  our  total  im- 
pression, and  find  the  share  which  each  element  has  in 
producing  it.  To  take  the  passage  which  I  have  so  of- 
ten mentioned,  Sarpedon's  speech  to  Glaucus.  Mr.  New- 
man translates  this  as  follows :  — 

^  ROQtle  frleod!  if  tbon  and  I,  from  this  enconnter  'soaping, 
Hereafter  might  foreyer  be  from  Eld  and  Death  exempted 

.eoA        ^Arsh,  in  his  IaOmtu  on  ikt  EngKA  Lanumage.  New  Tark, 
^*®^  p.  620, 
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As  heavenly  gods,  not  I  in  Booth  wonld  fight  among  the  foremost, 
Nor  liefly  thee  would  I  advance  to  man-ennobling  battle. 
Now,  — sith  ten  thousand  shapes  of  Death  do  any-gait  pursue  us 
Which  never  mortal  may  evade,  though  sly  of  fbot  and  nimble; — 
Onward!  and  glory  let  us  earn,  or  glory  yield  to  some  one.  — 

*'  Could  all  our  care  elude  the  gloomy  grave 
Which  claims  no  less  the  fearful  than  the  brave — ** 

X  am  not  going  to  quote  Pope's  version  over  again,  but  I 
must  remark  in  passing,  how  much  more,  with  all  Pope's 
radical  difference  of  manner  firom  Homer,  it  gives  us  of 
the  real  effect  of 

than  Mr.  Newman's  lines.  And  now,  why  are  Mr.  New- 
man's lines  faulty  ?  They  are  faulty,  firat,  because,  as  a 
matter  of  diction,  the  expressions  "  O  gentle  friend," 
**eld,"  «in  sooth,"  "liefly,"  "advance,"  "man-ennobling," 
**  sith,"  "  any-gait,"  and  "  sly  of  foot,"  are  all  bad ;  some 
of  them  worse  than  others,  but  all  bad :  that  is,  they  all 
of  them  as  here  used  excite  in  the  scholar,  their  sole 
judge,  —  excite,  I  wiU  boldly  affirm,  in  Professor  Thomp- 
son or  Professor  Jowett, — a  feeling  totally  different  from 
that  exdted  in  them  by  the  words  of  Homer  ^hich  these 
expressions  profess  to  render.  The  lines  are  faulty,  sec- 
ondly, because,  as  a  matter  of  rhythm,  any  and  every  line 
among  them  has  to  the  ear  of  the  same  judges  (I  affirm 
it  with  equal  boldness),  a  movement  as  unlike  Homer's 
movement  in  the  corresponding  line  as  the  single  words 
are  unlike  Homer's  words.  O0rr  kc  a\  orcXXo^i  fiaxri» 
is  Kv^idy€ipav,  —  "  Nor  liefly  thee  would  I  adyance  to 
man-ennobling  battle";  —  for  whose  ear  do  those  two 
rhythms  produce  impressions  of,  to  use  Mr.  Newman's 
own  words,  "similar  moral  genius?" 

I  will  by  no  means  make  seai'ch  in  Mr.  Newman's 
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▼ergion  for  passages  likely  to  raise  a  laugh ;  that  search, 
alas  I  would  be  far  too  easj.     I  will  quote  but  one  other 
passage  from  him,  and  that  a  passage  where  the  dictioti 
is  comparativelj  inoffensive,  in  order  that  disapproval  of 
the  words  may  not  unfairly  heighten  disapproval  of  the 
rhythm.     The  end  of  the  nineteenth  book,  the  answer 
of  Achilles  to  his  horse  Xanthus,  Mr.  Newman  gives 
thus :  — 

**  *  Ghestnnt!  why  bodest  death  to  me?  fnm.  thee  this  wu  not  needed* 
Myself  right  surely  know  alsd,  that 't  is  my  doom  to  perish, 
From  mother  and  from  father  dear  apart,  in  Troy;  bat  never 
Pause  will  I  make  of  war,  until  the  Trojana  be  glutted.* 
He  spake,  and  yelling,  held  afront  the  single-hoofed  hones*** 

Here  Mr.  Newman  calls' Xanthus  Cfhestnttty  indeed,  as  he 
calls  Balius  SpotUdy  and  Fadorga  Spry-foot ;  which  is  as 
if  a  Frenchman  were  to  call  Miss  Nightingale  MadUe. 
Sotsignoly  or  Mr.  Bright  M.  Clair.  And  several  other 
expressions,  too,  — "  yelling,"  "  held  afront,"  **  single- 
hoofed,"  —  leave,  to  say  the  very  least,  much  to  be  de* 
sired.  Still,  for  Mr.  Newman,  the  diction  of  ^s  passage 
is  pure.  All  the  more  clearly  appears  the  profound  vice 
of  a  rhythm,  which,  with  comparatively  few  faults  of 
words,  can  leave  a  sense  of  such  incurable  alienation 
from  Homer's  manner  as,  ^Myself  right  surely  know 
a]s<5  that  't  is  my  doom  to  perish,"  —  compared  with  the 
c^  vv  roi  oida  koIl  alrht^  o  fioi  fidpog  tvBd^  oKiirBai  of  Homer. 
But  BO  deeply  seated  ia  the  difference  between  the 
ballad-manner  and  Homer's,  that  even  a  man  of  the 
highest  powers,  even  a  man  of  the  greatest  vigor 'of 
spirit  ■  and  of  true  genius,  —  the  Goryphsus  of  ballad- 
^^9  Sir  Walter  Scott,  —  fails  with  a  manner  of  this 
kind  to  produce  an  effect  at  all  like  the  effect  of  Homen 
■^  ftm  not  so  rash,"  declares  Mr.  Newman,  ^  as  to  say 
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that  if  freedom  be  givea  to  rhyme  as  in  Walter  Scott's 
poetry/'  —  Walter  Scott,  "by  far  the  most  Hbmeric  of 
our  poets/'  as  in  another  place  he  calls  him,  —  "a  genius 
xoay  not  arise  who  will  translate  Homer  into  the  melo^ 
dies  of  Marmion."    "  The  truly  classical  and  the  truly  ro- 
mantle,"  says  Dr.  Maginn,  "are  one;  the  moss-trooping 
Nestor  reappears  in  the  moss-trooping  heroes  of  Percy's 
Reliques  " ;  and  a  description  by  Scott,  which  he  quotes, 
he  calls  "  graphic,  and  therefore  Homeric"    He  forgets 
our  fourth  axiom,  —  that  Homer  is  not  only  graphic ;  he 
is  also  noble,  and  has  the  grand  style.     Human  nature 
tinder  like  circumstances  is  probably  in  all  ages  much  the 
same ;  and  so  far  it  may  be  said  that  "  the  truly  classical 
and  the  truly  romantic  are  one  " ;  but  it  is  of  little  use  to 
tell  us  this,  because  we  know  the  human  nature  of  other 
ages  only  through  the  representations  of  them  which  have 
come  down  to  us,  and  the  classical  and  the  romantic 
modes  of  representation  are  so  far  from  being  "  one," 
that  they  remain  eternally  distinct,  and  have  created 
for  us  a  separation  between  the  two  worlds  which  they 
respectively  represent      Therefore  to  call  Nestor  the 
'^  moss-trooping  Nestor  "  is  absurd,  because,  though  Nes- 
tor may  possibly  have  been  much  the  same  sort  of  man 
as  many  a  moss-trooper,  he  has  yet  come  to  us  through 
a  mode  of  representation  so  unlike  that  of  Percy's  Re- 
liques, that,  instead  of  "  reappearing  in  the  n^oss-trooping 
heroes "  of  these  poems,  he  exists  in  our  imagination  as 
something  utterly  unlike  them,  and  as  belonging  to  an- 
*  other  world.     So  the  Greeks  in  Shakespeare's  Troilus 

« 

and  Cressida  are  no  longer  the  Greeks  whom  we  have 
known  in  Homer,  because  they  come  to  us  through  a 
mode  of  representation  of  the  romantic  world.  Bat  I 
must  not  forget  Scott. 
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I  suppose  that  when  Scott  is  in  what  may  be  called 
fiill  ballad-swing,  no  one  will  hesitate  to  pronounce  his 
manner  neither  Homeric,  nor  the  grand  manner.  When 
he  sajs,  for  instance, 

.  **I  do  not  rli3rme  to  that  dull  elf 
Who  cannot  image  to  himself/*  * 

and  so  on,  any  scholar  will  feel  that  this  is  not  Homer's 
manner.  But  let  us  take  Scott's  poetry  at  its  best :  and 
when  it  is  at  its  best,  it  is  undoubtedly  very  good  in- 
deed :  — 

"  Tanstall  lies  dead  upon  the  field, 
His  life-blood  stains  the  spotless  shield : 
Edmond  is  down,  —  my  life  is  reft,  — 
The  Admiral  alone  is  left. 
Let  Stanley  charge  with  spur  of  fire,  — 
With  Chester  charge,  and  Lancashire, 
Fall  apon  Scotland's  central  host. 
Or  victory  and  England 's  lost"  f 

That  is,  no  doubt,  as  vigorous  as  possible,  as  spirited  as 
possible ;  it  is  exceedingly  fine  poetry.  And  still  I  say, 
it  is  not  in  the  grand  manner,  and  therefore  it  is  not 
like  Homer's  poetry.  Now,  how  shall  I  make  him  who 
doubts  this  feel  that  I  say  true ;  that  these  lines'  of  Soott 
are- essentially  neither  in  Homer's  style,  nor  in  the  grand 
style?  I  may  point  out  to  him  that  the  movement  of 
Scott's  lines,  while  it  is  rapid,  is  also  at  the  same  time 
what  the  French  call  saccade,  its  rapidity  is  "jerky"; 
whereas  Homer's  rapidity  is  a  lowing  rapidity.  But  this 
is  something  external  and  material;  it  is  but  the  out- 
ward and  visible  sign  of  an  inward  and  spiritual  d^er- 
sity.  I  may  discuss  what,  in  the  abstract,  constitutes  the 
grand  style ;  but  that  sort  of  general  discussion  never 
much  helps  our  judgment  of  particular  instances.     I 

*  JlfamtMin,  canto  vi.  88.  f  Jfannaon,  canto  tL  29. 
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may  Bay  that  the  presence  or  ahsence  of  the  grand 
style  can  only  be  spiritually  discerned ;  and  this  is  true, 
bat  to  plead  this  looks  Uke  evading  the  difficulty.  My 
best  way  is  to  take  eminent  specimens  of  the  grand 
Btyle,  and  to  put  them  side  by  side  with  this  of  Scott. 
For  example,  when  Homer  says : 

aXXa,  <f>iKo£,  Bm  xal  crv  *     t'it}  o\xf<fwp€(u  ouror  ; 
KaTBave  koI  Uarpoickos,  onfp  ato  ifokXbv  d/icira>v,  *  —— 

that  is  in  the  grand  style.     When  Virgil  says : 

"  Disce,  paer,  virtatem  ex  me  yemmqne  laborem; 
Fortanam  ex  aliis,"  t  — 

that  IB  in  the  grand  style.     When  Dante  says : 

^  Lascio  ]o  fele,  et  yo  pel  doici  pomi 
Promessi  a  me  per  lo  verace  Duca ; 
Ma  fino  al  centro  pria  convieq  ch'  io  tomi,"  |  — 

that  is  in  the  grand  style.     When  Milton  says : 

**  His  form  hadyet  not  lost 
All  her  original  brightness,  nor  appeared 
Less  than  archangel  ruined,  and  the  excess 
Of  glory  obscured,"  §  — 

that,  finally,  is  in  the  grand  style.  Now  let  any  one,  af- 
ter repeating  to  himself  these  four  passages,  repeat  again 
the  passage  of  Scott,  and  he  wilT  perceive  that  there  is 
something  in  style  which  the  four  first  have  in  common, 
and  which  the  last  is  without ;  and  this  something  is  pre- 

*  "  B(x  content,  good  friend,  die  also  thoa !  why  lamentest  thou  thy- 
self on  this  wise?  Patroclus,  too,  died,  who  was  a  far  better  than 
thou.;*  —  lUad,  xxi.  106. 

f  **Fix)m  me,  young  man,  learn  nobleness  of  soul  and  true  effort; 
learn  success  from  others.*' — ^neid,  xii.  435. 

I  **  I  leave  the  gall  of  bitterness,  and  I  go  for  the  apples  of  sweetness 
promised  unto  me  by  my  faithful  Guide;  but  far  as  the  centre  it  be* 
hoves  me  first  to  fall.*'  ^BeU,  xvi.  61. 

§  Paradise  Lost^  i.  691. 
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OBelj  the  grand  manner.  It  is  no  disrespect  to  Scott  to 
say  that  he  does  not  attain  to  this  manner  in  his  poetrjr  • 
to  saj  so,  is  merely  to  say  that  he  is  not  among  the  five 
or  six  supreme  poets  of  the  world.  Among  these  he  is 
not ;  but,  being  a  man  of  far  greater  powers  than  the 
ballad-poets,  he  has  tried  to  give  to  their  instrument  a 
compass  and  an  elevation  which  it  does  not  naturally 
possess,  in  order  to  enable  him  to  come  nearer  to  the 
effect  of  the  instrument  used  by  the  great  epic  poets,  — 
an  instrument  which  he  felt  he  could  not  truly  use, — 
and  in  this  attempt  he  has  but  imperfectly  succeeded. 
The  poetic  style  of  Scott  is  —  (it  becomes  necessary  to 
say  so  when  it  is  proposed  to  ^*  translate  Homer  into  the 
melodies  of  Marmion") — it  is^  tried  by  the  highest 
standards,  a  bastard  epic  style ;  and  Uiat  is  why,  out  of 
his  own  powerful  hands,  it  has  had  so  little  success.  It 
is  a  less  natural,  and  therefore  a  less  good  style,  than  the 
original  ballad-style ;  while  it  shares  with  the  ballad-style 
the  inherent  incapacity  of  rising  into  the  grand  style,  of 
adequately  rendering  Homer.  Scott  is  certainly  at  his 
best  in  his  battles.  Of  Homer  you  could  not  say  this ; 
he  is  not  better  in  his  battles  than  elsewhere ;  but  even 
between  the  battle-pieces  of  the  two  there  exists  all  the 
difference  which  there  is  between  an  able  work  and  a 
masterpiece. 

"  Tunstall  lies  dead  upon  the  field, 
His  life-blood  stains  the  spotless  shield; 
Edmund  is  down,  —  my  life  is  reft,  —  . 
The  Admiral  alone  is  left." 

■  —  "  For  not  in  the  hands  of  Diomede  the  son  of  Tydeus 
rages  the  spear,  to  ward  off  destruction  from  the  Danaans ; 
neither  as  yet  have  I  heard  the  voice  of  the  son  of  Atreus, 
shouting  out  of  his  hated  mouth ;  but  the  voice  of  Hector 
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the  slajer  of  men  bursts  round  me,  as  he  cheers  on  the 
Tr5jans;  and  they*with  their  yellings  fill  all  the  plain, 
overooming  the  Achaians  in  the  battle.'^  —  I  protest  that, 
to  my  feeling,  Homer's  performance,  even  through  that 
pale  and  far-off  shadow  of  a  prose  translation,  still  has  a 
hundred  times  more  of  the  grand  manner  about  it,  than 
the  original  poetry  of  Soott. 

Well,  then,  the  ballad-manner  and  the  ballad-measure, 
whether  in  the  hands  of  the  old  ballad  poets,  or  arranged 
hj  Chapman,  or  arranged  hj  Mr.  Newman,  or,  even,  ar- 
ranged bj  Sir  Walter  Scott,  cannot  worthily  render 
Homer.  And  for  one  reason:  Homer  is  plain,  so  are 
they ;  Homer  is  natural,  so  are  they ;  Homer  is  spirited, 
so  are  they ;  but  Homer  is  sustainedly  noble,  and  they 
are  not.  Homer  and  they  are  both  of  them  natural,  and 
therefore  touching  and  stirring;  but  the  grand  style, 
which  is  Homer's,  is  something  more  than  touching  and 
Btirnng ;  it  can  form  the  diaracter,  it  is  edifying.  The 
old  English  balladist  may  stir  Sir  Philip  Sidney's  heart 
like  a  trumpet,  and  this  is  much :  but  Homer,  but  the 
few  artists  in  the  grand  style,  can  do  more ;  they  can  re- 
fine  the  raw  natural  man,  they  can  transmute  hhn.  So 
it  is  not  without  cause  that  I  say,  and  say  again,  to  the 
translator  of  Homer :  '^  Never  for  a  moment  suffer  your- 
self to  forget  our  fourth  fundamental  proposition.  Homer 
is  noUe*^  For  it  is  seen  how  large  a  share  this  noble- 
ness has  in  producing  that  general  eflfect  of  his,  which  it 
is  the  main  business  of  a  translator  to  reproduce. 

I  shall  have  to  try  your  patience  yet  once  more  upon 
this  subject,  and  then  my  task  will  be  completed.  I  have 
shown  what  the  four  axioms  respecting  Homer  which  I 
have  laid  down,  exclude,  what  they  bid  a  translator  not  to 
do ;  I  have  still  to  show  what  they  supply,  what  positive 
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help  tbey  can  give  to  the  translator  in  bis  work.  '  I  will 
even,  with  then-  aid,  myself  try  my  f6rtune  with  some  of 
those  passages  of  Homer  which  1  have  already  noticed ; 
not  indeed  with  any  confidence  that  I  more  than  others  can 
succeed  in  adequately  rendering  Homer,  but  in  the  hope 
of  satisfying  competent  judges,  in  the  hope  of  making  it 
clear  to  the  future  translator,  that  I  at  anj  rate  follow  a 
right  method,  and  that,  in  coming  short,  I  come  short 
from  weakness  of  execution,  not  from  ori^nal  vice  of  de- 
sign.    This  is  why  I  have  so  lohg  occupied  myself  vnth 
j^.  Newman's  version ;  that,  apart  from  all  faults  of  ex- 
ecution, his  original  design  was  wrong,  and  that  be  has 
done  us  the  good  service  of  declaring  that  design  in  its 
xiftked  wrongness.     To  bad  practice  he  has  prefixed  the 
had  theory  which  made  the  practice  bad ;  he  has  given  qb 
0  false  theory  in  his  preface,  and  he  has  exemplified  the 
had  effects  of  that  false  theory  in  his  translation.     It  is 
t)ecause  his  starting-point  is  so  bad  that  he  runs  so  badly  ; 
and  to  save  others  from  taking  so  false  a  starting-point, 
may  be  to  sav^  them  from  running  so  futile  a  course. 

Mr.  Newman,  indeed,  says  in  his  preface,  that  if  any 
one  dislikes  his  translation,  "  he  has  his  easy  remedy ;  to 
keep  aloof  from  it."     But  Mr.  Newman  is  a  writer  of 
considerable  and  deserved  reputation ;  he  is  also  a  Profes- 
sor of  the  University  of  London,  an  institution  which  by 
its  position  and  by  its  merits  acquires  every  year  greater 
importance.    It  would  be  a  very  grave  thing  if  the  author- 
ity of  so  eminetit  a  Professor  led  his  students  to  miscon- 
ceive entirely  the  chief  work  of  the  Greek  world ;  that 
work  which,  whatever  the  other  works  of  classical  anti- 
quity  have  to  give  us,  gives  it  more  abundantiy  than  they 
•     The  eccentricity,  too,  the  arbitrariness,  of  which  Mr. 
^^'nan's  conception  of  Homer  offers  so  signal  an  ex- 
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ample,  are  not  a  peculiar  faOing  of  Mr.  Newman's  own ; 
in  yaiying  degrees  they  are  the  great  defect  of  English 
inteUect,  the  great  blemish  of  English  literature.     Our 
literature  of  the  eighteenth  century,  the  literature  of  the 
school  of  Dryden,  Addison,  Pope,  Johnson,  is  a  long  re- 
action  against  this  eccentricity,  this  arbitrariness  ;  that  re- 
action  perished  by  its  own  faults,  and  its  enemies  are  left 
once  more  masters  of  the  field.     It  is  much  more  likely 
that  any  new  English  version  of  Homer  will  have  Mr. 
Newman's  faults  than  Pope's.     Our  present  literature, 
which  is  very   far,   certainly,  from    having  the    spirit 
and  power  of  Elizabethan   genius,  yet  has  in  its  own 
way  these  faults,   eccentricity  and  arbitrarmess,   quite 
as  much  as  the  Elizabethan  Hterature  ever  had.     They 
are  the  cause  that,  while  upon  none,  perhaps,   of  the 
modem   Uteratures  has  so  great  a  sum  of  force  been 
expendea  as  upon   the  English  literature,  at  the  pre^ 
ent  hour  this  literature,  regarded  not  as  an   object  of 
mere  Uterary  interest  but  as  a  living  intellectual  m- 
strument,  ranks  only  third  in  European  effect  and  im- 
portance among  the  literatures   of  Europe;    it   ranks 
after  the  Uteratures  of  France  and  Germany.     Of  these 
two  Uteratures,  as  of  the  intellect  of  Europe  in  general, 
the  main  effort,  for  now  many  yeara,  has  been  a  crUical 
effort;  the  endeavor,  in  aU  branches  of  knowledge,— 
theology,  philosophy,  history,  art,  science,  —  to  see  the  oh- 
ject  as  in  itself  it  really  is.     But,  owing  to  the  presence 
in  English  literature  of  this  eccentric  and  arbitrary  spint, 
owing  to  the  strong  tendency  of  English  writers  to  brmg 
to  the  consideration  of  their  object  some  individual  fancy, 
almost  the  last  thing  for  which  one  would  come  to  Eng- 
lish  literature  is  just  that  very  thing  which  now  Europe 
most  desires  -^nticim.    It  is  useful  to  notice  any  signal 
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maDifestation  of  those  &ult8y  which  thus  limit  and  impair 
the  action  of  our  literature.  And  therefore  I  have 
pointed  out,  how  widely,  in  translating  Homer,  a  man 
even  of  real  ability  and  learning  may  go  astraj,  unless 
he  brings  to  the  study  of  this  clearest  of  poets  one  qual- 
ity in  which  our  £nglish  authors,  with  all  their  great 
gif^s,  are  iq)t  to  be  somewhat  wantmg— -simple  lucidity 
of  mind. 

UL 

HOMER  is  rapid  in  his  movementy  Homer  is  plain 
in  his  wprds  and  style,  Homer  is  simple  in  hia 
ideas,  Homer  is  noble  in  his  manner.     Gowper  renders 
him  ill  because  he  is  slow  in  his  movement,  and  elaborate 
in  his  style ;  Pope  renders  him  ill  because  he  is  artificial 
both  in  his  style  and  in  his  words  ;  Chapman  renders  him 
ill  because  he  is  fantastic  in  his  ideas ;  Mr.  Newman  ren- 
ders him  ill  because  he  is  odd  in  his  words  sad  ignoble  in 
his  manner.    All  four  translators  diverge  frwn  their  orig- 
inal at  other  points  besides  those  named ;  but  it  is  at  the 
points  thus  named  that  their  divergence  is  greatest     For 
instance,  Cowper's  diction  is  not  as  Homer's  diction,  nor 
his  nobleness  as  Homer's  nobleness ;  but  it  is  in  move- 
ment and  grammatical  style  that  he  is  most  unlike  Homer. 
Pope's  rapidity  is  not  of  the  same  sort  as  Homer's  rapid- 
ity, nor  are  his  plainness  of  ideas  and  his  nobleness  as 
Homer's  plainness  of  ideas  and  nobleness :  but  it  is  in  the 
artificial  character  of  his  style  and  diction  that  he  is  most 
unlike  Homer.     Chapman's  movement,  words,  style,  and 
manner,  are  often  far  enough  from  resembling  Homer's 
movement,  words,  style^  and  manner;  but  it' is  the  fantasti- 
cality of  his  ideas  which  puts  him  farthest  from  resem- 
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bling  Homer.  Mr.  Newman's  movement,  grammatical 
style,  and  ideas,  are  a  thousand  times  in  strong  contrast 
with  Homer^s;  still  it  is  by  the  oddness  of  hfs  diction 
and  the  ignobleness  of  his  manner  that  he  contrasts  with 
Homer  the  most  violently. 

Therefore  the  translator  must  not  say  to  himself: 
^  Cowper  is  noble,  Pope  is  rapid,  Chapman  has  a  good 
diction,  Mr.  Newman  has  a  good  cast  of  sentence ;  I  will 
avoid  CiSowper's  slowness.  Pope's  artificiality.  Chapman's 
conceits,  Mr.  Newman's  oddity;  I  will  take  Cowper's 
dignified  manner,  Pope's  impetuous  movement,  Chap- 
man's vocabulary,  Mr.  Newman's  syntax,  and  so  make  a 
perfect  translation  of  Homer."  Undoubtedly  in  certain 
points  the  versions  of  Chapman,  Cowper,  Pope,  and  Mr. 
Newman,  all  of  them  have  merit ;  some  of  them  very  high 
merit,  others  a  lower  merit;  but  even  in  these  pcrints  they 
have  none  of  them  precisely  the  same  kind  of  merit  as 
Homer,  and  therefore  the  new  translator,  even  if  he  can 
imitate  them  m  their  good  points,  will  still  not  satisfy  his 
judge,  the  scholar,  who  asks  him  for  Homer  and  Homei^s 
kind  of  merit,  or,  at  least,  for  as  nmch  of  them  as  it  is 

possible  to  give. 

So  the  translator  really  has  no  good  model  before  him 
for  any  part  of  his  work,  and  has  to  invent  everything 
for  himself.  He  is  to  be  rapid  in  movement,  plain  in 
speech,  simple  in  thought,  and  noble;  and  kow  he  is  to 
be  either  rapid,  or  plain,  or  simple,  or  noble,,  no  one 
yet  has  shown  him.  I  shaU  try  to-day  to  establish  some 
practical  suggestions  which  may  help  the  translator  of 
Homer's  poetry  to  comply  with  the  four  grand  require- 
ments  which  we  make  of  him. 

His  version  is  to  be  rapid;  and  of  course,  to  make  a 
man's  poetiy  rapid,  as  to  make  it  noble,  nothing  can 

15  ^ 


838  ON  TBAHSLATING  HOMEB. 

genre  him  so  much  as  to  haye,  in  his  own  nature,  rapidity 
and  nobleness.  Jt  is  the  tpirii  thai  guickenelh;  and  no 
one  will  so  well  render  Homer^s  swift-flowing  moyement 
as  he  who  has  himself  something  of  the  swift-moving 
spirit  of  Homer.  Yet  even  this  is  not  quite  enough. 
Pope  certainly  had  a  qui(^  and  darting  spirit,  as  he  had, 
also,  real  nobleness;  yet  Pope  does  not  render  the  move- 
ment of  Homer.  To  render  this  the  translator  must  havet^ 
besides  his  natural  qualifications,  an  appropriate  metre. 

I  have  sufficiently  shown  why  I  think  all  forms  of  our 
ballad-metre  unsuited  to  Homer.  It  seems  to  me  to  be 
beyond  question  that,  for  epic  poetry,  only  three  metres 
can  seriously  claim  to  be  accounted  capable  of  the  grand 
style.  Two  df  these  wul  at  once  occur  to  every  one,  — 
the  ten-syllable,  or  so-called-  heroicy  couplet,  and  blank 
verse.  I  do  not  add  to  these  the  Spenserian  stanza,  al- 
though Dr.  Maginn,  whose  metrical  eccentricities  I  have 
already  criticised,  pronounces  this  stanza  the  one  right 
measure  for  a  translation  of  Homer.  It  is  enough  to  ob» 
serve,  that  if  Pope's  couplet,  with  the  simple  system  of 
correspondences  that  its  rhymes  int<roduce,  changes  the 
movement  of  Homer,  in  which  no  such  correspondences 
are  found,  and  is  therefore  a  bad  measure  for  a  translator 
of  Homer  to  employ,  Spenser's  stanza,  with  its  far  more 
intricate  system  of  correspondences,  must  change  Homer's 
movement  far  more-  profoundly,  and  must  therefore  be  for 
the  translator  a  far  worse  measure  than  the  couplet  of 
Pope.  Yet  I  will  say,  at  the  same  time,  that  the  verse 
of  Spenser  is  more  fluid,  slips  more  easily  and  quickly 
along,  than  the  verse  of  almost  any  other  English  poet 

**  By  this  the  northern  wagoner  had  set 
His  seven-fold  team  behind  the  steadfast  star 
That  was  in  ocean  waves  yet  never  wet, 
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But  firm  is  fixt,  and  sendeth  light  from  far 
To  all  that  in  the  wide  deep  wandering  are";  * 

one  cannot  but  feel  that  English  verse  has  not  often 
moved  with  the  fluidity  and  sweet  ease  of  these  lines. 
It  is  possible  that  it  may  have  been  this  quality  of  Spen- 
ser's poetry  which  made  Dr.  Maginn  think  that  the  stanza 
of  "  The  Faery  Queen  "  must  be  a  good  measure  for  ren- 
dering Homer.  This  it  is  not:  Spenser's  verse  is  fluid 
and  rapid,  no  doubt,  but  there  are  more  ways  than  one 
of  being  fluid  and  rapid,  and  Homer  is  fluid  and  rapid  in 
quite  another  way  than  Spenser.  Spenser's  manner  is 
no  more  Homeric  than  is  the  manner  of  the  one  modem 
inheritor  of  Spenser's  beautiful  gift,  —  the  poet,  who  evi- 
dently caught  from  Spenser  his  sweet  and  easy-slipping 
movement,  and  who  has  exquisitely  employed  it ;  a  Spen- 
serian genius,  nay,  a  genius  by  natural  endowment  richer 
probably  than  even  Spenser ;  that  light  which  shines  so 
nnexpected  and  without  fellow  in  our  century,  an  Eliza- 
bethan bom  too  late,  the  early  lost  and  admirably  gift;ed 
Keats. 

I  say  then  that  there  are  really  but  three  metres,  — > 
the  ten-syllable  couplet,  blank  verse,  and  a  third  metre 
which  I  will  not  yet  name,  but  which  is  neither  the  Spen- 
serian stanza  nor  any  form  of  ballad-verse,  —  between 
which,  as  vehicles  for  Homer's  poetry,  the  translator  has 
to  make  his  choice.  Every  one  will  at  once  remem- 
ber a  thousand  passages  in  which  both  the  ten-syllable 
couplet  and  blank  verse  prove  themselves  to  have  no- 
bleness.    Undoubtedly  the  movement  and  manner  of 

this,  — 

"  Still  raise  for  good  the  supplicating  voice, 
Bat  leave  to  Heaven  the  measarejind  the  choice,**  — 

*  The  Faery  Queen,  Canto  ii.  Stanza  1. 
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are  noble.  Undoabtedlj,  the  moTement  and  manner  of 
this:  — 

"  High  on  ft  throne  of  rojal  state,  which  hr 
Outshone  the  weftlth  of  Onnus  and  of  Ind,"  — 

are  nohle  also.  But  tiie  first  is  in  a  rhymed  metre ;  and 
the  unfitness  of  a  rhymed  metre  for  Tendering  Homer  I 
have  already  shown.  I  will  observe,  too,  that  the  fine 
couplet  which  I  have  quoted  comes  out  of  a  satire,  a 
didactic  poem ;  and  that  it  is  in  didactic  poetry  that  the 
ten-syllable  couplet  has  most  successfully  essayed  the 
grand  style.  In  narrative  poetry  this  metre  has  suc- 
ceeded best  when  it  essayed  a  sensibly  lower  style,  the 
style  of  Chaucer,  for  instance ;  whose  narrative  man- 
ner, though  a  very  good  and  sound  manner,  is  certainly 
neither  the  grand  manner  nor  the  manner  of  Homer. 

The  rhymed  ten-syllable  couplet  being  thus  excluded^ 
blank  verse  ofiers  itself  for  the  translator's  use.  The 
first  kind  of  blank  verse  which  naturally  occurs  to  us 
is  the  blank  verse  of  Milton,  which  has  been  employed, 
with  more  or  less  modification,  by  Mr.  Gary  in  translat- 
ing Dante,  by  Cowper,  and  by  Mr.  Wright  in  translating 
Homer.  How  noble  this  metre  is  in  Milton's  hands, 
how  completely  it  shows  itself  capable  of  the  grand, 
nay  of  the  grandest,  style,  I  need  not  say.  To  this 
metre,  as  used  in  the  Paradise  Lost,  our  country  owes 
the  glory  of  having,  produced  one  of  the  only  two  poeti- 
cal works  in  the  grand  style  which  are  to  be  found  in 
the  modern  languages;  the  Divine  comedy  of  Dante  is 
the  other.  England  and  Italy  here  stand  alone;  Spain, 
France,  and  Germany  have  produced  great  poets,  but 
neither  Calderon,  nor  Comeille,  nor  Schiller,  nor  even 
Groethe,  has  produced  a  body  of  poetry  in  the  true  grand 
style,  in  the  sense  in  which  the  style  of  the  body  of 
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Homer's  poetry,  or  Pindar's,  or  Sophocles's,  is  grand. 
Bat  Dante  has,  and  so  has  MOton ;  and  in  this  respect 
Milton  possesses  a  distinction  whidi  even  Shakespeare, 
undoubtedly  the  supreme  poetical  power  in  our  litera- 
tare,  does  not  share  with  him.  Not  a  tragedy  of  Shake- 
speare but  contains  passages  in  the  worst  of  all  styles, 
the  afiected  style ;  and  the  grand  style,  although  it  may 
be  harsh,  or  obscure,  or  cumbrous,  or  over-labored^  is 
never  affected.  In  ^ite,  therefore,  of  objections  which 
may  justly  be  urged  against  the  plan  and  treatment  of 
the  Paradise  Lost,  in  spite  of  its  possessing,  certainly,  a 
far  less  enthralling  force  of  interest  to  attract  and  to 
carry  forward  the  reader  than  the  Iliad  or  the  Divine 
Comedy,  it  fully  deserves,  it  jcan  never  lose,  its  immense 
reputation;  for,  like  the  Iliad  and  the  Divine  Comedy, 
nay  in  some  respects  to  a  higher  degree  than  either  of 
them,  it  is  in  the  grand  style. 

But  the  grandeur  of  Milton  is  one  thing,  and  the 
grandeur  of  Homer  is  another.  Homer's  movement,  I 
have  said  again  and  again,  is  a  flowing,  a  rapid  move- 
ment ;  Milton's,  on  the  other  hand,  is  a  labored,  a  self-re- 
tarding movement.  In  each  case,  the  moveme^nt,  the 
metrical  cast,  corresponds  with  the  mode  of  evolution  of 
iHie  thought,  with  the  syntactical  cast,  and  is  indeed  die- 
termined  by  it  Milton  charges  himself  so  full  with 
thought,  imagination,  knowledge,  that  his  style  will 
hardly  contain  them.  He  is  too  full-stored  to  show  us 
in  much  detail  one  conception,  one  piece  of  knowledge ; 
he  just  shows  it  to  us  in  a  pregnant  allusive  way,  and 
then  he  presses  on  to  another ;  and  all  this  fulness,  this 
pressure,  this  condensation,  this  self-constraint,  enters  into 
his  movement,  and  makes  it  what  it  is,  —  noble,  but  diffir 
eolt  and  austere.    Homer  is  quite  different;  he  says  a 
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thing,  and  says  it  to  the  end,  and  ihen  be^os  another, 
while  Milton  is  trying  to  press  a  thousand  things  into 
one.  So  that  whereas,  in  reading  Milton,  you  never  laae 
the  sense  of  laborious  and  condensed  fulness,  in  readings 
Homer  you  never  lose  the  sense  of  flowing  and  abound* 
ing  ease.  With  Milton  line  runs  into  line,  and  all  is 
straidy  bound  together :  with  Homer  line  runs  off  from 
line,  and  ail  hurries  away  onward.  Homer  begins,  M^wp 
&i9€,  Btoy  —  at  the  second  word  announcing  the  proposed 
action :  Milton  begins : 

^  Of  man*8  first  disobedience,  and  the  frnit 
Of  that  forbidden  tree,  whoee  mortal  taste 
Brought  death  into  the  world,  and  all  oar  woe, 
With  loss  of  Eden,  till  one  greater  Man 
Restore  us,  and  regain  the  blissfal  seat, 
Sing,  heavenly  muse." 

So  chary  of  a  sentence  is  he,  so  resolute  not  to  let  it  escape 
him  till  he  has  crowded  into  it  all  he  can,  that  it  is  not  till 
the  thirty-ninth  word  in  the  sentence  that  he  will  give 
us  the  key  to  it,  the  word  of  action,  the  verb.  Milton 
says: 

'*  0  for  that  warning  voice,  which  he,  who  saw 
The  Apocalypse,  heard  cry  in  heaven  aloud." 

He  is  not  satisfied,  unless  he  can  tell  us,  all  in  one  sen- 
tence, and  without  permitting  himself  to  actually  mention 
the  name,  that  the  man  who  had  the  warning  voice  was 
the  same  man  who  saw  the  Apocalypse.  Homer  would 
have  said,  "  0  for  that  warning  voice,  which  John  heard," 
—  and  if  it  had  suited  him  to  say  that  John  also  saw  the 
Apocalypse,  he  would  have  given  us  that  in  another  sen- 
tence. The  effect  of  this  allusive  and  compressed  man- 
ner of  Milton  is,  I  need  not  say,  often  very  powerful; 
and  it  is  an  effect  which  other  great  poets  have  ofleii 
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scmght  to  obtain  much  in  the  same  way:  Dante  is  full 
of  it,  Horace  is  full  of  it ;  but  wherever  it  exists,  it  is  al- 
ways an  un-Homeric  effect.  ^The  losses  of  the  heavens," 
says  Horace,  'Afresh  moons  speedily  repair;  we,  when  we 
have  gone  down  where  the  pious  ^neas,  where  the  rich 
TuUus  and  Ancus  are, — pulvis  et  umbra  sumus^*  He 
never  actually  says  where  we  go  to ;  he  only  indicates  it  by 
saying  that  it  is  that  place  where  JBneas,  TuUus,  and  Ancus 
are.  But  Homer,  when  he  has  to  speak  of  going  down 
to  the  grave,  says,  definitely.  Is  'HXvo-iop  nthiov — aBa- 
paroi  ir€fiy^winy,1f  —  ^  The  immortals  shall  send  thee  to 
the  Slysian  plain**;  and  it  is  not  till  after  he  has  defi- 
nitely said  this,  that  he  adds,  that  it  is  there  that  the 
abode  of  departed  worthies  is  placed:  ^i  ^a»Bhs  *Fa^ 
fiap0vs,  —  *^  Where  the  yellow-haired  Bhadamanthus  is." 
Again ;  Horace,  having  to  say  that  punishment  sooner  or 
later  overtakes  crime,  says  it  thus : 

^  Baro  antecedentem  scelestam 
Deserait  pede  Pcena  claudo.**  % 

The  thought  itself  of  these  lines  is  familiar  enough  to 
Homer  and  Hesiod ;  but  neither  Homer  nor  Hesoid,  in 
expressing  it,  could  possibly  have  so  complicated  its  ex- 
pression as  Horace  complicates  it,  and  purposely  compli- 
cates it,  by  his  use  of  the  word  deseruit.  I  say  that  this 
complicated  evolution  of  the  thought  necessarily  compli- 
cates the  movement  and  rhythm  of  a  poet ;  and  that  the 
Miltonic  blank  verse,  of  course  the  first  model  of  blank 
verse  which  suggests  itself  to  an  English  translator  of 
Homer,  bears  the  strongest  marks  of  such  complication, 
and  is  therefore  entirely  unfit  to  render  Homer, 

If  blank  verse  is  used  in  translating  Homer,  it  must  be 

*  Odtt,  IV.  vii.  18.         t  Odsfmy,  iy.  668.         %  Ode$,  lU.  ii.  81. 
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a  blank  Terse  of  which  English  poetry,  naturally  8wa3red 
much  by  Milton's  treatment  of  this  metre,  offers  at  pre»- 
ent  hardly  any  examples.  It  must  not  be  CWpei^s 
blank  verse,  who  has  studied  Milton's  pregnant  manner 
with  such  effect,  that,  having  to  say  of  Mr.  Throckmor- 
ton that  he  spares  his  avenue,  although  it  is  the  fashion 
with  other  people  to  cut  down  theirs,  he  says  that  Bene- 
volus  ^reprieves  The  obsolete  prolixity  of  shade."  It 
must  not  be  Mr.  Tennyson's  blank  verse. 

'*  For  all  experience  is  an  arch,  wherethrough 
Gleams  that  nntravelled  world,  whose  distance  fiidea 
Forever  and  forever,  as  we  gaze.** 

It  is  no  blame  to  the  thought  of  those  lines,  which  be* 
longs  to  another  order  of  ideas  than  Homei^s,  but  it  is 
true,  that  Homer  would  certainly  have  said  of  them,  ^  It 
18  to  consider  too  curiously  to  consider  so."  It  is  no 
blame  to  their  rhythm,  which  belongs  to  another  order  of 
movement  than  Homer's,  but  it  is  true,  that  these  three 
lines  by  themselves  take  up  nearly  as  much  time  as  a 
whole  book  of  the  Biad.  No ;  the  blank  verse  used  in 
rendering  Homer  must  be  a  blank  verse  of  which  perhaps 
the  best  specimens  are  to  be  found  in  some  of  the  most 
rapid  passages  of  Shakespeare's  plays,  —  a  blank  verse 
which  does  not  dovetail  its  lines  into  one  another,  and 
which  habitually  ends  its  lines  with  monosyllables.  Such 
a  blank  verse  might  no  doubt  be  very  rapid  in  its  move- 
ment, and  might  perfectly  adapt  itself  to  a  thought  plain- 
ly and  directly  evolved ;  and  it  would  be  interesting  to 
see  it  well  applied  to  Homer.  But  the  translator  who  de- 
termines to  use  it,  must  not  conceal  from  himself  that  in 
order  to  pour  Homer  into  the  mould  of  this  metre,  he  will 
have  entirely  to  break  him  up  and  melt  him  down,  with  the 
hope  of  then  successfully  composing  him  afresh ;  and  this 
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is  a  process  which  is  full  of  risks.  It  may,  no  doubt,  be 
the  real  Homer  that  issues  new  from  it;  it  is  not  cer- 
tain beforehand  that  it  cannot  be  the  real  Homer,  as  it  is 
certain  that  from  the  mould  of  Pope's  couplet  or  Cow- 
per's  Miltonic  verse  it  cannot  be  the  real  Homer  thai 
will  issue ;  still,  the  diances  of  disappointment  are 
great.  The  result  of  such  an  attempt  to  renovate  the  old 
poet  may  be  an  ^son :  but  it  may  also,  and  more  proba* 
l>ly  will,  be  a  PelSaa. 

When  I  say  this,  I  point  to  the  metre  which  seems  to 
me  to  give  the  translator  the  best  chance  of  preserving 
the  general  effect  of  Homer, —  that  third  metre  which  I 
have  not  yet  expressly  named,  the  hexameter.  I  know 
all  that  is  said  i^inst  th6  use  of  hexameters  in  English 
poetry ;  but  it  comes  only  to  this,  that,  among  us,  they 
have  not  yet  been  used  on  any  considerable  scale  with 
success.  Sohitur  amhdando  :  this  is  an  objection  which 
can  best  be  met  by  producing  good  English  hexameters. 
And  there  is  no  reason  in  the  nature  of  the  English  lan- 
guage why  it  should  not  adapt  itself  to  hexameters  as  well 
as  the  German  language  does ;  nay,  the  English  language, 
from  its  greater  rapidity,  is  in  itself  better  suited  than  the 
German  for  them.  The  hexameter,  whether  alone  or 
with  the  pentameter,  possesses  a  movement,  an  expres- 
sion, which  no  metre  hitherto  in  common  use  amongst  us 
possesses,  and  which  I  am  convinced  English  poetry,  as 
our  mental  wants  multiply,  will  not  always  be  content  to 
forego.  Applied  to  Homer,  this  metre  affords  to  the 
translator  the  immense  support  of  keeping  him  more 
nearly  than  any  other  metre  to  Homer's  movement ;  and, 
since  a  poet's  movement  makes  ||^t|||e  a  part  of  his  gen- 
eral effect,  and  to  reproduce  th«      j-    r 

the  translator's  indispensable  1 

15*        .i^- 
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him,  it  18  a  great  thing  to  have  this  part  of  yoor  model's 
general  effect  already  given  you  in  your  metre,  instead  of 
baying  to  get  it  entirely  for  yourseUl 

These  are  general  considerations;  hat  there  are  also 
one  or  two  particular  considerations  which  confirm  me  in 
the  opinion  that  for  translating  Homef  into  English  verse 
the  hexameter  should  be  used.  The  most  successful  at- 
tempt hitherto  made  at  rendering  Homer  into  EngUsli, 
the  attempt  in  which  Homer's  general  effect  has  been 
best  retained,  is  an  attempt  made  in  the  hexameter 
measure.  It  is  a  version  of  the  famous  lines  in  the 
third  book  of  the  Iliad,  which  end  with  that  mention 
of  Castor  and  Pollux  from  which  Mr.  Buskin  extracts 
the  sentimental  consolation  already  noticed  by  me.  The 
author  is  the  accomplished  Provost  of  Eton,  Dr.  Haw- 
trey  ;  and  this  performance  of  his  must  be  my  excuse  for 
•having  taken  the  liberty  to  single  him  out  for  mention,  as 
one  of  the  natural  judges  of  a  translation  of  Homer,  along 
.with  Professor  Thompson  and  Professor  Jowett,  whose 
connection  with  Greek  literature  is  officiaL  The  passage 
is  short ;  *  and  Dr.  Hawtrey*8  veision  of  it  is  suffused 

•  So  short,  that  I  quote  it  entire:  — 

"  Gleariy  the  rest  I  behold  of  the  dark-ejed  sons  of  Achaia; 
Known  to  me  well  are  the  faces  of  all;  their  names  I  remember; 
Two,  two  only  remain,  whom  I  see  not  ainong  the  commanders, 
Castor  fleet  in  the  car,  —  Poljdenkes  brave  with  the  cestus,  — 
Own  dear  brethren  of  mine,  —  one  parent  loved  ns  as  infants. 
Are  they  not  here  in  the  host,  from  the  shores  of  loved  Laoedasmon, 
Or,  though  they  came  with  the  rest  in  ships  that  bound  through  the 

waters. 
Dare  they  not  enter  the  fight  or  stand  in  the  council  of  Heroes, 
All  for  feaf  of  the  shame  and  the  taunts  my  crime  has  awakened  ? 
So  said  she; — they  long  since  in  Earth's  soft  arras  were  reposing, 
There,  in  their  own  dear  land,  their  Fatherland,  Lacedseraon." 

EngUsh  Hexameter  TrandaHons ;  London,  1847 ;  p.  242. 

I  have  changed  Dr.  Hawtrey^s  "  Kastor,*'  "  Lakedaimon,"  back  to 
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with  a  pensive  grace  which  is^  perhaps,  rather  more  Yir- 
gilian  than  Homeric ;  still  -it  is  the  one  version  of  any 
part  of  the  Iliad  which  in  some  degree  reproduces  for  me 
the  original  effect  of  Homer:  it  is  the  best,  and  it  is  in 
hexameters. 

This  is  one  of  the  particular  considerations  that  incline 
me  to  prefer  the  hexameter,  for  translating  Homer,  to 
our  established  metres.  There  is  another.  Most  of  jou, 
probably,  have  some  knowledge  of  a  poem  by  Mr.  Glough, 
^  The  Bothie  of  Toper-na-fuosich,"  a  long-vacation  pasto- 
ral, in  hexameters.  The  general  merits  of  that  poem  I 
am  not  going  to  discuss:  it  is  a  serio-comic  poem,  and, 
therefore,  of  essentially  different  nature  from  the  Iliad. 
Still  in  two  things  it  is,  more  than  any  other  English 
poem  which  I  can  call  to  mind,  like  the  Iliad :  in  the 
rapidity  of  its  movement,  and  the  plainness  and  direct^ 

the  familiar  **  Castor,"  **  Lacedaomon,**  in  obedience  to  my  own  role 
that  everything  odd  is  to  be  avoided  in  rendering  Homer,  the  most 
natural  and  least  odd  of  poets.  I  see  Mr.  Newman's  dHtic  in  the 
National  Review  urges  our  generation  to  bear  with  the  unnatural  ef- 
fect of  these  rewritten  Greek  names,  in  the  hope  that  by.  this  means 
the  effect  of  them  may  have  to  the  next  generation  become  natural. 
For  my  part,  I  feel  no  disposition  to  pass  all  my  own  life  in  the  wilder- 
ness of  pedantry,  in  order  that  a  posterity  which  I  shall  never  see  may 
one  day  enter  an  orthographical  Canaan;  and,  after  all,  the  real  ques- 
tion is  this:  whether  our  living  apprehension  of  the  Greek  world  is 
more  checked  by  meeting  in  an  English  book  about  the  Greeks,  names 
not  spelt  letter  for  letter  as  in  the  original  Greek,  or  by  meeting  names 
which  make  ns  rub  our  eyes  and  call  out,  "  How  exceedingly  odd  I " 

The  Latin  names  of  the  Greek  deities  raise  in  most  cases  the  idea 
of  quite  distinct  personages  from  the  personages  whose  idea  is  raised 
by  the  Greek  names.  Hera  and  Juno  are  actually,  to  every  scholar's 
imagination,  two  different  people.  So  in  all  these  cases*  the  Latin 
names  must,  at  any  inconvenience,  be  abandoned  when  we  are  deal* 
ing  with  the  Greek  world.  But  I  thick  it  can  be  in  the  sensitive 
imagination  of  Mr.  Grote  only,  that  "  Thucydides  '*  raises  the  idea 
of  a  different  man  from  9wKv6i6iis* 
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11688  of  its  style..  The  thought  in  this  poem  is  often  cari- 
oas  and  subtle,  and  that  is  not  Homeric ;  the  diction  is 
often  grotesque,  and  that  is  not  Homeric  Still,  bj  its 
vapidity  of  movement,  and  plain  and  direct  manner  of 
presenting  the  thought  however  curious  in  itself,  this 
poem,  which  being  as  I  say  a  serio-comic  poem  has  a 
right  to  be  grotesque,  is  grotesque  trufy,  not,  like  Mr. 
Newman's  version  of  the  Iliad,  faisefy,  Mr.  Clough's 
odd  epithets,  '^The  grave  man  nicknamed  Adam,"  ^The 
hairy  Aldrich,"  and  so  on,  grow  vitally  and  appear  natu- 
rally in  their  place;  while  Mr.  Newman's  ^dapper-greaved 
Achaaans,"  and  ^  motley-helmed  Hector,"  have  «11  the  air 
of  being  mechanically  elaborated  and  artificially  stuck 
in.  Mr.  dough's  hexameters  are  excessively,  needlessly 
lOUgh :  still,  owing  to  the  native  rapidity  of  this  measure, 
and  to  the  directness  of  style  which  so  well  allies  itself 
with  it,  his  composition  produces  a  sense  in  the  reader 
which  Homer's  composition  also  produces,  and  which 
Homer's  translator  ought  to  reproduce,  —  the  sense  of 
having,  within  short  limits  of  time,  a  large  portion  of 
human  life  presented  to  him,  instead  of  a  small  por- 
tion. 

Mr.  Clongh's  hexameters  are,  as  I  have  just  said,  too 
rough  and  irregular;  and  indeed  a  good  model,  on  any 
considerable  scale,  of  this  metre,  the  English  translator 
will  nowhere  find.  He  must  not  follow  the  model  offered 
by  Mr.  Longfellow  in  his  pleasing  and  popular  poem  of 
Evangeline ;  for  the  merit  of  the  manner  and  movement 
of  MoangeUtiey  when  they  are  at  their  best,  is  to  be  ten- 
derly elelgant;  and  their  fault,  when  they  are  at  their 
worst,  is  to  be  lumbering ;  but  Homer's  defect  is  not 
lumberingness,  neither  is  tender  elegance  his  excellence. 
The  lumbering  efiect  of  most   English  hexameters  is 
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caused  hy  their  being  much  too  dactylic ;  *  the  translator 
must  learn  to  use  spondees  freely.  Mr.  Clough  has  done 
this,  but  he  has  not  sufficiently  observed  another  rule 
"which  the  translator  cannot  follow  too  strictly ;  and  that 
is,  to  have  no  lines  which  will  not,  as  it  is  familiarly 
said,  recui  themselves.  This  is  of  the  last  importance  for 
rhythms  with  which  the  ear  of  the  English  public  is  not 
thoroughly  acquainted.  Lord  Bedesdale,  in  two  papers 
on  the  subject  of  Gi^ek  and  Roman  metres,  has  some 
good  remarks  on  the  outrageous  disregard  of  quantity  in 
wliich  English  verse,  trusting  to  its  force  of  accent,'is  apt 
to  indulge  itself.  The  predominance  of  accent  in  our 
language  is  so  great,  that  it  would  be  pedantic  not  to 
avail  one's  self  of  it ;  and  Lord  Redesdale  suggests  rules 
which  might  easily  be  pushed  too  far.  Still,  it  is  undeni- 
able that  in  English  hexameters  we  generally  force  the 
quantity  far  too  much ;  we  rely  on  justification  by  accent 
with  a  security  which  is  excessive.  But  not  only  do  we 
abuse  accent  by  shortening  long- syllables  and  lengthening 
short  ones ;  we  perpetually  commit  a  far  worse  fault,  by 
requiring  the  removal  of  the  accent  from  its  natural  place 
to  an  unnatural  one,  in  order  to  make  our  lin^  scan.  This 
18  a  fault,  even  when  our  metre  is  one  which  every  Eng-* 
Ush  reader  knows,  and  when  he  can  see  what  we  want 
and  can  correct  the  rhythm  according  to  our  wish ;  al- 
though it  is  a  fault  which  a  great  master  may  sometimes 
oonunit  knowingly  to  produce  a  desired  effect,  as  Milton 
changes  the  natural  accent  on  the  word  Tirisias  in  the 

line: 

« 

*  For  instance;  in  a  version  (I  believe,  by  the  late  Mr.  Lockhart)  of 
Homer*8  description  of  the  parting  of  Hector  and  Andromache,  there 
occnrs,  in  the  first  five  lines,  bnt  one  spondee  besides  the  necessary 
spondees  in  the  sixth  place :  in  the  corresponding  five  lines  of  Homer 
Ibero  oocur  ten.    See  EngUth  Bexameter  TranMiont^  244. 
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*'  And  TirwUs  aod  Phinens,  propheto  old  '*  | 

and  then  it  ceases  to  be  a  fault,  and  becomes  a  beauty. 
But  it  is  a  real  &ult,  when  Chapman  has : 

**  By  him  the  golden-throned  Queen  slept,  the  Queen  of  Deities  ** ; 

for  in  this  line,  to  make  it  scan,  you  have  to  take  away 
the  accent  from  the  word  Queen^  on  which  it  naturally 
fiills,  and  to  place  it  on  thraned^  which  would  naturally  be 
unaccented ;  and  yet,  after  all,  you  get  no  peculiar  effect 
or  beauty  of  cadence  to  reward  you.  It  is  a  real  &ult, 
when  Mr.  Newman  has : 

"  Infatuate!  0  that  thou  wert  lord  to  some  other  army  "  — 

for  here  again  the  reader  is  required,  not  for  any  special 
advantage  to  himself,  but  simply  to  save  Mr.  Newman 
trouble,  to  place  the  accent  on  the  insignificant  word  wert, 
where  it  has  no  business  whatever.  But  it  is  a  still 
greater  fault,  when  Spenser  has,  (to  take  a  striking  in- 
stance,) 

"  Wot  ye  why  his  molher  with  a  veil  hath  covered  his  fece?  " 

for  a  hexameter;  because  here  not  only  is  the  reader  cause- 
lessly required  to  make  havoc  with  the  natural  accentuar 
tion  of  the  line  in  order  to  get  it  to  run  as  a  hexameter ; 
but  also  he,  in  nine  cases  out  of  ten,  will  be  utterly  at  a 
loss  how  to  perform  the  process  required,  and  the  line 
will  remain  a  mere  monster  for  him.  I  repeat,  it  is  ad- 
visable to  construct  aU  verses  so  that  by  reading  them 
naturally  —  that  is,  according  to  the  sense  and  le^timate 
accent  —  the  reader  gets  the  right  rhythm ;  but,  for  Eng- 
lish hexameters,  that  they  be  so  constructed  is  indispen- 
sable. 

If  the  hexameter  best  helps  the  translator  to  the  Ho- 
meric rapidity,  what  style  may  best  help  him  to  the 
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Someric  plainness  and  directness  ?    It  is  the  merit  of  a 
metre  appropriate  to  jonr  subject,  that  it  in  some  degree 
suggests  and  carries  with  itself  a  style  appropriate  to 
the  subject ;  the  elaborate  and  self-retarding  styl^  which 
comes   so  naturallj  when   joar  metre  is  the  Miltonic 
blank  versey  does  not  come  natnrallj  with  the  hexameter ; 
is,  indeed,  alien  to  it.     On  the  other  hand,  the  hexameter 
lias  a  natural  dignity  which  repels  both  the  jaantj  style 
and  the  jog-trot  style,  to  both  of  which  the  ballad-meas- 
nre  so  easily  lends  itselfl     These  are  great  advantages ; 
and  perhaps  it  is  nearly  enough  to  say  to  the  translator 
who  uses  the  hexameter  that  he  cannot  too  relfgioasly 
follow,  in  style,  the  inspiration  of  his  metre.    He  will  find 
that  a  loose  and  idiomatic  grammar — a  grammar  which 
follows  the  essential  rather  than  the  formal  logic  of  the 
thought  —  allies  itself  excellently  with   the  hexameter; 
and  that,  while  this  sort  of  grammar  eusnres  plainness 
and  naturalness,  it  by  no  means  comes  short  in  nobleness. 
It  is  difficult  to  pronounce  certainly  what  is  idiomatic  in 
the  ancient  literature  of  a  language  which,  though  still 
spoken,  has  long  since  entirely  adopted,  as  modern  Greek 
has  adopted,  modem  idioms.     Still  one  may,  I   think, 
clearly  perceive  that  Homer's  grammatical  style  is  idiomat* 
ic,  —  that  it  may  even  be  called,  not  improperly,  a  loose 
grammatical  style.*    Examples,  however,  of  what  I  mean 
by  a  loose  grammatical  style,  will  be  of  more  use  to  the 
translator  if  taken  from  English  poetry  than  if  taken 
from  Homer.    I  call  it,  then,  a  loose  and  idiomatic  gram* 

*  See  for  inttsnce,  Id  the  Iliad,  tfae  Ioom  coiutraetion  oft^'t  *^^*  ^^1 1 
HuLt  of  UocT»,  XTu.  681;  that  of  o^Tf,  xviiL  209;  and  the  elliptical  eon. 
atmction  at  xix.  42,  43;  also  the  idiomatic  cofiitroction  of  iyiwi^ 
wupatnc^w,  xix.  140.  These  instaiicee  are  all  taken  iritblo  •  range  of 
a  thoiuand  lines  $  aoj  one  may  eaaDy  maltlply  them  tof  bfmielf. 
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i-.,wineare  wes  in  the  lastlme  of  dm  follow^- 

*  ff  thrtie  •  (^  He  *8  here  in  double  tmst: 

^^  T  ftiD  ^^^  kinsman  and  his  subject, 

Fit^  •La  tf^«««  rt«  Ased"  /— 


or  in 


^jg.  «  Wit, «*««••» f 


^^  means  is  perfectly  clear,  clearer,  prob- 
Sba*®^P^       J  gaid  it  in  a  more  formal  and  regular 


^*.«Tbeb*d 


ftbly,  than  n  grammar  is  loose  and  idiomatic,  because 

mannner;  bat  g^bject  of  the  verb  "wilt"  in  the  see- 
he  leaves  ou  ^  ^^  because,  in  the  first,  a  prodigious 

ond  passage  <l  ^^g^^^e  has  to  be,  as  we  used  to  say  in 
addition  to  t  ^^^jobt  days,  understood^  before  the  word 
om-  old  ^**'^  properly  parsed.  So,  again.  Chapman's 
^both"  can  ^^  idiomatic  where  he  says, 

6'*°"''*^  tb  l»«  *^*  ^®*P*  ^**  **'**'  "*^  ^  to^eW  doth  go,"  — 

« Even  *  .  ^^  ^^^  j^  ^^^  second  clause,  the  relative 
because  he  ^,  writing  would  be  required.  But  Chap* 
vbich  in  *^^^^  ^^x,  lose  dignity  by  this  idiomatic  way  of 
gum  here  d  ^^^if,  any  more  than  Shakespeare  loses  it 
expressing  confer  on  "  both  "  the  blessings  of  a  reg- 

by  neglecting  ^^  ^  neither  loses  dignity,  but  each  gives 
ijar  govern^  r%  oi  ^  plain,  direct,  and  natural  mode  of 
Ihat  impre^^  Jlomer,  too,  gives,  and  which  it  is  so  im- 
ipeakingy  ^  ^^  that  Homer's  translator  should  succeed 
portant,  aB  -*•  ^per  calls  blank  verse  "  a  style  further  re- 
j0  giving.  fiV<**^  from  the  vernacular  idiom,  both  in  the 
ipoved  thai*  ^  ^jjc[  in  the  arrangement  of  it "  ;  and  just 
jgoguage  it^^  bl^^^  verse  is  removed  from  the  vemac- 
^pioporfci^^^         that  idiomatic  style  which  is  of  all  styles 


jir  idiom,  *^  j  jnost  natural,  blank  verse  is  urtsuited  to 
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Shakespeare  is  not  oolj  idiomatic  in  his  ^frammar  or 
style,  he  is  also  idiomatic  in  his  words  or  diction ;  and 
liere,  too,  his  example  is  valuable  for  the  translator  of 
Homer.  The  translator  must  not,  indeed,  allow  him- 
self all  the  liberty  that  Shakespeare  allows  himself;  for 
Shakespeare  sometimes  uses  expressions  which  pass  per- 
fectly well  as  he  uses  them,  because  Shakespeare  thinks 
so  fast  and  so  powerfully,  that  in  reading  him  we  are 
borne  over  single  words  as  by  a  mighty  current ;  but,  if 
our  mind  were  less  excited,  —  and  who  may  rely  on  ex- 
citing our  mind  like  Shakespeare?  —  they  would  check 
us.  "  To  grunt  and  sweat  under  a  weary  load  " ;  —  that 
does  perfectly  well  where  it  comes  in  Shakespeare ;  but 
if  the  translator  of  Homer,  who  will  hardly  have  wound 
our  minds  up  to  the  pitch  at  which  these  words  of  Ham- 
let find  them,  were  to  employ,  when  he  has  to  speak  of 
one  of  Homei^s  heroes  under  the  load  of  calamity,  this 
figure  of  "  grunting  "  and  "  sweating,"  we  should  say,  Bk 
Newmanizes,  and  his  diction  would  offend  us.  For  he  is 
to  be  noble ;  and  no  plea  of  wishing  to  be  plain  and  nat* 
ural  can  get  him  excused  from  being  this :  only,  as  he  is 
to  be  also,  like  Homer,  perfectly  simple  and  free  from 
artificiality,  and  as  the  use  of  idiomatic  expressions  un- 
doubtedly gives  this  effect,"*^  he  should  be  as  idiomatic  as 
he  can  be  without  ceasing  to  be  noble.    Therefore  the 

^  Onr  knowledge  of  Homer's  Greek  is  hardly  such  as  to  enable  us 
to  pronounce  quite  confidently  what  is  idiomatic  in  his  diction,  and 
what  is  not,  any  more  than  in  his  grammar;  but  I  seem  to  myself 
clearly  to  recognize  an  idiomatic  stamp  in  such  expressions  as  roAvir^v. 
•iv  iroM/yMvc,  xiv.  S6 ;  ^6jk  hf  mfco-trw  ^g?,  Xvi.  94 ;  txv  wm  iutmaffUn  ain&p 
y6w  KOfAA^tty,  xix.  71;  KXawinvnv,  xix.  149;  and  many  others.  The 
first-quoted  expression,  roAvirevcty  apyoAeovf  iroAe/ulow,  Seems  to  me  to 
have  just  about  the  same  degree  of  freedom  as  the  **jump  the  life  to 
oome^"  or  the  ^  thufflt  of  this  mortal  coil,**  of  Shakespeare. 

w 
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idiooiAtic  language  of  Sbakeflpeare — nidi  language  as, 
"  prate  of  hii  whenaAovt ";  "jun^  the  life  to  cmme  " ; 
^the  damuatioa  of  bia  laking-off";  "his  qttietut  tnaie 
with  a  bare  bodkin "  —  ebould  be  carefully  observed  b; 
the  translator  of  Homer,  although  in  every  case  he  will 
have  to  dedde  for  himself  whether  the  use,  by  tii"!,  of 
Shakespeare's  liberty,  will  or  will  not  clash  with  his  in- 
diBpensabte  duty  of  nobleness.  Ho  will  find  one  English 
book  and  one  only,  where,  as  in  the  Iliad  itself,  perfect 
plainness  of  speech  is  allied  with  perfect  nobleness ;  and 
that  book  is  the  Bible.  Ko  one  could  see  this  more 
clearly  than  Pope  saw  it :  "  This  pure  and  noble  sim- 
plicity,*' he  says,  "is  nowhere  in  such  perfection  as  in 
the  Scripture  and  Homer":  yet  even  with  Pope  a 
woman  is  a  "  fair,"  a  father  is  a  "  sire,"  and  an  old  man 
a  "reverend  sage,"  and  so  on  through  all  ihe  phrases  of 
that  pseudo- Augustan,  and  most  unbiblical,  vocabulary. 
The  Bible,  however,  is  oudoubledly  the  grand  mine  of 
diction  for  the  translator  of  Homer;  and,  if  he  knows 
how  to  discriminale  truly  between  what  will  suit  him 
and  what  will  not,  the  Bible  may  afford  him  also  invalu- 
Bhle  lessons  of  style. 

I  said  that  Homer,  besides  being  plain  in  style  and 
diction,  was  plain  in  the  quality  of  his  thought.  It  is 
possible  that  a  thought  may  be  expressed  with  idiomatio 
pUinaesj,  and  yet  not  be  in  itself  a  plain  thod^L  For 
example,  in  Mr.  Clough'a  poem,  already  mentioned,  the 
Style  and  diction  is  almost  always  idiomatic  and  plain,  but 
the  thought  itself  is  otYen  of  a  quality  which  is  not  plain ; 
it  Is  curious.  But  the  grand  insbmce  of  the  union  of 
idiomalic  ex|iression  with  curious  or  difficult  thought  u 
Shakes  [lie  lire's  poetry.     Such,  indeed,  is  the  force  and 

''f:r  of  Shakespeare's  idiomatic  expression,  that  it  gives 
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an  effect  of  clearness  and  vividness  even  to  a  thought 
which  is  imperfect  and  incoherent;  for  instance,  when 
Hamlet  says, 

'*  To  take  arms  against  a  sea  of  troubles/'  — 

the  figure  there  is  undoubtedly  most  faulty,  it  by  no 
means  runs  on  four  legs ;  but  the  thing  is  said  so  freely 
and  idiomatically,  that  it  passes.  This,  however,  is  not  a 
point  to  which  I  now  want  to  call  your  attention ;  I  want 
you  to  remark,  in  Shakespeare  and  others,  only  that 
which  we  may  directly  apply  to  Homer.  I  say,  then, 
that  in  Shakespeare  the  thought  is  often,  while  most 
idiomatically  uttered,  nay,  while  good  and  sound  in  itself, 
yet  of  a  quality  which  is  curious  and  difficult ;  and  that 
this  quality  of  thought  is  something  entirely  un-Homeric 
For  example,  when  Lady  Macbeth  says, 

^*  Memory,  the  warder  of  the  braiu, 
Shall  be  a  fume,  and  the  receipt  of  reason 
A  limbeck  only,"  — 

this  figure  is  a  perfectly  sound  and  correct  figure,  no 
doubt ;  Mr.  Knight  even  calls  it  a  <^  happy  "  figure ;  but 
it  is  a  difficvU  figure:  Homer  would  not  have  used  it. 
Again,  when  Lady  Macbeth  says, 

**  When  yon  dnrst  do  it,  then  yon  were  a  man; 
And,  to  be  more  than  what  yon  were,  you  would 
Be  so  much  more  the  man,"  — 

the  thought  in  the  two  last  of  these  lines  is,  when  you 
seize  it,  a  perfectly  dear  thought,  and  a  fine  thought; 
but  it  is  a  curious  thought :  Homer  would  not  have  used 
it.  These  are  favorable  instances  of  the  union  of  plain 
style  and  words  with  a  thought  not  plain  in  quality ;  but 
take  stronger  instances  of  this  union,  —  let  the  thought 
be  not  only  not  plain  in  quality,  but  highly  fanciful;  and 
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jou  have  the  Elizabethan  conceits ;  you  have,  in  spite  of 
idiomatic  style  and  idiomatic  diction,  everything  which  is 
most  un-Homcric;  you  have  such  atrocities  as  this  of 
Chapman : 

"  Fate  shall  fall  to  vent  her  gall 
Till  mine  rent  thoosands.** 

I  say,  the  poets  of  a  nation  which  has  produced  such  a 
conceit  as  that,  must  purify  themselves  seven  times  in  the 
fire  before  they  can  hope  to  render  Homer.  They  must 
expel  their  nature  with  a  fork,  and  keep  crying  to  one 
another  night  and  day :  "  Homer  not  only  moves  rapidly, 
not  only  speaks  idiomatically  ;  he  is,  also,^ee  from  fan- 
cifidnessJ' 

So  essentially  characteristic  of  Homer  is  his  plainness 
and  naturalness  of  thought,  that  to  the  preservation  of  this 
in  his  own  version  the  translator  must  without  scruple 
sacrifice,  where  it  is  necessary,  verbal  fidelity  to  his  origi- 
nal, rather  than  run  any  risk  of  producing,  by  literalness, 
an  odd  and  unnatural  effect.  The  double  epithets  so  con- 
stantly occurring  in  Homer  must  be  dealt  with  according 
to  this  rule ;  these  epithets  come  quite  naturally  in  Ho- 
mer's poetry ;  in  English  poetry  they,  in  nine  cases  out 
of  ten,  come,  when  literally  rendered,  quite  unnaturally. 
I  will  not  now  discuss  why  this  is  so,  I  assume  it  as  an 
indisputable  fact  that  it  is  so  ;  that  Homer's  fup^av 
dvBpomav  comes  to  the  reader  as  something  perfectly 
natural,  while  Mr.  Newman's  ^'voice-dividing  mortals" 
comes  to  him  as  something  perfectly  unnatural.  Well 
then,  as  it  is  Homer's  general  effect  which  we  are  to 
reproduce,  it  is  to  be  false  to  Homer  to  be  so  verbally 
faithful  to  him  as  that  we  lose  this  effect :  and  by  the 
English  translator  Homer's  double  epithets  must  be,  in 
many  places,  renounced  altogether ;  in  all  places  where 
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ikej  are  rendered,  rendered  by  equivalents  which  coma 
naturally.  Instead  of  rendering  Bin  rovvircfrXf  by  Mr. 
X^ewman's  ^  ThetiB  trailing-robed,"  which  brings  to  one's 
mind  long  petticoats  sweeping  a  dirty  pavement,  the 
translator  must  render  the  Greek  by  English  words  which 
come  as  naturally  to  us  as  Milton's  words  when  he  says, 
**  Let  gorgeous  Tragedy  With  sceptred  pall  come  sweep- 
ing by."  Instead  of  rendering  ft^pvxas  nnrovt  by  Chap- 
man's one-hoofed  steeds,"  or  Mr.  Newman's  <<  single-hoofed 
boraes,"  he  must  speak  of  horses  in  a  way  which  surprises 
QS  as  little  as  Shakespeare  surprises  us  when  he  says, 
"  Gallop  apace,  you  fiery-footed  steeds."  Instead  of  ren- 
dering piikiribia  6vfji6p  by  ^^  life  as  honey  pleasant,"  he  must 
characterize  life  with  the  simple  pathos  of  Gray's  *^  warm 
precincts  of  the  cheerful  day."  Instead  of  converting 
irMv  a-t  tirot  <fjvy€P  tpKog  6d6vTavi  into  the  portentous 
remonstrance,  ^  Betwixt  the  outwork  of  thy  teeth  what 
word  hath  slipt?"  he  must  remonstrate  in  English 
as  straightforward  as  this  of  St.  Peter,  ^'  Be  it  far  from 
thee,  Lord,  this  shall  not  be  unto  thee " ;  or  as  l^is  of 
the  disciples,  '^  What  is  this  that  he  saith,  a  little  while  ? 
we  cannot  tell  what  he  saith."  Homer's  Greek,  in  each 
of  the  places  quoted,  reads  as  naturally  as  any  of  those 
English  passages :  the  expression  no  more  calls  away  the 
attention  from  the  sense  in  the  Greek  than  in  the  Eng- 
lish.  But  when,  in  order  to  render  literally  in  English 
one  of  Homer's  double  epithets,  a  strange  unfamiliar  ad- 
jective is  invented, — such  as  ^  voice-dividing  "  for  fxipo^s, 
—  an  improper  shaie  of  the  reader's  attention  is  necessa- 
rily diverted  to  this  ancillary  word,  to  this  word  which 
Homer  never  intended  should  receive  so  much  notice ; 
and  a  total  effect  quite  different  from  Homer's  is  thus 
piodoced.    Therefore  Mr,  Newman,  though  he  does  not 
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porposely  import,  like  Chapman,  conceits  of  his  own  into 
the  Iliad,  does  actually  import  them ;  for  the  result  of  his 
singular  diction  is  to  raise  ideas,  and  odd  ideas,  not  raised 
by  the  corresponding  diction  in  Homer;  and  Chapman 
himself  does  no  more.     Cowper  says,  ^  I  have  cautiousi y 
avoided  ail  terms  of  new  invention,  with  an  abundance  of 
which  persons  of  more  ingenuity  than  judgment  havei  not 
enriched  our  language  but  encumbered  it " ;  and  this  criti- 
cism so  exactly  hits  the  diction  of  Mr.  Newman,  that  one 
is  irresistibly  led  to  imagine  his  present  appearance  in 
the  flesh  to  be  at  least  his  second. 

A  translator  cannot  well  have  a  Homeric  rapidity,  style, 
diction,  and  quality  of  thought,  without  at  the  same  time 
having  what  is  the  result  of  these  in  Homer,  —  nobleness. 
Therefore  I  do  not  attempt  to  lay  down  any  rules  for  ob- 
taining this  effect  of  nobleness,  —  the  effect  too,  of  all 
others  the  most  impalpable,  the  most  irredudble  to  rule, 
and  which  most  depends  on  the  individual  personality  of 
the  artist.  So  I  proceed  at  once  to  give  you,  in  conclu- 
sion, one  or  two  passages  in  which  I  have  tried  to  follow 
those  principles  of  Homeric  translation  which  I  have  laid 
down.  I  give  them,  it  must  be  remembered,  not  as  speci- 
mens of  perfect  translation,  but  as  specimens  of  an  at- 
tempt to  translate  Homer  on  certain  prindples;  speci- 
mens which  may  very  aptly  illustrate  those  prindples  by 
falling  short,  as  well  as  by  succeeding. 

I  take  first  a  passage  of  which  I  have  already  spoken^ 
the  comparison  of  the  Trojan  fires  to  the  stars.  The  first 
part  of  that  passage  is,  I  have  said*,  qf  splendid  beauty; 
and  to  begin  with  a  lame  version  of  that,  would  be  the 
height  of  imprudence  in  me.  It  is  the  last  and  more 
level  part  with  which  I  shall  concern  myself.  I  have 
already,  quoted  Cowper's  version  of  this  part  in  order  to 
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show  yoa  how  unlike  his  stiff  and  Miltonic  manner  of 

telling  a  plain  story  is  to  Homer's  easy  and  rapid  main 

ner : 

**  So  numerous  Boemed  those  fires  the  bank  between 
Of  Xanthns,  blazing,  and  the  fleet  of  Greece, 
In  prospect  all  of  Troy  — 


i» 


I  need  not  continue  to  the  end.  I  have  also  quoted 
Pope's  version  of  it,  to  show  you  how  unlike  his  ornate 
and  artificial  manner  is  to  Homer's  plain  and  natural 
manner  i 

'*  So- many  flames  before  prond  Bion  blaze, 
And  brighten  glimmering  Xanthns  with  their  rays; 
The  long  reflectioid  of  the  distant  fires 
Gleam  on  the  walls,  and  tremble  on  the  spires,**  — 

and  much  more  of  the  same  kind.  I  want  to  show  you 
that  it  is  possible,  in  a  plain  passage  of  this  sort,  to  keep 
Homer's  simplicity  without  being  heavy  and  dull ;  and  to 
keep  his  dignity  without  bringing  in  pomp  and  ornament. 
'*  As  numerous  as  are  the  stars  on  a  clear  night,"  says 
Homer, 

**  So  shone  forth,  in  firont  of  Troy,  by  the  bed  of  Xanthns, 
Between  that  and  the  ships,  the  Trojans*  numerous  fires. 
In  the  plain  there  were  kindled  a  thousand  fires :  by  each  one 
There  sat  fifty  men,  in  the  ruddy  light  of  the  fire: 
By  their  chariots  stood  the  steeds,  and  champed  the  white  barley 
While  their  masters  sat  by  the  fire,  and  waited  for  Morning.** 

Here,  in  order  to  keep  Homer's  effect  of  perfect  plainness 
and  directness,  I  repeat  the  word  "  fires  "  as  he  repeats 
nvpa,  without  scruple ;  although  in  a  more  elaborate  and 
literary  style  of  poetry  this  recurrence  of  the  same  word 
would  be  a  fault  to  be  avoided.  I  omit  the  epithet  of 
Morning,  and,  whereas  Homer  says  that  the  steeds 
^waited  for  Morning,"  I  prefer  to  attribute  this  expec- 
tation of  Morning  to  the  master  and  not  to  the  horse. 
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Yeiy  likely  in  this  particular,  aa  in  any  other  single 
tieular,  I  may  be  wrong :  what  I  wish  yon  to  reoEiark  is 
my  endeavor  after  absolute  plainness  of  speech,  my  care 
to  avoid  anything  which  may  the  least  check  or  surprise 
the  reader,  whom  Homer  does  not  dieck  or  surprise. 
Homer's  lively  personal  fimiiliarity  with  war,  and  with 
the  war-horse  as  his  master's  oompanioo,  is  such  that,  as 
it  seems  to  me,  his  attributing  to  the  (me  the  other's  feel- 
ings comes  to  us  quite  naturally ;  but,  from  a  poet  without 
this  familiarity,  the  attribution  strikes  as  a  little  umiatii- 
ral;  and  therefore,  as  everything  the  least  unnatural  is 
un-Homeric,  I  avoid  it 

Again ;  in  the  address  of  Zeus  to  the  horses  of  Achilles, 
0)wper  has :  • 

«<  Jove  Mw  their  grief  witii  pity,  and  his  brows 
Shaking,  within  himself  thos,  pensive,  said. 

'  Ah  hapless  pair!  wherefore  by  gift  divine 
Were  ye  to  Pelens  given,  a  mortal  king, 
Tonrselves  inunortal  and  from  age  exempt?  *  '* 

There  is  no  want  of  dignity  here,  as  in  the  versions 
of  Chapman  and  Mr.  Newman,  which  I  have  already 
quoted;  but  the  whole  effect  is  much  too  slow.     Take 

Pope :  — 

*'  Nor  Jove  disdained  to  east  a  pityhig  kmk 
While  thus  relenting  to  the  steeds  he  spoke. 
*  Unhappy  coursers  of  immortal  strain! 
Exempt  from  age  and  deathless  now  in  vain; 
Did  we  your  race  on  mortal  man  bestow 
Only,  alas!  to  sharo  in  mortal  woe?  *  '* 

Here  there  is  no  want  either  of  dignity  or  rapidity,  hut 
all  is  too  artificial.  "  Nor  Jove  disdained,"  for  instance, 
is  a  very  artificial  arid  literary  way  of  rendering  Homer's 
^ords,  and  so  is,  "  coursers  of  immortal  strain." 

V.vpofUi>m  y  Spa  T»  y€  Idwy,  i\«rfa€  KpovuoVf  — 
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■ 

**  And  with  pity  tiie  son  of  Saturn  saw  them  bewailing, 
And  he  shook  his  head,  and  thus  addressed  his  own  bosom:—* 

'  Ab,  unhappy  pair,  to  Peleos  why  did  we  give  yon, 
To  a  mortal  ?  but  ye  are  withdnt  old  age  and  immortaL 
Was  it  that  ye,  with  man,  might  have  yonr  thousands  of  sorrows? 
For  than  man,  indeed,  there  breathes  no  wretcheder  creature. 
Of  all  living  things,  that  on  earth  are  breathing  and  moving.* 


»t 


Here  I  will  observe  that  the  use  of  **  own,"  in  the  second 
line,  for  the  last  syllable  of  a  dactyl,  and  the  use  of  "  To 
a,**  in  the  fourth,  for  a  complete  spondee,  though  they  do 
not,  I  think,  actually  spoil  the  run  of  the  hexameter,  are 
yet  undoubtedly  instances  of  that  over-reliance  on  accent, 
and  too  free  disregard  of  quantity,  which  Lord  Bedesdale 
Tisits  with  just  reprehension.* 

I  now  take  two  longer  passages  in  order  to  tiy  my 
method  more  fully;  but  I  still  keep  to  passages  which 
have  already  come  under  our  notice.     I  quoted  Chap- 

*  It  must  be  remembered,  however,  that,  if  we  disregard  quantity 
too  much  in  constructing  English  hexameters;  we  also  disregard  ac- 
cent too  much  in  reading  Greek  hexameters.  We  read  every  Greek 
dactyl  so  as  to  make  a  pure  dactyl  of  it;  but,  to  a  Greek,  the  accent 
mast  have  hindered  many  dactyls  firam  sounding  as  pure  dactyls* 
When  we  read  aUAof  Irmx,  for  instance,  or  «ty((Sx<»'o,  the  dactyl 
in  each  of  these  cases  is  made  by  us  as  pure  a  dactyl  as  "  Tityre,'*  or 
'^  dignity  " ;  but  to  a  Greek  it  was  not  so.  To  lum  ai6kof  must  have 
been  nearly  as  impure  a  daotyl  as  "death-destined'*  is  to  us;  and 
aiyv6x  nearly  as  impure  as  the  "  dressed  his  own  "  of  my  text  Kor, 
I  think,  does  this  right  mode  of  pronouncing  the  two  words  at  all  spoil 
the  run  of  the  line  as  a  hexameter.  The  effect  of  «UXA«f  iinroc  (or 
something  like  that),  though  not  our  effect,  is  not  a  disagreeable  one. 
On  the  other  hand,  K<^iv$ai6hK  as  a  parox3rtonon,  although  it  has  the 
respectable  authority  of  lAddeU  and  BcoWt  Lexicon  (following  Heyne), 
is  certainly  wvong;  for  then  the  word  cannot  be  pronounced  without, 
throwing  an  accent  on  the  first  syllable  as  well  as  the  third,  and  lU^mt 
jeoppv9afc(SXAov  'ISrrwp  would  have  been  to  a  Greek  as  intolerable  an 
ending  for  an  hexameter  line  as  **  accurst  orphahhood-duUned  houses  *' 
would  be  to  us.  The  best  authorities,  accordingly,  accent  Ko^v#atoA«v 
as  a  proparoxytonon. 

16 
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man's  version  of  some  passages  in  the  speech  of  Hector 
at  his  parting  with  Andromache.  One  astounding  con- 
ceit will  probably  still  be  in  •  your  remembrance,  — 

"  When  sacred  Troy  shall  thed  her  ioufnfor  tears  of  overthrow,*^  ^-^ 

as  a  translation  ofai^S»  nor  okakjj  "tktos  Ipij.  I  will  quote 
a  few  lines  whidi  may  give  you,  also,  the  key-note  to  the 
Anglo-Augustan  manner  of  rendering  this  passage,  and 
to  the  Miltonic  manner  of  rendering  it.  What  Mr.  New- 
man's manner  of  rendering  it  would  be,'  you  can  by  this 
time  sufficiently  imagine  for  yourselves.  Mr.  Wright,  — 
to  quote  for  once  from  his  meritorious  version  instead  of 
Cowper's,  whose  strong  and  weak  points  are  those  of 
Mr.  Wright  also,  —  Mr.  Wright  begins  his  version  of  this 
passage  thus : 

^  All  these  thy  anxious  cares  are  also  mine, 
Partner  beloved;  bnt  how  could  I  endure 
The  scorn  of  Trojans  and  their  long-robed  wfyes, 
Should  they  behold  their  Hector  shrink  from  war, 
And  act  the  coward's  part?    Nor  doth  my  soul 
Prompt  the  base  thought." 

Me  pede  fferculem:  you  see  just  what  the  manner  is. 
Mr.  Sotheby,  on  the  other  hand  (to  take  a  disciple  of 
Pope  instead  of  Pope  himself),  begins  thus : 

**  *  What  moves  thee,  moves  my  mind,*  brave  Hector  said, 
*  Yet  Troy's  upbraiding  scorn  I  deeply  dread, 
If,  like  a  slave,  Whera  chiefs  with  chiefs  engage, 
The  warrior  Hector  fears  the  war  to  wage. 
Not  thus  my  heart  inclines.'  *' 

From  that  specimen,  too,  you  can  easily  divine  what,  with 
such  a  manner,  will  become  of  the  whole  passage.  But 
Homer  has  neither 

^*  What  moves  thee,  moves  my  mind,*'  -* 
nor  has  he 

**  All  these  thy  anxious  cares  are  also  mine.** 
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*H  Kal  c/Aol  rode  iravra  /icXci,  yvvai  *  dXXa  fuiX*  alp&s, — 

tliat  is  what  Homer  has,  that  is  his  style  and  movement, 
if  one  could  but  catch  it.  Andromache,  as  you  know,  has 
been  entreating  Hector  to  defend  Troy  from  within  the 
TP^alls,  instead  of  exposing  his  life,  and,  with  his  own  life, 
the  safety  of  all  those  dearest  to  him,  by  fighting  in  the 
open  plain.    Etector  replies : 

"  Woman,  I  too  take  thought  for  this ;  but  then  I  bethink  me 
What  the  Trojan  men  and  Trojan  women  might  marmnr, 
If  like  a  coward  I  skalked  behind,  apart  from  the  battle. 
Kor  would  my  own  heart  let  me;  my  heart,  which  has  bid  me  be 

valiant  • 

Always,  and  always  fighting  among  the  first  Qf  the  Trojans, 
Busy  for  Priam*s  fame  and  my  own,  in  spite  of  the  future. 
For  that  day  will  come,  my  soul  is  assured  of  its  coming, 
It  will  come,  when  sacred  Troy  shall  go  to  destruction, 
Troy,  and  warlike  Priam  too,  and  the  people  of  Priam. 
And  yet  not  that  grief,  which  then  will  be,  of  the  Trojans, 
Moves  me  so  much  —  not  Hecnba^s  grief,  nor  Priam  my  father*s, 
Nor  my  brethron's,  many  and  brave,  who  then  will  be  lying 
lu  the  bloody  dust,  beneath  the  feet  of  their  foeraen  — 
As  thy  grief,  when,  in  tears,  some  brazen- coated  Achaian 
Shall  transport  thee  away,  and  the  day  of  thy  freedom  be  ended.' 
Then,  perhaps,  thou  shalt  work  at  the  loom  of  another,  in  Argos, 
Or  bear  pails  to  the  well  of  Messels,  or  Hypereia, 
Sorely  against  thy  will,  by  strong  Necessity's  order. 
And  some  man  may  say,  as  he  looks  and  sees  thy  tears  falling: 
See,  the  wife  of  Hector,  iktU  great  pre-eminent  captain 
Of  the  hortemen  of  Troy,  in  the  day  they  fought  for  (heir  city. 
So  some  man  will  say ;  and  then  thy  grief  will  redouble 
At  thy  want  of  a  man  like  me,  to  save  thee  from  bondage. 
But  let  me  be  dead,  and  the  earth  be  mounded  above  me. 
Ere  I  hear  thy  cries,  and  thy  captivity  told  of.'* 

The  main  question,  whether  or  no  this  version  repro- 
duces for  him  the  movement  and  general  effect  of  Homer 
better  than  other  versions  *  of  the  same  passage,  I  leave 

*  Dr.  Hawtrey  also  has  translated  this  passage;  but  here,  Ue  has 
'  oot,  I  think,  been  so  successfiil  as  in  his  **  Helen  on  the  walls  of 
Troy.r* 


I«*  ON  TBANSLATmo  HOMEB. 


^  the  jadgnaent  of  ♦!,-      u  . 

^intB,  ia  Which  the  opLi^f***'"'     »«'   *he   p.rticul„ 

^^ted,  a,*  as  follow,  T^.         ™^  *^"  '"»«»  ^  ^-^ 

fitl^et  Of  the  T„>jan  i^lt  Xt  ""t  '  ^"*?  "^^  "^ 

^  tb«  «»th  Uno  1  Dut  in  fil       ^7'*-»^«.  altogether. 

:J^^,"  which  a«.ii  XI  j:r:^  ^inspiteof  Scf„. 

'•^U  there  actuaUv  !      ^"^^  ^^  implication  only,  and 

»*^       .TV    ^™*Uy  expresgeA    Thia  T  iln  k»  ^ 

^1-.  *9 1  nave  h«fc^..  .  -j  .    -^"'^  -"^  «<>.  because  Ho- 

:23b  hi.  in  EnS  C^r  -  — ^^-  one  who 

"^Z     For  in  ^r   "I?'  '™°'^*""''  **•*"  ^  Ae  ori- 
^"      «V..Vl,i-  <3reek  Unguage  itself  there  is  gome- 

tbing  which  bnngs  one  nearer  to  Homer,  which  l^T. 
»  dew  to  hxs  thought,  which  makes  a  hi^t  enotgf  r^at" 
the  Enghsh  bnguage  this  sense  of  nearness,  tL  dew  Z 

'^^''f.T^r  •°'"®^*°*'  everytWng.mnst  be  stT^ 
«itb  fall  diBUnctness.    In  the  ninth  Une  Homer's  eph^S 

for  Pn«n  «  «mM.'», -«  armed  with  good  ashen  s^ar," 

say  the  dictionanes ;  «  ashen-speared,"  translates  Mr.  New- 

xnan,  foUowmg  his  own  rule  to  "retain  eveiy  peculiarity 

of  hu,  o"f»^"-I  say,  on  the  other  hand,  that  ic^^xu, 

J^r„  ,         T  "^  *  "  ^'^^'y  "  ^  "^  o^^^  while 
«  ashen-speared  »  has  the  effect  of  a  «  peculiarity  » in  Eng- 
lish ;  and  « warlike "  s.  »=        i  •  •    i  * 
a  re  ri       -     .  "''®     >8  as  markmg  an  equivalent  as  I 

f  exOTe*  •  f^MMtX/w,  for  fear  of  disturbing  the  balance 
Une  4ab*T  "*  ^*""®'"'«  sentence.  In  the  fourteenth 
Mr  Ne  *''*nslate  x<>XKoxir<&Mi>i>  by  «  brazen-coated  ": 

•t  by  "h"'"'*"'  "^®*°i°g  to  he  perfectly  literal,  transktea 
reader  odda*"^^*^^' "  *°  ^^P**^*""  which  comes  to  the 
t^  Jiim  «  •  ^  *"^  unnaturally,  while  Homer's  word  comes 
literal  rend  f  ^^^^^7  5  ^"^  ^  venture  to  go  as  near  to  a 
®^g  aa  «  brazen-coated,"  because  a  "  coat  of 
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brass  "  is  familiar  to  us  all  from  the  Bible,  and  familiaar, 
too,  as  distiDctlj  specified  in  connection  with  the  wearer. 
Finally,  let  me  farther  illustrate  from  the  twentieth  line 
thQ  value  which  I  attach,  in  a  question  of  diction,  to  the 
authority  of  the  Bible.    The  word  "  pre-eminent "  occurs 
in  that  line :  I  was  a  little  in  doubt  whether  that  was  not 
too  bookish  an  escpression  to  be  used  in  rendering  Homer, 
as  I  can  imagine  Mr.  Newman  to  have  been  a  little  in 
doubt  whether  his  "  responsively  accosted  "  for  dfjL€iP6fi€vo£ 
«r/xxrc^,  was  not  too  bookish  an   expression.     Let  us 
both,  I  say,  consult  our  Bibles :  Mr.  Newman  will  nowhere 
find  it  in  his  Bible  that  David,  for  instance,  ^^  respomively 
cuscoeted  Goliath  " ;  but  I  do  find  in  mine  that  '^  the  right 
hand  of  the  Lord  hath  the  pre-eminence*';  a,ud  forthwith 
I  use  "  pre-eminent,"  without  scruple.    My  Bibliolatry  is 
perhaps  excessive ;  and  no  doubt  a  true  poetic  feeling  is 
the  Homeric  translator's  best  guide  in  the  use  of  words  ; 
but  where  this  feeling  does  not  exist,  or  is  at  fault,  I  think 
he  cannot  do  better  than  take  for  a  mechanical  guide  Cru- 
den's  Concordance.     To  be  sure,  here  as  elsewhere,  the 
oonsulter  must  know  how  to  consult,  —  must  know  how 
very  slight  a  variation  of  word  or  circumstance  makes 
the  difference  between  an  authority  in  his  favor  and  an 
authority  which  gives  him  no  countenance  at  all :  for  in- 
stance, the  "  Great  simpleton ! "  (for  fwyo  vipriog)  of  Mr. 
Newman,  and  the  "  Thou  fool ! "  of  the  Bible,  are  some- 
thing alike ;  but  "Thou  fool ! "  is  very  grand,  and  "  Great 
simpleton  !  "  is  an  atrodty.     So,  too,  Chapman's  "  Poor 
wretched  beasts "  is  pitched  many  degrees  too  low ;  but 
Shakespeare's,  "  Poor  venomous  fool.  Be  angry  and  de- 
spatch !  "  is  in  the  grand  style. 

One  more  piece  of  translation  and  I  have  done.    I  will 
take  the  passage  in  which  both  Chapman  and  Mr.  New- 


866  ON  TRAKSLATIMO  HOMER. 

man  have  already  so  mach  excited  our  astoni&bment,  Ae 
passage  at  the  end  of  the  nineteenth  book  of  the  Iliad, 
the  dialogue  between  Achilles  and  his  horse  Xanthns, 
after  the  death  of  Patroclus.     Achilles  begins : 

** '  Xftnthns  and  Balins  both,  ye  far-famed  seed  of  Podarga! 
See  that  ye  brin^  yoar  master  home  to  the  host  of  the  Argivee 
In  some  other  sort  than  your  last,  wheo  the  battle  is  ended; 
And  not  leave  him  behind,  a  corpse  on  the  plain,  like  Patroclus.* 

**  Then,  from  beneath  the  yoke,  the  fleet  horse  Xauthos  addressed 
him: 
Sadden  he  bowed  his  head,  and  all  his  mane,  as  he  bowed  it. 
Streamed  to  the  ground  by  the  yoke,  escaping  from  under  the  collar ; 
And  he  was  given  a  voice  by  the  white-armed  Goddess  Hera. 

^ '  Truly,  yet  this  time  will  we  save  thee,  mighty  Achilles  I 
But  (by  day  of  death  i»  at  hand;  nor  shall  we  be  the  reason  -— 
No,  but  the  will  of  Heaven,  and  Fate's  invincible  power. 
For  by  no  slow  pace  or  want  of  swiftness  of  ours 
Did  the  Trojans  obtain  to  strip  the  arms  from  Patroclus; 
But  that  prince  among  Gods,  the  son  of  the  lovely-haired  Leto, 
Slew  him  fighting  in  front  of  the  fray,  and  glorified  Hector. 
But,  for  us,  we  vie  in  speed  with  the  breath  of  the  West- Wind, 
Which,  men  say,  is  the  fleetest  of  winds ;  H  is  thou  who  art  fated 
To  lie  low  in  death,  by  the  hand  of  a  God  and  a  Mortal.* 

**  Thus  far  he;  and  here  his  voice  was  stopped  by  the  Furies. 
Then,  with  a  troubled  heart,  the  swift  Achilles  addressed  him: 

''^Why  dost  thou  prophesy  so  my  death  to  me,  Xanthus?    It 
needs  not. 
I  of  myself  know  well,  that  here  I  am  destined  to  perish, 
Far  from  my  father  and  mother  dear:  for  all  that  I  will  not 
Stay  this  hand  from  flght,  till  the  Trojans  are  utterly  routed.' 

**  So  he  spake,  and  drove  with  a  cry  his  steeds  into  battle.** 

« 

Here  the  only  particular  remark  which  I  will  make  ia, 
that  in  the  fourth  and  eighth  line  the  grammar  is  what  I 
call  a  loose  and  idiomatic  grammar.  In  writing  a  regular 
and  literary  style,  one  would  in  the  fourth  line  have  to 
repeat,  before  "leave"  the  words  "that  ye**  from  the 
second  line,  and  to  insert  the  word  "do";  and  in  the 
eighth  line  one  would  not  use  such  an  expression  as  "he 
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"was  given  a  voice."  Bat  I  will  make  one  general  re- 
mark on  the  character  of  my  own  translations,  as  I  have 
made  so  many  on  that  of  the  translations  of  others.  It 
is,  that  over  the  graver  passages  there  is  shed  an  air 
somewhat  too  strenuous  and  severe,  by  comparison  with 
that  lovely  ease  and  sweetness  which  Homer,  for  all  his 
noble  and  masculine  way  of  thinking,  never  loses. 

Here  I  stop.    I  have  said  so  much,  because  I  think  that 
the  task  of  translating  Homer  into  English  verse  both  will 
be  re-attemptedy  and  may  be  re-attempted  suooessfully. 
There  are  great  works  composed  of  parts  so  disparate, 
that  one  translator  is  not  likely  to  have  the  requisite  giits 
for  poetically  rendering  all  of  them.    Such  are  the  works 
of  Shakespeare,  and  Goethe's  Faust;  and  these  it  is  best 
to  attempt  to  render  in  prose  only.     People  praise  Tieck 
and  Schlegel's  version  of  Shakespeare :  I,  for  my  part, 
would  sooner  read  Shakespeare  in  the   French  prose 
translation,  and  that  is  saying  a  great  deal ;  but  in  the 
German  poets'  hands  Shakespeare  so  often  gets,  especial- 
ly where  he  is  humorous,  an  air  of  what  the  French  call 
niatseriel  and  can  anything  be  more  un-Shakespearian 
than  that?    Again  ;  Mr.  Hay  ward's  prose  translation  of 
the  first  part  of  Faust  —  so  good  that  it  makes  one  re- 
gret Mr.  Hayward  should  have  abandoned  the  line  of 
translation  for  a  kind  of  literature  which  is,  to  say  the 
least,  somewhat  slight —  is  not  likely  to  be  surpassed  by 
any  translation  in  verse.     But  poems  like  the  Iliad, 
which,  in  the  main,  are  in  one  manner,  may  hope  to  find 
a  poetical  translator  so  gifted  and  so  trained  as  to  be  able 
to  learn  that  one  manner,  and  to  reproduce  it     Only,  the 
poet  who  would  reproduce  this  must  cultivate  in  himself 
a  Greek  virtue  by  no  means  common  among  the  modems 
.  in  general,  and  the  English  in  particular,  —  moderaUan, 
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For  Homer  has  not  only  the  English  vigor,  be  bas  tbe 
Greek  grace ;  and  when  one  observes  the  bolstering,  rol- 
ficking  way  in  which  his  English  admirers  —  even  men 
of  geniQs,  like  tbe  late  Professor  Wilson  —  love  to  talk 
of  Homer  and  his  poetry,  one  cannot  help  feeling  that 
there  is  no  very  deep  community  of  nature  between  them 
and  tbe  object  of  their  enthnda«n.  ^  It  is  very  well,  my 
good  friends,"  I  always  imagine  Homer  saying  to  them, 
if  he  could  hear  them :  ^  you  do  me  a  great  deal  of  hon- 
or, bat  somehow  or  other  you  praise  me  too  like  barbari- 
ans." For  Homer's  grandeur  is  not  the  mixed  and  tur- 
bid grandeur  of  the  great  poets  of  the  north,  of  the 
authors  <^  Othello  and  Faust ;  it  is  a  perfect,  a  lovely 
grandeur.  Certainly  his  poetry  has  all  the  energy  and 
power  of  the  poetry  of  our  ruder  climates ;  but  it  has, 
besides,  the  pure  lines  of  an  Ionian  horizon^  the  liquid 
deamess  of  an  Ionian  sky. 


LAST  WORDS. 

"  Mnlti,  qui  persequnntor  me,  et  tribulant  me :  a  testimoniis  non 
decUoavi.*' 

BUFFON,  the  great  French  naturalist,  imposed  on 
himself  the  rule  of  steadily  abstaining  from  all 
answer  to  attacks  made  upon  him.  '^  Je  n'ai  jamais 
T^pondu  k  aucune  critique,"  he  said  to  one  of  his  friends 
who,  on  the  occasion  of  a  certain  criticism,  was  eager  to 
take  up  arms  in  his  behalf;  ^^ je  n'ai  jamais  r^pondu  k 
aucune  critique,  et  je  gardend  le  m§me  silence  sur  oelle- 
eL"  On  another  occasion,  when  accused  of  plagiarism, 
and  pressed  by  his  friends  to  answer,  ^  II  vaut  mieox," 


ON  TBANSLATIN6  H0M6B.  869 

be  said,  ^  laiseer  oes  maavaises  gens  dans  llDoertitude.'* 
Syen  when  reply  to  an  attack  was  made  successfiillj,  he 
disapproved  of  it,  he  regretted  that  those  he  esteemed 
should  make  it  Montesquieu,  more  sensitive  to  criticism 
than  Bufibn,  had  answered,  and  successfully  answered,  an 
attack  made  upon  his  great  work,  the  Esprit  des  Loisy  by 
the  Gaaetier  Janseniste,  This  Jansenist  Gazetteer  was 
a  periodical  of  those  times,  —  a  periodical  such  as  other 
times,  also,  have  occasionally  seen,  —  very  pretentious* 
very  aggressive,  and,  when  the  point  to  be  seized  was  at 
all  a  delicate  one,  very  apt  to  miss  it  ^  Notwithstanding 
this  example,"  said  Buffon,  —  who,  as  well  as  Montes- 
quieu, had  been  attacked  by  the  Jansenist  Grazetteer,  — 
**  notwithstanding  this  example,  I  think  I  may  promise 
my  course  will  be  different  I  shall  not  answer  a  single 
word." 

And  to  any  one  who  has  noticed  the  baneful  effects  of 
controversy,  with  all  its  train  of  personal  rivalries  and 
hatreds,  on  men  of  letters  or  men  of  science ;  to  any  one 
who  has  observed  how  it  tends  to  impair,  not  only  their 
dignity  and  repose,  but  their  productive  force,  their  genu- 
ine activity ;  how  it  always  checks  the  free  play  of  the 
spirit,  and  often  ends  by  stopping  it  altogether ;  it  can 
hardly  seem  doubtful,  that  the  rule- thus  imposed  on  him- 
self by  Buffon  was  a  wise  one.  His  own  career,  indeed, 
admirably  shows  the  wisdom  of  it .  That  career  was  as 
glorious  as  it  was  serene ;  but  it  owed  to  its  serenity  no 
small  part  of  its  glory*  The  regularity  and  completeness 
with  which  he  gradually  built  up  the  great  work  which 
he  had  designed,  the  air  of  equable  majesty  which  he  shed 
over  it,  struck  powerfully  the  imagination  of  his  contempo- 
raries, and  surrounded  Buffon's  fame  with  a  peculiar  re- 
spect and  dignity.  ."  He  is,"  said  Frederick  the  Great  of 

16*  X 
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bim,  **  the  man  who  has  best  deseired  the  great  eelelsritj 
which  he  has  acqaired."  And  this  r^olaritj  of  produo- 
tioD,  this  equableness  of  temper,  he  maintained  bj  bis 
resolute  disdain,  of  personal  oontroyersj. 

Bnffbn's  example  seems  to  me  worthy  of  all  imitatioii, 
and  in  my  htimble  waj  I  mean  always  to  follow  it.     I 
never  have  replied,  I  never  will  reply,  to  any  literary  as- 
sailant; in  snch  encounters  tempers  are  lost,  the  world 
laughs,  and  truth  is  not  served.     licast  of  all  should  I 
think  of  using  this  Chair  as  a  place  from  which  to  carry 
on  such  a  conflict.     Bat  when  a  learned  and  estimable 
man  thinks  he  has  reason  to  complain  of  language  used 
by  me  in  this  Chair, — when  he  attributes  to  me  inten- 
tions and  feelings  towards  him  which  are  &r  from  my 
heart,  I  owe  him  some  explanation,  —  and  I  am  bound, 
too,  to  make  the  explanation  as  public  as  the  words  which 
gave  offence.     This  is  the  reason  why  I  revert  once  more 
to  the  subject  of  translating  Homer.      But  being  thus 
brought  back  to  that  subject,  and  not  wishing  to  occupy 
yon  solely  with  an  explanation  which,  after  all,  is  Mr. 
Newman's  affair  and  mine,  not  the  public's,  I  shall  take 
the  opportunity,  —  not  certainly  to  enter  into  any  conflict 
with  any  one,  —  but  to  try  to  establish  our  old  friend,  the 
coming  translator  of  Homer,  yet  a  little  firmer  in  the  posi- 
tions which  I  hope  we  have  now  secured  for  him ;  to  pro- 
tect him  against  the  danger  of  relaxing,  in  the  confusion  of 
dispute,  his  attention  to  those  matters  which  alone  I  con* 
sider  important  for  him ;  to  save  him  from  losing  sight, 
in  the  dust  of  the  attacks  delivered  over  it,  of  the  real 
body  of  Patroclus.     He  will,  probably,  when  iie  arrives, 
requite  my  solicitude  very  ill,  and  be  in  haste  to  disown 
his  benefactor ;  but  my  interest  in  him  is  so  sincere  that 
I  can  disregard  his  probable  ingratitude. 
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First,  however,  for  the  explanation.  Mr.  Newman  has 
published  a  reply  to  the  remarks  which  I  made  on  his 
translation  of  the  Iliad.  He  seems  to  think  that  the  re- 
spect which  at  the  outset  of  those  remarks  I  professed  for 
him  must  have  been  professed  ironically ;  he  says  that  I 
use  ^  forms  of  attack  against  him  which  he  does  liot  know 
how  to  characterize'!;  that  I  ''speak  scomftdly'*  of  him, 
treat  him  with  "  gratuitous  insult,  gratuitous  rancor  " ;  that 
I  ^  propagate  slanders  "  against  him,  that  I  wish  to  ^  dam- 
age him  with  my  readers,"  to  ^  stimulate  my  readers  to 
despise "  him.  He  is  entirely  mistaken.  I  respect  Mr. 
Newman  sincerely ;  I  respect  him  as  one  of  the  few 
learned  men  we  have,  one  of  the  few  who  love  learning 
for  its  own  sake ;  this  respect  for  him  I  had  before  I  read 
his  translation  of  the  Eiad,  I  retained  it  while  I  was  com- 
menting on  that  translation,  I  have  not  lost  it  afler  read- 
ing his  reply.  Any  vivacities  of  expression  which  may 
have  given  him  pain  I  sincerely  regret,  and  can  only  as- 
sure him  that  I  used  them  without  a  thought  of  insult  oi* 
rancor.  When  I  took  the  liberty  of  creating  the  verb  W 
Heumianize,  my  intentions  were  no  more  rancorous  than 
if  I  had  said  to  MtUontze ;  when  I  exclaimed,  in  my 
astonishment  at  his  vocabulary,  ''With  whom  can  Mr. 
Newman  have  lived  ?  "  I  meant  merely  to  convey,  in  a 
familiar  form  of  speech,  the  sense  of  bewilderment  one 
has  at  finding  a  person  to  whom  words  one  thought  all 
the  world  knew  seem  strange,  and  words  one  thought 
entirely  strange,  intelli^ble.  Yet  this  simple  expression 
of  my  bewilderment  Mr.  Newman  construes  into  an  accu- 
sation that  he  is  "  often  guilty  of  keeping  low  company," 
and  says  that  I  shall  "  never  want  a  stone  to  throw  at 
bim."  And  what  is  stranger  stiU,  one  of  his  friends 
gravely  tells  me  that  Mr.  Newman  "  lived  with  the  fel- 
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Y^  i«i/^    "    As  if  that  nude  Mr.  Newnum's  ^xmr 
^^  lew  inexplicable  to  me!    As  if  he  could  have  goc 
\^  g»««J>7  ftom  the  fellows  of  BaUiolI    As  if  I  ooold 
^jia^e,  that  the  membeiB  of  thai  distinguished  society— 
^f  trli"«  diaoouTBe,  not  so  many  yean  afterwards,  I  my- 
^  WM  an  onworthy  hearer— were  in  Mr.  Newman's 
^^e  «o  fcr  remoTed  from  the  Attic  parity  of  speech  which 
^e^^^  admired,  that  whoi  one  of  them  called  a  calf 
^  ^^'a,  the  rest  <"  eamly  understood  "  him ;  or,  when  he 
.^f^g^i^  to  say  that  a  newspi^ter-^rdcle  was  «  proadly 
^^  it  joattered  little  whethw  he  said  it  was  that  or 
^ra^^    ^o ;  his  having  lived  with  the  fellows  of  Ballid 
^oe0  ^^  explain  Ifr.  Newman's  glossary  to  me.     I  will 
no  longer  ask  ^  with  whom  he  can  have  lived,"  since  that 
gives  bim  ofifence ;  bat  I  most  still  declare  that  whei«  he 
got  bis  test  of  rarity  or  intelligibility  for  words  is  a  mys- 
tery to  me. 

That,  however,  does  not  prevent  me  from  ent^taining 
a  very  nnoere  respect  for  Mr.  Newman,  and  since  he 
doubts  it,  I  am  glad  to  reiterate  my  expression  of  it 
Bat  the  troth  id  the  matter  is  this:  I  onfeignedly  ad- 
mire Mr.  Newman's  ability  and  learning;  bat  I  think  in 
his  translation  of  Homer  be  has  employed  that  ability 
and  learning  quite  amiss.    I  think  be  has  chosen  quite 
the  wrong  field  for  taming  his  ability  and  learning  to  so- 
count.     I  think  that  in  England,  partly  from  the  want  of 
an  Acad^ny,  partly  from  a  national  habit  of  intellect  to 
which  that  want  of  an  Academy  is  itself  due,  there  exists 
too  little  (rf  what  I  may  oall  a  public  force  of  correct  lite- 
rary opinion,  possessing  within  certain  limits  a  dear  sense 
of  what  is  right  and  wnmg,  sound  and  unsound,  and 
sharply  recalling  men  of  ability  and  learning  from,  any 
flagrant  misdirection  of  these  their  advantages.     I  thi'nk^ 
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eveiif  that  in  oar  oountrj  a  powerful  misdirection  of  thii 
kind  is  oflen  more  likely  to  subjugate  and  pervert  opin* 
ion,  than  to  be  checked  and  corrected  by  it*  Hence  a 
chaos  of  £ftlse  tendencies,  wasted  efforts,  impotent  conclu- 
sions, works  ^hich  ought  never  to  have  been  undertaken* 
Any  one  -who  can  introduce  a  little  order  into  this  chaos 
by  establishing  in  any  quarter  a  single  sound  rule  of  criti- 
cism, a  single  rule  which  clearly  marks  what  is  right  as 
right,  and  what  is  wrong  as  wrong,  does  a  good  deed ; 
and  his  deed  is  so  much  the  better  the  greater  force  he 
counteracts  of  learning  and  ability  applied  to  thicken  the 
chaos.  Of  course  no  one  can  be  sure  that  he  has  fixed 
any  such  rules ;  he  can  only  do  his  best  to  fix  them ;  but 
somewhere  or  other,  in  the  literary  opinion  of  Europe,  if 
not  in  the  literary  opinion  of  one  nation,  in  fifty  years,  if 
not  in  five,  there  is  a  final  judgment  on  these  matters,  and 
the  critic's  work  will  at  last  stand  or  fall  by  its  true  merits. 
Meanwhile,  the  charge  of  having  in  one  instance  mis- 
applied his  powers,  of  having  once  followed-  a  false  ten- 
dency, is  no  such  grievous  charge  to  bring  against  a  man  i 
it  does  not  exclude  a  great  respect  for  himself  personally, 
or  for  his  powers  in  the  happier  manifestation  of  them. 
False  tendency  is,  I  have  said,  an  evil  to  which  the  artist 
or  the  man  of  letters  in  England  is  peculiarly  prone ;  but 
everywhere  in  our  time  he  is  liable  to  it,  -^  the  greatest 
as  well  as  the  humblest.   ^  The  first  beginnings  of  my  Wil- 

4F  '^  It  is  the  fact,  that  scholan  of  fiutidious  refinement,  but  of  a 
jadgment  which  I  think  far  more  masculine  than  Mr.  Arnold's,  have 
passed  a  most  encouraging  sentence  on  large  specimens  of  my  transla- 
tion. I  at  present  count ^eight  such  names.''  —  "  Before  venturing  to 
print,  I  sought  to  ascertain  how  unlearned  women  and  children  would 
Accept  my  verses.  I  could  boast  how  children  and  half-educated 
women  have  extolled  them,  how  greedily  a  working  man  has  inquired 
for  them,  without  knowing  who  was  the  translator."  ^  Mr.  Newman's 
Beply,  pp.  a,  12, 18. 
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helm  Meister,**  says  Goethe,  "arose  out  of  an  obscure  sense 
of  the  great  troth  that  man  will  often  attempt  something 
for  which  nature  haa  denied  him  the  proper  powers,  will  un- 
dertake and  practise  something  in  which  he  cannot  become 
skilled.    An  inward  feeling  warns  him  to  desist,**  (yes,  but 
there  are,  unhappily,  cases  of  ahsolate^udidal  blindness !) 
^  nevertheless  he  cannot  get  clear  in  himself  about  it,  and 
is  driven  along  a  false  road  to  a  false  goal,  without  know- 
ing how  it  is  with  him.    To  this  we  may  refer  everything 
which  goes  hy  the  name  of  false  tendency,  dilettantism, 
and  BO  on.    A  great  many  men  waste  in  this  way  the  fkir- 
est  portion  of  their  lives,  and  fall  at  last  into  wonderful 
delusion."     Yet  after  all,  —  Goethe  adds,  —  it  sometimes 
happens  that  even  on  this  false  road  a  man  finds,  not  in- 
deed that  which  he  sought,  but  something  which  is  good 
and  useful  for  him ;  "like  Saul,  the  son  of  Kish,  who  went 
forth  to  look  for  his  father's  asses,  and  found  a  kingdom." 
And  thus  false  tendency  as  well  ai9  true,  vain  efl^rt  as 
well  as  fruitful,  go  together  to  produce  that  great  move- 
ment of  life,  to  present  that  immense  and  magic  spectacle 
of  human  affairs,  which  from  boyhood  to  old  age  fasci- 
nates the  gaze  of  every  man  of  ims^nation,  and  which 
would  be  his  terror,  if  it  were  not  at  the  same  time  his 
delight 

So  Mr.  Newman  may  see  how  wide-spread  a  danger  it 
is,  to  which  he  has,  as  I  think,  in  setting  himself  to  trans- 
late Homer,  fallen  a  prey.     He  may  be  well  satisfied  if 
he  can  escape  from  it  by  paying  it  the  tribute  of  a  single 
work  only.     He  may  judge  how  unlikely  it  is  that  I 
should  "  despise  "  him  for  once  .falling  a  prey  to  it.     I 
know  far  too  well  how  exposed  to  it  we  all  are  ;  how  ex- 
posed to  it  I  myself  am.     At  this  very  moment,  for  ex- 
niople,  I  am  fresh  from  reading  Mr.  Newman's  reply  to 
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mj  lectures  ;  a  reply  full  of  that  emdition  in  whicii  (as  I 
am  so  oflen  and  so  good-^iaturedlj  reminded,  but  indeed 
I  know  it  without  being  reminded)  Mr.  Newman  is  im- 
measurably my  superior.  Well,  the  demon  ihat  pushes 
US  all  to  our  ruin  is  even  now  prompting  me  to  follow 
Mr.  Newman  into  a  discussion  about  the  digamma,  and  I 
know  not  what  providence  holds  me  back.  And  some 
day,  I  have  no  doubt,  I  shall  lecture  on  the  language  of 
the  Berbers,  and  give  him  his  entire  revenge. 

But  Mr.  Newman  does  not  confine  himself  to  com- 
plaints on  his  own  behalf,  he  complains  on  Homer's 
behalf  too.  He  says  that  my  ^statements  about  Greek 
literature  are  against  the  most  notorious  and  elementary 
fact";  that  I  **  do  a  public  wrong  to  literature  by  publish- 
ing them  " ;  and  that  the  Professors  to  whom  I  appealed 
in  my  three  Lectures,  "would  only  lose  credit  if  they 
sanctioned  the  use  I  make  of  their  names."  He  does 
these  eminent  men  the  kindness  of  adding,  however,  that 
^whether  they  are  pleased  with  this  parading  of  their 
names  in  behalf  of  paradoxical  error,  he  may  well  doubt," 
and  that  "  until  they  endorse  it  themselves,  he  shall  treat 
my  process  as  a  piece  of  forgery."  He  proceeds  to  dis- 
cuss my  statements  at  great  length,  and  with  an  erudition 
and  ingenuity  which  nobody  can  admire  more  than  I  do. 
And  he  ends  by  saying  that  my  ignorance  is  great. 

Alas !  that  is  very  true.  Much  as  Mr.  Newman  was 
mistaken  when  he  talked  of  my  rancor,  he  is  entirely 
right  when  he  talks  of  my  ignorance.  And  yet,  perverse 
as  it  seems  to  say  so,  I  sometimes  find  myself  wishing, 
when  dealing  with  these  matters  of  poetical  criticism^  that 
my  ignorance  were  even  greater  than  it  is.  To  handle 
these  matters  properly  there  is  needed  a  poise  so  perfect, 
that  the  least  overweight  in  any  direction  tends  to  destroy 
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the  balaiioe.    Temper  destroys  it,  a  crotchet  desti*ojs  it» 
even  emdition  maj  destroy  it.    To  press  to  the  sense  of 
the  thing  itself  with  which  one  is  dealing,  not  to  go  off  on 
some  collateral  issue  about  the  thing,  is  the  hardest  mat- 
ter in  the  world.    The  ^  thing  itself"  with  which  one  is 
here  dealing,  —  the  critical  perception  of  poetic  truth,  — 
is  of  all  things  the  most  volatile,  elusive,  and  evanescent ; 
bj  even  pressing  too  impetuously  afjjer  it,  one  runs  the 
risk  of  losing  it    The  critic  of  poetry  should  have  the 
finest  tact,  the  nicest  moderation,  the  most  free,  flexiible, 
and  elastic  spirit  imaginable;  he  should  be  indeed  the 
^  pndoyant  et  divers,"  the  undulating  and  diverse  being 
of  Montidgne.      The  less  he  can  deal  with  his  object 
simply  and  freely,  the  more  things  he  has  to  take  into 
account  in  dealing  with  it,  —  the  more,  in  short,  he  has 
to  encumber  himself,  —  so  much  the  greater  force  of 
spirit  he  needs  to  retain  his  elastidty.     But  one  cannot 
exactly  have  this  greater  force  by  wishing  for  it ;  so,  for 
the  force  of  spirit  one  has,  the  load  put  upon  it  is  often 
heavier  than  it  will  well  bear.    The  late  Duke  of  Wel- 
lington said  of  a  certain  peer  that  '^  it  was  a  great  pity  his 
education  had  been  so  far  too  much  for  his  abilities."    In 
like  manner,  one  oflen  sees  erudition  out  of  all  proportion 
to  its  owner^s  critical  faculty.     Little  as  I  know,  there- 
fore, I  am  always  apprehensive,  in  dealing  with  poetry, 
lest  even  that  little  should  prove  ^^  too  much  for  my 
abilities." 

With  this  consciousness  of  my  own  lack  of  learning,  — 
nay,  with  this  sort  of  acquiescence  in  it,  with  this  belief 
that  for  the  laborer  in  the  field  of  poetical  criticism  leam- 
hig  has  its  disadvantages-,  —  I  am  not  likely  to  dispute 
>vith  Mr.  Newman  about  matters  of  erudition.  All  that 
he  t^ays  on  these  matters  in  his  Reply  I  read  with  great 
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interest :  in  general  I  agree  with  him ;  but  only,  I  am 
sorrj  to  say,  up  to  a  certain  point.  Like  all  learned 
men,  accustomed  to  desire  definite  rules,  he  draws  his 
eondnsions  too  absolutely;  he  wants  to  include  too  much 
tmder  his  rules ;  he  does  not  quite  perceive  that  in  poeti- 
cal criticism  the  shade,  the  fine  distinction,  is  everything; 
and  that)  when  he  has  once  missed  this,  in  all  he  says  he 
is  in  truth  but  beating  the  air.  For  instance :  because  I 
think  Homer  noble,  he  imagines  I  must  think  him  ele- 
gant ;  and  in  fact  he  says  in  plain  words  that  I  do  think 
him  so,  —  that  to  me  Homer  seems  "pervadingly  ele- 
gant.*' But  he  does  not.  Virgil  is  elegant,  —  "per- 
vadingly  elegant,"  —  even  in  passages  of  the  highest 
emotion : 

"  0,  nbi  campi, 
Spetxsheosqne,  et  ^ginibns  bacchata  Lacieiiis 
Taygetal»'» 

Even  there  Virgil,  though  of  a  divine  elegance,  is  still 
elegant :  but  Homer  is  not  elegant ;  the  word  is  quite  a 
wrong  one  to  apply  to  him,  and  Mr.  Newman  is  quite 
right  in  blaming  any  one  he  finds  so  applying  it  Again ; 
arguing  against  my  assertion  that  Homer  is  not  quaint, 
he  says:  '^It  is  quaint  to  call  waves  wet,  milk  white^  blood 
dusky,  horses  single-hoofed^  words  vnnged,  Vulcan  LoJh 
foot  (KvXXoirodifiov),  a  spear  hngshjodowyj^  and  so  on.  I 
find  I  know  not  how  many  distinctions  to  draw  here.  I 
do  not  think  it  quaint  to  call  waves  wet,  or  milk  vjJiite,  or 
words  winged;  but  I  do  think  it  quaint  to  call  horses 
singte-hoofed,  or  Vulcan  Lohfoot,  or  a  spear  longshadcrwy. 
As  to  calling  blood  dusky,  I  do  not  feel  quite  sure ;  I  will 

*  **  O  for  the  fields  of  Thessaly  and  the  streams  of  Spercheios  I  0 
for  tihe  hOls  alive  with  the  dances  of  the  Lac<«iian  maidens,  the  hillt 
cf  Taygetas  I  **  —  Georgics,  U.  486. 
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tell  Mr.  Newman  my  opinion  when  I  see  the  passage  in 
which  he  calls  it  so.  Bat  then,  again,  becaose  it  is  quaint 
to  call  Ynlcan  Lohfoot,  I  cannot  admit  that  it  was  quaint 
to  call  him  KvXXoTrodcW ;  nor  that,  because  it  is  quaint  to 
call  a  spear  hngshadowy^  it  was  quaint  to  call  it  boKix^ 
a-Kiov.  Here  Mr.  Newman's  erudition  misleads  him:  he 
knows  the  literal  value  of  the  Greek  so  well,  that  he 
thinks  his  literal  rendering  identical  with  the  Greek,  and 
that  the  Greek  must  stand  or  fall  along  with  his  render- 
ing. But  the  real  question  is,*  not  whether  he  has  given 
us,  so  to  speak,  full  change  for  the  Greek,  but  how  he 
gives  us  our  ehange :  we  want  it  in  gold,  and  he  gives  it 
us  in  copper.  Again :  "  It  is  quaint,"  says  Mr.  Newman, 
"  to  address  a  young  friend  as  *  O  Pippin ! ' —  it  is  quaint 
to  compare  Ajax  to  an  ass  whom  boys  are  belaboring." 
Here,  too,  Mr.  Newman  goes  much  too  fast,  and  his  cate- 
gory of  quaintness  is  too  comprehensive.  To  address  a 
young  friend  as  "  O  Pippin  I  '*  is,  I  cordially  agree  with 
him,  very  quaint ;  although  I  do  not  think  it  was  quaint 
in  Sarpedon  to  address  Glaucus  as  &  irinov :  but  in  com- 
paring, whether  in  Greek  or  in  English,  Ajax  to  an  ass 
whom  boys  are  belaboring,  I  do  not  see  that  there  is  of 
necessity  anything  quaint  at  all.  Again ;  because  I  said 
that  eldy  Uef,  in  sooth,  and  other  words,  are,  as  Mr.  New- 
man uses  them  in  certain  places,  bad  words,  he  ima^nes 
that  I  must  mean  to  stamp  these  words  with  an  absolute 
reprobation ;  and  because  I  said  that  ^  my  Bibliolatry  is 
excessive,"  he  imagines  that  I  brand  all  words  as  ignoble 
which  are  not  in  the  Bible.  Nothing  of  the  kind :  there 
are  no  such  absolute  rules  to  be  laid  down  in  these  mat- 
ters. The  Bible  vocabulary  is  to  be  used  as  an  assist- 
ance, not  as  an  authority.  Of  the  words  which,  placed 
where  Mr.  Newman  places  them,  I  have  called  bad 


ON  TRANSLATING  HOMER.  879 

words,  every  one  may  be  excellent  in  some  other  place. 
Take  e^  for  instance :  when  Shakespeare,  reproaching 
man  with  the  dependence  in  which  his  youth  is  passed, 

says: 

"  all  thy  blessed  youth 
Becomes  as  aged,  and  doth,  beg  the  alms 
Of  palsied  e/ef/'  ... 

it  seems  to  me  that  dd  comes  in  excellently  there,  in  a 
passage  of  carious  meditation ;  but  when  Mr.  Newman 
renders  oyrifHo  r'  a6avar<o  re  by  ^'  from  Eld  and  Death  ex- 
empted," it  seems  to  me  he  infuses  a  tinge  of  quaintness 
into  the  transparent  simplicity  of  Homer's  expression,  and 
80  I  call  dd  a  bad  word  in  that  place. 

Once  more.  Mr.  Newman  lays  it  down  as  a  general 
rule  that  ^  many  of  Homer's  energetic  descriptions  are 
expressed  in  coarse  physical  words."  He  goes  on :  "I 
give  one  illustration,  —  Tpocf  irpoihvyltay  aoXXits,  Cow- 
per,  misled  by  the  ignis  fatuus  of  '  stateliness,'  renders  it 
absurdly : 

*  The  powers  of  Ilmm  gave  the  first  assanlt 
Embattled  close ' ; 

but  it  is,  strictly,  *  The  Trojans  knocked  forward  (or, 
thumped,  butted  forward)  tn  dose  pack,*  The  verb  is 
too  coarse  for  later  polished  prose,  and  even  the  adjective 
is  very  strong  {packed  together),  I  believe,  that  *  forward 
in  pack  the  Trojans  pitched,'  would  not  be  really  unfaith- 
ful to  the  Homeric  color  ;  and  I  maintain,  that  '  forward 
in  mass  the  Trojans  pitched,'  would  be  an  irreprovable 
rendering."  He  actually  gives  us  all  that  as  if  it  were  a 
piece  of  scientific  deduction  ;  and  as  if,  at  the  end,  he  had 
arrived  at  an  incontrovertible  conclusion.  But,  in  truth, 
one  cannot  settle  these  matters  quite  in  this  way.  Mr. 
Newman's  general  rule  may  be  true  or  false  (I  dislike  to 
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meddle  with  general  rales),  bat  everj  part  in  what  (6^ 
lows  mnst  stand  or  fall  by  itself,  and  its  soundness  or  un- 
soandness  has  nothing  at  all  to  do  with  the  trath  or  false- 
hood of  Mr.  Newman's  general  rale.  He  first  gives,  as 
a  strict  rendering  of  the  Greek,  ''  The  Trojans  knocked 
forward  (or,  thumped,  butted  forward),  in  close  pack."  I 
need  not  say  that,  as  a  ^  strict  rendering  of  the  Greek," 
this  is  good,  — -  all  Mr.  Newman's  "  strict  renderings  of 
the  Greek  "  are  sure  to  be,  as  such,  good  ;  but  "  in  dose 
pack,**  for  doXXetf,  seems  to  me  to  be  what  Mr.  Newman's 
renderings  are  not  always,  —  an  excellent  poetical  render- 
ing  of  the  Greek ;  a  thousand  times  better,  certainly,  than 
Cowper's  "embattled  close.**  Well,  but  Mr.  Newman 
goes  on :  "I  believe,  that  *  forward  in  pack  the  Trojans 
pitched,'  would  not  be  really  unfaithful  to  the  Homeric 
color."  Here,  I  say,  the  Homeric  color  is  half  washed 
out  of  Mr.  Newman's  happy  rendering  of  aohX€€g  ;  while 
in  "  pitched  "  for  vpoikv^av,  the  literal  fidelity  of  the  first 
rendering  is  gone,  while  certainly  no  Homeric  color  has 
coine  in  its  place.  Finally,  Mr.  Newman  concludes :  ^  I 
maintain  that  ^forward  in  mass  the  Trojans  pitched,' 
would  be  an  irreprovable  rendering."  Here,  in  what 
Mr.  Newman  fancies  his  final  moment  of  triumph,  Ho- 
meric color  and  literal  fidelity  have  alike  abandoned  him 
altogether ;  the  last  stage  of  his  translation  is  much  worse 
than  the  second,  and  immeasurably  worse  than  the  first 

All  this  to  show  that  a  looser,  easier  method  than  Mr. 
Newman's  must  be  taken,  if  we  are  to  arrive  at  any  good 
result  in  these  questions.  I  now  go  on  to  follow  Mr. 
Newman  a  little  further,  not  at  all  as  wishing  to  dispute 
with  him,  but  as  seeking  (and  this  is  the  true  fruit  we 
may  gather  from  criticisms  upon  us)  to  gain  hints  from 
him  for  the  establishment  of  some  useful  truth  about  our 
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Buljjecty  even  when  I  ihink  him  wrong.  I  still  retain,  I 
confess,  my  conviction  that  Homer^s  characteristic  qnali* 
ties  are  rapidity  of  movement^  plainness  of  words  and 
Btyle,  simplicity  and  directness  of  ideas,  and,  above  all, 
nobleness,  the  grand  manner.  Whenever  Mr.  Newman 
drops  a  word,  awakens  a  train  of  thoag^t,  which  leads  me 
to  see  any  of  these  characteristics  more  clearly,  I  am 
grateful  to  him ;  and  one  or  two  suggestions  of  this  kind 
which  he  affords,  are  all  that  now,  —  having  expressed 
my  sorrow  that  he  shonld  have  misconceived  my  feelings 
towards  him,  and  painted  out  what  I  think  the  vice  of  his 
method  of  criticism,  —  I  have  to  notice  in  his  Reply. 

Such  a  suggestion  I  find  in  Mr.  Newman's  remarks  on 
my  assertion  that  the  translator  of  Homer  must  not  adopt 
a  quaint  and  antiquated  style  in  rendering  him,  because  the 
impression  which  Homer  makes  npon  the  living  scholar  is 
not  that  of  a  poet  quaint  and  antiquated,  but  that  of  a 
poet  perfectly  simple,  perfectly  intelligible.  I  added  that 
we  cannot,  I  oMifess,  really  know  how  Homer  seemed  to 
Sophocles,  but  that  it  is  impossible  to  me  to  believe  that 
he  seemed  to  him  quaint  and  antiquated.  Mr.  Newman 
asserts,  on  the  other  hand,  that  L  am  absurdly  wrong 
here ;  that  Homer  seemed  *^out  and  out'*  quaint  and  an- 
tiquated to  die  Athenians ;  that  ^  every  sentence  of  him 
was  more  or  less  antiquated  to  Sophocles,  who  could  ho 
more  help  feeling  at  every  instant  the  foreign  and  anti- 
quated character  of  the  poetry,  than  an  Englishman  can 
help  feeling  the  same  in  reading  Bnms's  poems."  And 
not  only  does  Mr.  Newman  say  this,  but  he  has  managed 
thoroughly  to  convince  some  of  bis  readers  of  it  ^'  Ho- 
mer's Greek,"  says  one  of  them,  ^^  certainly  seemed  anti- 
quated to  the  historical  times  of  Greece.  Mr.  Newman, 
taking  a  far  broader  historical  and  philological  view  than 
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Mr.  Arnold,  stoatlj  maLntains  that  it  did  seem  so."  And 
another  says :  ''  Doubtless  Homer's  dialect  and  diction 
were  as  hard  and  obscure  to  a  later  Attic  Greek,  as 
Chaucer  to  an  Englishman  of  our  day." 

Mr.  Newman  goes  on  to  say,  that  not  only  was  Homer 
antiquated  relatively  to  Pericles,  but  he  is  antiquated  to 
the  living  scholar ;  and,  indeed,  is  in  himself  ^^  absolutely 
antique,  being  the  poet  of  a  barbarian  age."  He  tells  us 
of  his  ^  inexhaustible  quaintnesses,"  of  his  ^  very  eccen- 
tric diction  f';  and  he  infers,  of  course,  that  he  is  per- 
fectly right  in  rendering  him  in  a  quaint  and  antiquated 
style. 

Now  this  question,  —  whether  or  no  Homer  seemed 
quaint  and  antiquated  to  Sophocles,  —  I  call  a  delightful 
question  to  raise.  It  is  not  a  barren  verbal  dispute ;  it  is 
a  question  '^  drenched  in  matter,"  to  use  an  expression  of 
Bacon  ;  a  question  full  of  flesh  and  blood,  and  of  which 
the  Scrutiny,  though  I  still  think  we  cannot  settle  it  abeo- 
lutely,  may  yet  give  us  a  directly  useful  result.  To  scru- 
tinize it  may  lead  us  to  see  more  clearly  what  sort  of  a 
style  a  modem  translator  of  Homer  ought  to  adopt 

Homer's  verses  wese  some  of  the  first  words  which  a 
young  Athenian  heard.  H^  heard  them  from  his  mother 
or  his  nurse  before  he  went  to  school ;  and  at  school, 
when  he  went  there,  he  was  constantly  occupied  with 
them.  So  much  did  he  hear  of  them  that  Socrates  pro- 
poses, in  the  interests  of  morality,  to  have  selections  from 
Homer  made,  and  placed  in  the  hands  of  mothers  and 
nurses,  in  his  model  republic ;  in  order  that,  of  an  author 
with  whom  they  were  sure  to  be  so  perpetually  conver- 
sant, the  young  might  learn  only  those  parts  which  might 
do  them  good.  His  language  was  as  familiar  to  Sopho- 
cles, we  may  be  quite  sure,  as  the  language  of  the  Bible 
is  to  nsr 
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Nay,  more.  Homer's  language  was  not,  of  course,  in 
the  time  of  Sophocles,  the  spoken  or  written  language  of 
cffdinarj  life,  any  more  than  the  language  of  the  Bible, 
any  more  than  the  language  of  poetry,  is  with  us ;  but 
for  one  great  species  of  composition  —  epic  poetry  —  it 
vas  still  the  current  language;  it  was  the  language  in 
ivhich  every  one  who  made  that  sort  of  poetry  composed. 
Svery  one  at  Athens  who  dabbled  in  epic  poetry,  not  only 
understood  Homer's  language,  —  he  possessed  it  He 
possessed  it  as  every  one  who  dabbles  in  poetry  with  us, 
possesses  what  may  be  called  the  poetical  vocabulary,  as 
distinguished  from  the  vocabulary  of  common  speech  and 
of  modem  prose :  I  mean,  such  expressions  as  perchance 
ioT perhaps,  spake  for  spoke,  aye  for  ever,  don^for  put  on, 
charmed  for  charm'd,  and  thousands,  of  others. 

I  might  go  to  Bums  and  Chaucer,  and,  taking  words 
and  passages  from  them,  ask  if  they  afforded  any  parallel 
to  a  language  so  familiar  and  so  possessed.  But  this  I 
will  not  do,  for  Mr.  Newman  himself  supplies  me  with 
what  he  thinks  a  fair  parallel,  in  its  effect  upon  us,  to  the 
language  of  Homer  in  its  effect  upon  Sophocles.  He 
says  that  such  words  as  mon,  londts,  lihbard,  wtthovien^ 
muchel,  give  us  a  tolerable  but  incomplete  notion  of  this 
parallel;  and  he  finally  exhibits  the  parallel  in  all  its 
clearness,  by  this  poetical  specimen : 

"  Dat  mon,  qahich  hauldeth  Eyngis-af 
Londis  yn  f^o,  niyer 
(I  tell  *e)  feereth  aaght;  sith  hee 
Doth  hauld  hys  londis  yver.'* 

Now,  does  Mr.  Newman  really  think  that  Sophocles 
could,  as  he  says,  '^  no  more  help  feeling  at  every  instant 
ihe  foreign  and  antiquated  character  of  Homer,  than  an 
Englishman  can  help  feeling  the  same  in  hearing  "  these 
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?  Is  he  qnite  sore  of  it?  He  says  he  is ;  be  wOI 
not  allow  of  any  doabt  or  hesitatioii  in  the  matter.  I  had 
oonfessed  we  ooald  not  really  know  how  Homer  seemed 
to  Sophocles;  —  ''Let  Mr.  Arnold  ocmfess  for  himself" 
cries  Mr.  Newman,  *^  and  not  for  me,  who  know  perfectly 
welL"    And  this  is  what  he  knows  1 

Mr.  Newman  says,  however,  that  I  "  play  fiJladously 
on  the  words  familiar  and  unfamiliar";  that  ''Homer's 
words  may  have  been  familiar  to  the  Athenians  (t .  e.  of- 
ten heard)  even  when  they  were  either  not  nnderstood 
by  them,  or  else,  being  andeistood,  were  yet  felt  and 
known  to  be  utterly  foreign.  Let  my  renderings,"  he 
continues,  "  be  heard,  as  Pope  or'  evBn  Cowper  has  been 
heard,  and  no  one  will  be  '  sarprised.' " 

Bat  the  whole  question  is  here.  The  translator  most 
not  assume  that  to  have  taken  place  which  has  not  taken 
place,  although,  pertiaps,  he  may  wish  it  to  have  taken 
place,  —  namely,  that  his  diction  is  become  an  established 
possession  of  the  minds  of  men,  and  therefore  is,  in  its 
proper  place,  familiar  to  them,  will  not  "  surprise  *  them. 
If  Homer's  language  was  fiimiliar, — that  is,  often  heard, 
—  then  to  this  language  words  like  londis  and  IMardy 
which  are  not  familiar,  offer,  for  the  translator's  purpose, 
no  parallel.  For  some  purpose  of  the  philologer  they 
may  offer  a  parallel  to  it;  for  the  translator's  purpose 
they  ofier  none.  The  question  is  not,  whether  a  diction 
is  antiquated  for  current  speech,  but  whether  it  is  anti- 
quated for  that  particular  purpose  for  which  it  is  em- 
ployed. A  diction  that  is  antiquated  for  common  speech 
and  common  prose,  may  very  well  not  be  antiquated  for 
poetry  or  certain  special  kinds  of  prose.  "  Peradventure 
there  shall  be  ten  found  there,"  is  not  antiquated  for 
Biblical  prose,  though  for  conversation  or  fi>r  a  news- 
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paper  it  is  antiquated.  ^'  The  trumpet  spake  not  to  the 
arm^d  throng,"  is  not  antiquated  for  poetry,  although  we 
should  not  write  in  a  letter,  "  he  spake  to  me,"  or  say, 
"the  British  soldier  is  armed  with  the  Enfield  rifle." 
But  when  language  is  antiquated  for  that  particular  pur- 
pose for  which  it  is  employed,  —  as  numbers  of  Chaucer's 
words,  for  instance,  are  antiquated  for  poetry,  —  such  lan- 
gu'age  is  a  bad  representative  of  language  which,  like  Ho- 
mer^s,  was  never  antiquated  for  that  particular  purpose 
for  which  it  was  employed.  I  imagine  that  Ili^Xi^tadctt 
for  IlfjXcidov,  in  Homer,  no  more  sounded  antiquated  to 
Sophocles  than  armed  for  arm*d,  in  Milton,  sounds  anti- 
quated to  us ;  but  Mr.  Newman's  withouten  and  muchel 
do  sound  to  us  antiquated,  even  for  poetry,  and  therefore 
they  do  not  correspond  in  their  effect  upon  us  with  Homer^s 
words  in  their  effect  upon  Sophocles.  When  Chaucer,  who 
us^s  such  words,  is  to  pass  current  amongst  us,  to  be  &- 
miliar  to  us,  as  Homer  was  familiar  to  the  Athenians,  he 
has  to  be  modernized,  as  Wordsworth  and  others  set  to 
work  to  modernize  him ;  but  an  Athenian  no  more  needed 
to  have  Homer  modernized,  than  we  need  to  have  the 
Bible  modemizeil,  or  Wordsworth  himself. 

Therefore,  when  Mr.  Newman's  words  hragly^  huOdn^ 
and  the  rest,  are.  an  established  possession  of  our  minds, 
as  Homer's  words  were  an  established  possession  of  an 
Athenian's  mind,  he  may  use  them;  but  not  till  then. 
Chaucer's  words,,  the  >  words  of  Bums,  great  poets  as 
these  were,  are  yet  not  thus  an  established  possession  of 
an  Englishman's  mind,  and  therefore  they  must  not  be 
used  in  rendering  Homer  into  English. 

Mr.  Newman  has  been  misled  just  by  doing  that  which 
Lis  admirer  praises  him  for  doing,  by  taking  a  ^  far  broader 
historical  and  philological  view  than  "  mine.   Precisely  be- 

17  y 
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canse  he  has  done  this,  and  has  applied  the  ^  philological 
Tiew  "  where  it  was  not  applicable,  bnt  where  the  ^  poeti- 
cal Tiew  "  alone  was  rightlj  applicable,  he  has. fallen  into 
error. 

It  is  the  same  with  him  in  his  remarks  on  the  difficnlty 
and  ohecoritj  of  Homer.  Homer,  I  say,  is  perfectly  plain 
in  speech,  simple,  and  intelligible.  And  I  infer  from  this 
that  his  translator,  too^  ought  to  be  perfectly  plain  in 
speech,  simple,  and  intelligible ;  ought  not  to  say,  for  in- 
stance, in  rendering 

09rc  Kc  (Ti  crrcXXoifu  f»ox>Jp  is  Kvdiav€ipap  .... 

^  Nor  liefly  thee  would  I  advance  to  man-ennobling  bat- 
tle,**—  and  things  of  that  kind.  Mr.  Newman  hands  me 
a  list  of  some  twenty  hard  words,  invokes  Buttman,  Mr. 
Maiden,  and  M.  Benfey,  and  asks  me  if  I  think  myself  wiser 
than  all  the  world  of  Greek  scholars,  and  if  I  am  ready 
to  supply  the  deficiencies  of  Liddell  and  Scott's  Lexicon ! 
But  here,  again,  Mr.  Newman  errs  by  not  perceiving  that 
the  question  .is  one  not  of  scholarship,  but  of  a  poetical 
translation  of  Homer.  This,  I  say,  should  be  perfectly 
simple  and  intelligible.  He  replies  by  telling  me  that 
adivbsy  clX(irodcr,  and  a'tyaX6tit  are  hard  words.  Well,  but 
what  does  he  infer  from  that?  That  the  poetical  transla^ 
tor,  in  his  rendering  of  them,  is  to  give  us  a  sense  of  the 
difficulties  of  the  scholar,  and  so  is  to  make  his  translation 
obscure  ?  If  he  does  not  mean  that,  how,  by  bringing 
forward  these  hard  words,  does  he  touch  the  question 
whether  an  English  version  of  Homer  should  be  plain  or 
not  plain  ?  If  Homer's  poetry,  as  poetry,  is  in  its  general 
effect  on  the  poetical  reader  perfectly  simple  and  intelligi- 
ble, the  uncertainty  of  the  scholar  about  the  true  mean- 
ing of  cei^n  words  can  never  change  this  general  efied. 
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Bather  will  the  poetry  of  Homer  make  iig  forget  his  phi- 
lology, than  his  philology  make  us  forget  his  poetry.  It 
may  even  be  affirmed  that  every  one  who  reads  Homer 
perpetually  for  the  sake  of  enjoying  his  poetry  (and  no  one 
who  does  not  so  read  him  will  ever  translate  him  well), 
comes  at  last  to  form  a  perfectly  clear  sense  in  his  own 
mind  for  every  important  word  in  Homer,  such  as  dbtv6sy 
or  rf\ifiaro9,  whatever  the  scholar's  doubts  about  the  *word 
may  be.  And  this  sense  is  present  to  his  mind  with  per- 
fect clearness  and  fulness,  whenever  the  word  recurs,  al- 
though as  a  scholar  he  may  know  that  he  cannot  be  sure 
whether  this  sense  is  the  right  one  or  not.  But  poet- 
ically he  feels  clearly  about  the  word,  although  philologi- 
cally  he  may  not  The  scholar  in  him  may  hesitate, 
like  the  father  in  Sheridan's  play ;  but  the  reader  of 
poetry  in  him  is,  like  the  governor,  fixed.  The  same 
thing  happens  to  us  with  our  own  language.  How  many 
words  occur  in  the  Bible,  for  instance,  to  which  thousands 
of  hearers  do  not  feel  sure  they  attach  the  precise  real 
meaning ;  but  they  make  out  a  meaning  for  them  out  of 
what  materials  they  have  at  hand ;  and  the  words,  heard 
over  and  over  again,  come  to  convey  this  meaning  with  a 
oertunty  which  poetically  is  adequate,  though  not  philo- 
logicaliy.  How  many  have  attached  a  clear  and  poetically 
adequate  sense  to  ^  the  beam  "  and  ^'  the  mote^*  though  not 
precisely  the  right  one  I  How  clearly,  again,  have  read- 
ers got  a  sense  from  Milton's  words,  '^  grate  on  their  scrau' 
nel  pipes,"  who  yet  might  have  been  puzzled  to  write  a 
commentary  on  the  word  scrannel  for  the  dictionary  I  So 
we  get  a  clear  sense  from  ddip6t  as  an  epithet  for  grief, 
after  often  meeting  with  it  and  finding  out  all  we  can 
about  it,  even  though  that  all  be  philologically  insuffi- 
cient :  so  we  get  a  clear  sense  from  ttkimbts  as  an  epithet 
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for  cows.     And  this  his  clear  poetical  sense  about  the 
words,  not  his  philological  uncertainties  about  them,  is 
what  the  translator  has  to  convey.     Words  like  hraghf 
and  huUdn  offer  no  parallel  to  these  words ;  because  the 
reader,  from  his  entire  want  oX  familiarity  with  the  words 
hragly  and  bulking  has  no  clear  sense  of  them  poeticall  j. 
Perplexed  by  his  knowledge  of  the  philological  aspect 
.of  Homer*8  language,  encumbered  by  his  own  learning, 
Mr.  Newman,  I  say,  misses  the  poetical  aspect,  misses 
that  with  which  alone  we  are  here  concerned.     '<  Homer 
u  odd,"  he  persists,  fixing  his  eyes  on  his  own  philological 
analysis  of  f^yv(y  and  fA€po^t,  and  KvXXoirodtttv,  and  not  on 
these  words  in  their  synthetic  character ; — just  as  Pro- 
fessor Max  Miiller,  going  a  little  farther  back,  and  fixing 
his  attention  on  the  elementary  value  of  the  word  Ovyarrjpj 
might  say  Homer  was  "  odd  "  for  using^Ao^  word ;  —  **  if 
the  whole  Greek  nation,  by  long  familiarity,  had  become 
inobservant  of  Homer's  oddities,"  —  of  the  oddities  of  this 
^  noble  barbarian,"  as  Mr.  Newman  elsewhere  calls  him, 
this  "  noble  barbarian  "  with  the  •"  lively  eye  of  the  sav- 
age" —  "  that  would  be  no  fault  of  mine.     That  would 
not  justify  Mr.  Arnold's  blame  of  me  for  rendering  the 
words  correctly."     Correctly^  —  ah,  but  what  is  correct- 
ness in  this  case  ?     This  correctness  of  his  is  the  very 
rock  on  which  Mr.  Newman  has  split.     He  is  so  correct 
that  at  last  he  finds  peculiarity  everywhere.     The  troe 
knowledge  of  Homer  becomes  at  last,  in   his  eyes,  a 
knowledge  of  Homer's  "peculiarities,  pleasant  and  un- 
pleasant." .  Learned  men  know  these  "  peculiarities,"  and 
Homer  is  to  be  translated  because  the  unlearned  are  im- 
patient to  know  them  too.    "  That,"  he  exclaims,  "  is  just 
why  people  want  to  read  an  English  Homer,  —  to  know 
all  his  odditieSf  Just  as  learned  men  do,**     Here  I  am 
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obliged  to  shake  mj  head,  and  to  declare  that,  in  spite 
of  all  my  respect  for  Mr.  Newman,  I  cannot  go  these 
lengths  with  him.  He  talks  of  mj  ^'  monomaniac  fancy 
that  there  is  nothing  quaint  or  antique  in  Homer."  Terri- 
ble learning,  —  I  cannot  help  in  my  turn  exclaiming,  — 
terrible  learning,  which  discovers  so  much  I 

Here,  then,  I  take  my  leave  of  Mr,  Newman,  retaining 
my  opinion  that  his  version  of  Homer  is  spoiled  by  his 
making  Homer  odd  and  ignoble ;  but  having,  I  hope,  suffi- 
cient love  for  literature  to  be  able  to  canvass  works  with- 
out thinking  of  persons,  and  to  hold  this  or  that  production 
cheap,  while  retaining  a  sincere  respect,  on  other  grounds, 
for  its  author. 

In  fulfilment  of  my  promise  to  take  this  opportunity 
for  giving  the  translator  of  Homer  a  little  further  advice, 
I  proceed  to  notice  one  or  two  other  criticisms  which  I 
find,  in  like  manner,  suggestive  ;  which  give  us  an  oppor- 
tunity, that  is,  of  seeing  more  clearly,  as  we  look  into 
them,  the  true  principles  on  which  translation  of  Homer 
should  rest.  This  is  all  I  seek  in  criticisms ;  and  perhaps 
Yas  I  have  already  said)  it  is  only  as  one  seeks  a  positive 
result  of  this  kind,  that  one  can  get  any  fruit  from  them. 
Seeking  a  negative  result  from  them,  —  personal  alterca- 
tion and  wrangling,  —  one  gets  no  fruit ;  seeking  a  posi- 
tive result,  —  the  elucidation  and  establishment  of  one's 
ideas,  —  one  may  get  much.  Even  bad  criticisms  may 
thus  be  made  suggestive  and  fruitful.  I  declared,  in  a 
former  lecture  on  this  subject,  my  conviction  that  criti- 
cism is  not  the  strong  point  of  our  national  literature. 
Well,  even  the  bad  criticisms  on  our  present  topic  which 
I  meet  with,  serve  to  illustrate  this  conviction  for  me. 
And  thus  one  is  enabled,  even  in  reading  remarks  which 
for  Homeric  criticism,  for  their  immediate  subject,  have 
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no  value,  — '•  which  are  far  too  personal  in  spii-it,  far  too 
immoderate  in  temper,  and  far  too  heavy-handed  in  style, 
for  the  delicate  matter  they  have  to  treat,  —  still  to  gain 
light  and  confirmation  for  a  serious  idea,  and  to  follow  the 
Baconian  injunction,  semper  aliquid  addiscere,  always  to 
be  adding  to  one's  stock  of  observation  and  knowledge. 
Yes,  even  when  we  have  to  do  with  writers  who,  - —  to 
quote  the  words  of  an  exquisite  critic,  the  master  of  ns 
all  in  criticism,  M.  Sainte  Beuve,  —  remind  us,  when 
they  handle  such  subjects  as  our  present,  of  ^'  Romans  of 
the  fourth  or  fiflh  century,  coming  to  hold  forth,  all  at 
random,  in  African  style,  on  papers  found  in  the  desk  of 
Augustus,  Maecenas,  or  FoUio," — even  then  we  may  in- 
struct ourselves  if  we  regard  ideas  and  not  persons ;  even 
then  we  may  enable  ourselves  to  say,  with  the  same  critic 
describing  the  effect  made  upon  him  by  D'Argenson's 
Memoirs :  *^  My  taste  is  revolted,  but  I  learn  something ; 
—  Je  SU18  choque,  mats  je  suis  instruitJ* 

But  let  us  pa«s  to  criticisms  which  are  suggestive 
directly  and  not  thus  indirectly  only,  —  criticisms  by  ex- 
amining which  we  may  be  brought  nearer  to  what  imme- 
diately interests  us, — the  right  way  of  translating  Homer. 
I  said  that  Homer  did  not  rise  and  sink  with  his  sub- 
ject, was  never  to  be  called  prosaic  and  low.  This  gives 
surprise  to  many  persons,  who  object  that  parts  of  the 
Iliad  are  certainly  pitched  lower  than  others,  and  who 
reniind  me  of  a  number  of  absolutely  level  passages  in 
Homer.  But  I  never  denied  that  a  $uhject  must  rise  and 
sink,  that  it  must  have  its  elevated  and  its  level  regions ; 
all  I  deny  is,  that  a  poet  can  be  said  to  rise  and  sink 
when  all  that  he,  as  a  poet,  can  do,  is  perfectly  well  done ; 
when  he  is  perfectly  sound  and  good,  that  is,  perfect  as  a 
poet|  in  the  level  regions  of  his  subject  as  well  as  in  its 
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elevated  regions.  Indeed,  what  distinguishes  the  greatest 
masters  of  poetry  from  all  others  is,  that  they  are  per- 
fectly sound  and  poetical  in  these  level  regions  of  their 
subject,  —  in  these  regions  which  are  the  great  difficulty 
of  all  poets  but  the  very  greatest,  which  they  never  quite 
know  what  to  do  with.  A  poet  may  sink  in  these  regions 
by  bdng  fidseiy  grand  as  well  as  by  being  low ;  he  sinks, 
in  short,  whenever  he  does  not  treat  his  matter,  whatever 
it  is,  in  a  perfectly  good  and  poetic  way.  But,  so  long  as 
he  treats  it  in  this  way,  he  cannot  be  said  to  ntik^  what- 
ever his  matter  may  do.  A  passage  of  the  simplest  narra- 
tive is  quoted  to  me  from  Homer : 

Mia^rj¥  rv,  VXavicitf  n,  Mcdovra  re,  0€pa{kox69  re  ...  * 

and  I  am  asked,  whether  Homer  does  not  sink  there; 
whether  he  ^  can  have  intended  such  lines  as  those  for 
poetry?''  My  answer  is:  Those  lines  are  very  good 
poetry  indeed,  poetry  of  the  best  class,  in  that  place. 
But  when  Wordsworth,  having  to  narrate  a  very  plain 
matter,  tries  not  to  sink  in  narrating  it,  tries,  in  short,  to 
be- what  is  falsely  called  poetical,  he  does  sink,  although 
he  sinks  by  being  pompous,  not  by  being  low. 

^  Onward  we  drove  beneath  the  Castle;  caught, 
While  crossing  Magdalen  Bridge,  a  giimpae  of  Gam, 
And  at  the  Hoop  alighted,  famous  inn.*' 

That  last  line  shows  excellently  how  a  poet  may  sink  with 
his  subject  by  resolving  not  to  sink  with  it.  A  page  or 
two  further  on,  the  subject  rises  to  grandeur,  and  then 
Wordsworth  is  nobly  worthy  of  it : 

"  The  anteohapel,  where  the  statiie  stood 
Of  Newton  with  his  prism  and  silent  face. 
The  marble  index  of  a  mind  forever 
Voyaging  through  strange  seas  of  thought,  alone." 

•  lUad,  xvU.  216. 
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Bnt  the  supreme  poet  is  he  who  is  thoroughly  soond  and 
poetical,  alike  when  his  sobject  is  grand,  and  when  it  is 
plain :  with  him  the  subject  may  sink,  bat  never  the  poeL 
Bat  a  Dutch  painter  does  not  rise  and  s^nk  with  his  sub- 
ject, —  Defoe,  in  Moll  Flanders,  does  not  rise  and  sink 
with  his  subject,  —  in  so  far  as  an  artist  cannot  be  said  to 
sink  who  is  sound  in  his  treatment  of  his  subject,  hai^eyer 
plain  it  is :  yet  Defoe,  yet  a  Dutch  painter,  may  in  one 
sense  be  said  to  sink  with  their  subject,  because,  though 
sound  in  their  treatment  of  it,  they  are  not  poeiiccdf  — 
poetical  in  the  true,  not  the  false  sense  of  the  word  ;  be- 
cause, in  fact,  they  are  not  in  the  grand  stjle.     Somer 
can  in  no  sense  be  said  to  sink  with  his  subject,  because 
his  soundness  has  something  more  than  literal  natural- 
ness about  it ;  because  his  soundness  is  the  soundness  of 
Homer,  of  a  great  epic  poet ;  because,  in  fact,  he  Is  in 
the  grand  style.     So  he  sheds  over  the  simplest  matter 
he  touches  the  charm  of  his  grand  manner;  he  makes 
everjrthing  noble.     Nothing  has  raised  more  questioning 
among  my  critics  than  these  words,  —  nobUy  the  grcmd 
Mtyle.    People  complain  that  I  do  not  define  these  words 
sufficiently,  that  I  do  not  tell  them  enough  about  them* 
"The  grand  style, — but  what  i$  the  grand  style?** — 
they  cry ;  some  with  an  inclination  to  believe  in  it,  but 
puzzled ;  others  mockingly  and  with  incredulity.     Alas  I 
the  grand  style  is  the  last  matter  in  the  world  for  verbal 
definition  to  deal  with  adequately.     One  may  say  of*  it  as 
IS  said  of  faith :  "^  One  must  feel  it  in  order  to  know  what 
it  is."     But,  as  of  faith,  so  too  one  may  say  of  nobleness, 
of  the  grand  style :  "  Woe  to  those  who  know  it  not ! " 
Yet  this  expression,  though   indefinable,  has  a  diarm; 
one  is  the  better  for  considering  it ;  bonum  est,  nos  hie 
esse;  nay,  one   loves  to   try  to  explain  it,  though  one 
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knows  tliat  one  must  speak  imperfectly.  For  those, 
then,  who  ask  the  question,  —  What  is  the  grand  style  ? 
—  with  sincerity,  I  will  try  to  make  some  answer,  inade- 
quate as  it  must  be.  For  those  who  ask  it  mockingly  I 
have  no  answer,  except  to  repeat  to  them,  with  compas- 
sionate sorrow,  the  Gospel  words  :  Moriemini  inpeccatis 
vestris,  —  Ye  shall  die  in  your  sins. 

But  let  me,  at  any  rate,  have  the  pleasure  of  again  giv- 
ing, before  I  begin  to  try  and  define  the  grand  style,  a 
specimen  of  what  it  ts, 

"  Standing  on  earth,  not  rapt  above  the  pole. 
More  safe  I  sing  with  mortal  yoice,  unchanged  * 
To  hoarse  or  mute,  though  falPn  on  evil  days, 
On  evil  days  though  fairn,  and  evil  tongues."  .... 

There  is  the  grand  style  in  perfection;  and  any  one 
who  has  a  sense  for  it,  will  feel  it  a  thousand  times  better 
from  repeating  those  lines  than  from  hearing  anything  I 
con  say  about  it. 

Let  us  try,  however,  what  can  be  said,  controlling  what 
we  say  by  examples.  I  think  it  will  be  found  that  the 
grand  style  arises  in  poetry,  when  a  noble  nature,  poeti' 
caUy  gifted,  treats  with  simplicity  or  toith  severity  a  seri- 
ous svbject.  I  think  this  definition  will  be  found  to  cover 
all  instances  of  the  grand  style  in  poetry  which  present 
themselves.  I  think  it  will  be  found  to  exclude  all  poe- 
try which  is  not  in  the  grand  style.  And  I  think  it  con- 
tains no  terms  which  are  obscure,,  which  themselves  need 
defining.  Even  those  who  do  not  understand  what  is 
meant  by  calling  poetry  noble,  will  understand,  I  ima- 
gine, what  is  meant  by  speaking  of  a  noble  nature  in  a 
man.  But  the  noble  or  powerful  nature  —  the  bedeiUendes 
individuum  of  Goethe  —  is  not  enough.  For  instance, 
Mr.  Newman  has  zeal  for  learning,  zeal  for  thinking,  zeal 

17* 
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for  liberty,  and  all  these  things  are  noble,  thej  ennoble  a 
man ;  but  be  baa  not  the  poetical  gift :  there  must  be  the 
poetical  gifl,  the  ^divine  fitculty,''  alsa    And,  besides  all 
thiB,  the  sabject  most  be  a  serious  one  (for  it  is  only  faj  a 
kind  of  license  that  we  can  speak  of  the  grand  style  in 
comedy) ;  and  it  must  be  treated  tinth  simpUeity  or  sever- 
ity.   Here  is  the  great  difficulty :  the  poets  of  the  world 
have  been  many ;  there  has  been  wanting  neither  abun- 
dance of  poetical  gift  nor  abundance  of  noble  natores; 
but  a  pbetical  gilt  so  happy,  in  a  noble  nature  so  circum- 
stanced and  trained,  that  the  result  is  a  continuous  style, 
perfect  in  simplicity  or  perfect  in  severity,  has  been  ex-  . 
tremely  rare.     One  poet  has  had  the  gifts  of  nature  and 
faculty  in  unequalled  fulness,  without  the  circumstances 
and  truning  which  make  this  sustained  perfection  of  style 
possible.     Of  other  poets,  some  have  caught  this  perfect 
strain  now  and  then,  in  short  pieces  or  sin^e  lines,  but 
have  not  been  able  to  maintain  it  through  considerable 
works ;  others  have  composed  all  their  productions  in  a 
style  which,  by  comparison  with  the  best,  one  must  call 
secondary. 

The  best  model  of  the  grand  style  simple  is  Homer ; 
perhaps  the  best  model  of  the  grand  style  severe  is  Mil- 
ton. But  Dante  is  remarkable  for  afiTording  admirable 
examples  of  both  styles ;  he  has  the  grand  style  which 
arises  from  simplicity,  and  he  has  the  grand  style  which 
arises  from  severity ;  and  from  him  I  will  illustrate  them 
both.  In  a  former  lecture  I  pointed  out  what  that  sever- 
ity of  poetical  style  is,  which  comes  from  saying  a  thing 
with  a  kind  of  intense  compression,  or  in  an  allusive, 
brief,  almost  haughty  way,  as  if  the  poet's  mind  were 
charged  with  so  many  and  such  grave  matters,  that  he 
would  not  deign  to  ti^eat  any  gne  of  them  explicitly.    Of. 
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tbis  severity  the  last  line  of  the  following  stanza  of  the 
Purgatory  is  a  good  example.    Dante  has  been  telling  ^ 
Forese  that  Virgil  had  guided  him  through  Hell,  and  he 
goes  on : 

^  Indi  m*  han  tratto  bu  gU  saoi  conforti, 
Salendo  e  rigirando  la  Montagna 
Che  drizza  voi  che  U  mondo/ece  torti,"  * 

*^  Thence  hath  his  comforting  aid  led  me  up,  climbing  and 
circling  the  Mountain  which  straightens  you  whom  the 
world  made  croohed*\  These  last  words,  " la  Montagna 
che  drizza  voi  che  U  mondo  fece  torti,*  —^  "  the  Mountain 
which  straightens  you  whom  the  world  made  crooked^*  — 
for  the  Mountain  of  Purgatory,  I  call  an  excellent  speci- 
men of  the-  grand  style  in  severity,  where  the  poet's  mind 
is  too  full  charged  to  suffer  him  to  speak  more  explicitly. 
But  the  very  next  stanza  is  a  beautiful  specimen  of  the 
grand  style  in  simplicity,  where  a  noble  nature  and  a 
poetical  gift  unite  to  utter  a  thing  with  the  most  limpid 
plainness  and  clearness : 

'*  Tanto  dice  di  farmi  sua  compagna 
Ch'  io  sarb  I&  dove  fia  Beatrice; 
Qnivi  convien  che  senza  lal  rimagna.**  t 

"So  long,"  Dante  continues,  "so  long  he  (Virgil)  saith 
he  will  bear  me  company,  until  I  shall  be  there  where 
Beatrice  is  ;  there  it  behoves  that  without  him  I  remain." 
But  the  noble  simplicity  of  that  in  the  Italian  no  words 
of  mine  can  render. 

Both  these  styles,  the  simple  and  the  severe,  are  truly 
grand ;  the  severe  seems,  perhaps,  the  grandest,  so  long 
as  we  attend  most  to  the  great  personality,  to  the  noble 
nature,  in  the  poet  its  author;  the  simple  seems  the 
grandest  when  we  attend  most  to  the  exquisite  Acuity, 

•  Pwrgatorji,  zziii.  124.  t  ^^^  zxiii.  127. 
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to  the  poetical  gift.  But  the  simple  is  no  donbt  to  be 
preferred.  .  It  is  the  more  magical:  in  the  other  there  is 
something  intellectual,  something  which  gives  scope  for  a 
play  of  thought  which  may  exist  where  the  poetical  gift 
is  either  wanting  or  present  in  only  inferior  degree :  the 
severe  is  much  more  imitable,  and  this  a  little  spoils  its 
charm.  A  kind  of  semblance  of  this  style  keeps  Young 
going,  one  may  say,  through  all  the  nine  parts  of  that 
most  indiiferent  production,  the  Night  Thoughts.  But 
the  grand  style  in  simplicity  is  inimitable : 

ovK.  eycvr*  odr  AloKida  napa  TlrfXtlj 
o£rre  wap*  mmBit^  Kad/uji  *  \kyovrcu  yAv  Ppor&v 
SkPov  vniprarov  ol  o-x^ty,  oi  re  koX  xpvtraimviuav 
fUktropfPov  €P  opft  Moiicrav,  Koi  iv  iirranvkois 
Suav  Qri^ais  ...  * 

There  is  a  limpidness  in  that,  a  want  of  salient  points  to 
seize  and  transfer,  which  makes  imitation  impossible,  ex- 
cept by  a  genius  akin  to  the  genius  which  produced  it. 

Greek  simplicity  and  Greek  grace  are  inimitable ;  but 
it  is  said  that  the  Iliad  may  still  be  ballad-poetry  while 
infinitely  superior  to  all  other  ballads,  and  that,  in  my 
specimens  of  English  ballad-poetry,  I  have  been  unfair. 
Well,  no  doubt  there  are  better  things  in  English  ballad- 
poetry  than 

"  Now  Christ  thee  save,  thou  proud  porter/'  .  .  . 

but  the  real  strength  of  a  chain,  they  say,  is  the  strength 
of  its  weakest  link ;  and  what  I  was  trying  to  show  you 

*  "  A  secure  time  fell  to  the  lot  neither  of  Peleus  the  son  of  iSacus, 
nor  of  the  godlike  Cadmus ;  howbeit  these  ^re  said  to  have  had,  of 
all  mortals,  the  supreme  of  happiness,  who  heard  the  golden-enooded 
Muses  sing,  one  of  them  on  the  mountain  (Pelion),  the  other  in  sevea- 
gated  Thebes.** 
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was,  that  the  English  ballad-style  is  not  an  instrument  of 
enongh  compass  and  force  to  correspond  to  the  Greek  hex- 
ameter ;  that,  owing  to  an  inherent  weakness  in  it  as  an 
epic  style,  it  easily  runs  into  one  of  two  faults,  —  either  it 
is  prosaic  and  humdrum,  or,  trying  to  avoid  that  fault,  and 
to  make  itself  lively  (se  /aire  vif),  it  becomes  pert  and 
jaunty.  To  show  that,  the  passage  about  King  Adland*8 
porter  sei-ves  very  well.  But  these  degradations  are  not 
proper  to  a  true  epic  instrument,  such  as  the  Greek  hex- 
ameter. 

You  may  say,  if  you  like,  when  you  find  Homer's  verse, 
even  in  describing  the  plainest  matter,  neither  humdrum 
nor  jaunty,  that  this  is  because  he  is  so  incomparably  bet^ 
ter  a  poet  than  other  balladists,  because  he  is  Homer. 
But  take  the  whole  range  of  Greek  epic  poetry,  — •  take 
the  later  poets,  the  poets  of  the  last  ages  of  this  poetry, 
many  of  them  most  indifferent,  —  Coluthus,  Tryphiodorus, 
Quintus  of  Smyrna,  Nonnus.  Never  will  you  find  in  this 
instrument  of  the  hexameter,  even  in  their  hands,  the  vices 
of  the  ballad-style. in  the  weak  moments  of  this  last: 
everywhere  the  hexameter — a  noble,  a  truly  epical  in- 
strument—  rather  resists  the  weakness  of  its  employer 
than  lends  itself  to  it.  '  Quintus  of  Smyrna  is  a  poet  of 
merit,  but  certainly  not  a  poet  of  a  high  order ;  with  him, 
too,  epic  poetry,  whether  in  the  character  of  its  prosody 
or  in  that  of  its  diction,  is  no  longer  the  epic  poetry  of  , 
earlier  and  better  times,  nor  epic  poetry  as  again  restored 
by  Nonnus :  but  even  in  Quintus  of  Smyrna,  I  say,  the 
hexameter  is  still  the  hexameter ;  it  is  a  style  which  the 
ballad-style,  even  in  the  hands  of  better  poets,  cannot  - 
rivaL  And  in  the  hands  of  inferior  poets,  the  ballad- 
style  sinks  to  vices  of  which  the  hexameter,  even  in  the 
hands  of  a  Tryphiodorus,  never  can  become  guilty. 
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But  a  critic,  whom  it  is  impossible  to  read  without 
pleasure,  and  the  disguise  of  whose  initials  I  am  sure  I 
may  be  allowed  to  penetrate,  —  Mr.  Spedding,  —  says 
that  he  ^'denies  altogether  that  the  metrical  movement 
of  the  English  hexameter  has  any  resemblance  to  that  of 
the  Greek."  Of  course,  in  that  case,  if  the  two  metres 
in  no  respect  correspond,  praise  accorded  to  the  Greek 
hexameter  as  an  epical  instrument  will  not  extend  to  the 
English.  Mr.  Spedding  seeks  to  establish  his  proposition 
by  pointing  out  that  the  system  of  accentuation  differs  in 
the  English  and  in  the  Yirgilian  hexameter ;  that  in  the 
first,  the  accent  and  the  long  syllable  (or  what  has  to  do 
duty  as  such)  coincide,  in  the  second  they  do  not  He 
says  that  we  cannot  be  so  sure  of  the  accent  with  which 
Greek  verse  should  be  read  as  of  that  with  which  Latin 
should ;  but  that  the  lines  of  Homer  in  which  the  accent 
and  the  long  syllable  coincide,  as  in  the  Ei^glish  hexame- 
ter, are  certainly  very  rare.  He  suggests  a  type  of  Eng- 
lish hexameter  in  agreement  with  the  Yirgilian  model, 
and  formed  on  the  supposition  that ''  quantity  is  as  distin- 
guishable in  English  as  in  Latin  or  Greek  by  any  ear 
that  will  attend  to  it."  Of  the  truth  of  this  supposition 
he  entertains  no  doubt.  The  new  hexameter  will,  Mr. 
Spedding  thinks,  at  least  have  the  merit  of  resembling, 
in  its  metrical  movement,  the  classical  hexameter,  which 
merit  the  ordinary  English  hexameter  has  not  But  even 
with  l^is  improved  hexameter  he  is  not  satisfied ;  and  he 
goes  on,  first  to  suggest  other  metres  for  rendering  Ho- 
mer, and  finally  to  suggest  that  rendering  Homer  is  im- 
.  possible. 

A  scholar  to  whom  all  who  admire  Lucretius  owe  a 
large  debt  of  gratitude,  —  Mr.  Munro,  —  has  replied  to 
Mr.  Spedding.      Mr.  Munro  declares  that  *'the  accent 
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of  the  old  Greeks  and  Romans  resembled  our  accent  only 
in  name,  in  reality  was  essentially  different";  that  '^our 
English  reading  of  Homer  and  Virgil  has  in  itself  no 
meaning " ;  and  that  ^^  accent  has  nothing  to  do  with  the 
Yirgilian  hexameter."  If  this  be  so,  of  coarse  the  merit 
which  Mr.  Spedding  attributes  to  his  own  hexameter,  of 
really  corresponding  with  the  Yirgilian  hexameter,  has 
no  existence.  Again ;  in  contradiction  to  Mr.  Spedding's 
assertion  that  lines  in  which  (in  our  reading  of  them) 
the  accent  and  the  long  syllable  coincide,*  as  in  the 
ordinary  English  hexameter,  are  "  rare  even  in  Homer," 
Mr.  Munro  declares  that  such  lines,  ^instead  of  being 
rare,  are  among  the  very  commonest  types  of  Homeric 
rhythm."  Mr.  Spedding  asserts  that  "quantity  is  as 
distinguishable  in  English  as  in  Latin  or  Greek  by  any 
ear  that  will  attend  to  it " ;  but  Mr.  Munro  replies,  that 
in  English  "  neither  his  ear  nor  his  reason  recognizes  any 
real  distinction  of  quantity  except  that  which  is  produced 
by  accentuated  and  unaccentuated  syllables."  He  there- 
fore arrives  at  the  conclusion,  that  in  constructing  Eng- 
lish hexameters,  "  quantity  must  be  utterly  discarded ; 
and  longer  or  shorter  unaccentuated  syllables  can  have 
no  meaning,  except  so  far  as  they  may  be  made  to  pro- 
duce sweeter  or  harsher  sounds  in  the  hands  of  a  master." 
It  is  not  for  me  to  interpose  between  two  such  comba- 
tants ;  and  indeed  my  way  lies,  not  up  the  high-road  where 
they  are  contending,  but  along  a  by-path.  With  the  abso- 
lute truth  of  their  general  propositions  respecting  accent 
and  quantity,  I  have  nothing  to  do ;  it  is  most  interesting 
and  instructive  to  me  to  hear  such  propositions  discussed, 
when  it  is  Mr.  Munro  or  Mr.  Spedding  who  discusses 

*  Lines  8Qch  as  the  first  of  the  Odyssey: 
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them ;  bat  I  have  Btrictlj  limited  myself  in  these  Lectures 
to  the  hnmble  function  of  giving  practical  advice  to  the 
translator  of  Homer.  He,  I  still  think,  must  not  follow 
so  confidently,  as  makers  of  English  hexameters  have 
hitherto  followed,  Mr.  Munro's  maxim,  —  qtuznttty  mcty 
he  tUterfy  discarded.  He  must  not,  like  Mr.  Longfellow, 
make  seventeen  a  dactyl  in  spite  of  all  the  length  of  its 
last  syllable,  even  though  he  can  plead  that  in  counting 
we  lay  the  accent  on  the  first  syllable  of  this  word.  He 
may  be  far  from  attaining  Mr.  Spedding's  nicety  pf  ear ; 
—  may  be  unable  to  feel  that  ^  while  quantity  is  a  dactyl, 
quiddity  is  a  tribrach,''  and  that  **  rapidfy  is  a  word  to 
which  we  find  no  parallel  in  Latin"; — but  I  think  he 
must  bring  himself  to  distinguish,  with  Mr.  Spedding,  be- 
tween "  th*  o'cr-wearied  eyelid,"  and  "  the  wearied  eyelid,** 
as  being,  the  one  a  correct  ending  for  an  hexameter,  the 
other  an  ending  with  a  false  quantity  in  it ;  instead  of 
finding,  with  Mr.  Munro,  that  this  distinction  "  convey^ 
to  his  mind  no  intelligible  idea."  He  must  temper  his 
belief  in  Mr.  Munro's  dictum,  —  quantity  must  he  utterly 
discarded, — by  mixing  with  it  a  belief  in  this  other  dic- 
tum of  the  same  author,  —  two  or  more  consonants  take 
longer  time  in  enunciating  than  one,* 
Criticism  is  so  apt  in  general  to  be  vague  and  impalpa- 

*  SabstftDtiallj,  however,  in  the  question  at  issne  between  Mr. 
Munro  and  Mr.  Spedding,  I  agree  with  Mr.  Munro.  By  the  italicized 
words  in  the  following  sentence,  "  The  rhythm  of  the  Virgilian  hexam- 
eter depends  entirely  on  ccssura^  pause^  and  a  due  arrangement  of 
words,"  he  has  touched,  it  seems  to  me,  in  the  constitution  of  this 
hexameter,  the  central  point,  which  Mr.  Spedding  misses.  The  ac* 
cent,  or  heightened  tone,  of  Virgil  in  reading  his  own  hexameters,  was 
probably  far  from  being  the  same  thing  as  the  accent  or  stress  with 
which  we  read  them.  The  general  effect  of  each  line,  in  Virgil's 
mouth,  was  probably  therefore  something  widely  different  from  what 
Mr.  Spedding  assumes  it  to  have  been:  an  ancient's  accentual  reading 
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ble,  that  when  it  gives  us  a  solid  and  definite  possession, 
Buch  as  is  Mr.  Spedding's  parallel  of  the  Yirgilian  and 
the  English  hexameter  with  their  difference  of  aqqentua- 
tion  distinctly  marked,  we  cannot  be  too  grateful  to  it. 
It  is  in  the  way  in  which  Mr.  Spedding  proceeds  to  press 
his  conclusions  from  the  parallel  which  he  has  drawn 
out,  that  his  criticism  seems  to  me  to  come  a  little  short 
Here  even  he,  I  think,  shows  (if  he  will  allow  me  to  say 
bo)  a  little  of  that  want  of  pliancy  and  suppleness  so  com- 
mon among  critics,  but  so  dangerous  to  their  criticism ;  he 
is  a  little  too  absolute  in  imposing  his  metrical  laws ;  he 
too  much  forgets  the  excellent  maxim  of  Menander,  so 
applicable  to  literary  criticism : 

KaXdy  o2  v6fioi  cr^bp  elariv  *  6  d*  6p&v  tovs  v6fiov£ 
\iav  dxpt/Scdff,  (rvKo^Hjarrqs  <f>aip€Tai  * 

^  Laws  are  admirable  things  ;  but  he  who  keeps  his  eye 
too  closely  fixed  upon  them,  runs  the  risk  of  becoming  " 
—  let  us  say,  a  purist.  Mr.  Spedding  is  probably  mis- 
taken in  supposing  that  Virgil  pronounced  his  hexameters 
as  Mr.  Spedding  pronounces  them.  He  is  almost  cer- 
tainly mistaken  in  supposing  that  Homer  pronounced  his 
hexameters  as  Mr.  Spedding  pronounces  YirgiPs.  But 
this,  as  I  have  said,  is  not  a  question  for  us  to  treat ;  all 
we  are  here  concerned  with  is  the  imitation,  by  the  Eng- 

waA  Boraething  which  allowed  the  metrical  beat  of  the  Latin  line  to 
be  far  more  perceptible  than  our  accentual  reading  allows  it  to  be. 

On  the  qnestion  as  to  the  real  rhythm  of  the  ancient  hexameter,  Mr. 
Newman  has  in  his  Bqsiy  a  page  quite  admirable  for  force  and  precis- 
ion. Here  he  is  in  his  element,  and  his  ability  and  acnteness  have 
their  proper  scope.  Bat  it  is  true  that  the  modem  reading  of  the  an- 
cient hexameter  is  what  the  modem  hexameter  has  to  imitate,  and 
tiiat  the  English  reading  of  the  Yirgilian  hexameter  is  as  Mr.  Spedding 
describes  it.    Why  this  reading  has  not  been  imitated  hy  the  English 

hexameter,  I  have  tried  to  point  out  in  the  text. 

z 
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lish  hexameter,  of  the  ancient  hexameter  tn  its  effect  upon 
tL$  modems.     Suppose  we  concede  to  Mr.  Spedding  that 
his  parallel  proves  our  aocentoation  of  the  English  and 
of  the  Virgilian  hexameter  to  be  different :  what  are  we 
to  condade  from  that;  how  will  a  criticism — not  a  formal, 
but  a  substantial  criticism — deal  with  such  a  &ct  as  that? 
Will  it  infer,  as  Mr.  Spedding  infers,  that  the  English 
hexameter,  therefore,  must  not  pretend  to  reproduce  bet* 
ter  than  other  rhythms  the  movement  of  Homer^s  hex- 
ameter for  us,  —  that  there  can  be  no  correspondence  at 
all  between  the  movement  of  these  two  hexameters, — 
that,  if  we  want  to  have  such  a  correspondence,  we  must 
abandon  the  current  English  hexameter  altogether,  and 
adopt  in  its  place  a  new  hexameter  of  Mr.  Spedding's 
Anglo-Latin  type,  —  substitute  for  lines  like  the 

**  Clearly  the  rest  I  behold  of  the  dark-eyed  sons  of  Aohaia"  . . . 

of  Dr.  Hawtrey,  lines  like  the 

"  Procession,  complex  melodies,  panse,  quantity,  accent, 
After  Virgilian  precedent  and  practice,  in  order"  .  -  . 

of  Mr.  Spedding  ?  To  infer  this,  is  to  go,  as  I  have  com- 
plained of  Mr.  Newman  for  sometimes  going,  a  great  deal 
too  fast  I  think  prudent  criticism  must  certainly  recog- 
nize, in  the  current  English  hexameter,  a  fact  which  can- 
not so  lightly  be  set  aside ;  it  must  acknowledge  that  by 
this  hexameter  the  English  ear,  the  genius  of  the  English 
language,  have,  in  their  own  way,  adopted,  have  tram- 
hied  for  themselves  the  Homeric  hexameter ;  and  that  a 
rhythm  which  has  thus  grown  up,  which  is  thus,  in  a  man- 
ner, the  production  of  nature,  has  in  its  general  type 
something  necessary  and  inevitable,  something  which  ad- 
mits change  only  within  narrow  limits,  which  precludes 
change  that  is  sweeping  and  essential.    I  think,  therefore,  • 
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the  pradent  critic  will  regard  Mr.  Spedding^s  proposed 
revolution  as  simply  impracticable.  He  will  feel  that  in 
English  poetry  the  hexameter,  if  nsed  at  all,  must  be,  in 
the  main,  the  English  hexameter  now  current.  He  will 
perceive  that  its  having  come  into  existence  as  the  repre- 
sentative of  the  Homeric  hexameter,  proves  it  to  have,  for 
the  English  ear,  a  certain  correspondence  with  the  Ho- 
meric hexameter,  although  this  correspondence  may  be, 
from  the  difference  of  the  Greek  and  English  languages, 
necessarily  incomplete.  This  incompleteness  he  will  en- 
deavor,* as  he  may  find  or  fancy  himself  able,  gradually 
Bomewhat  to  lesson  through  minor  changes,  suggested  by 
the  ancient  hexameter,  but  respecting  the  general  con- 
stitution of  the  modern :  the  notion  of  making  it  disap- 
pear altogether  by  the  critic's  inventing  in  his  closet  a 

*  Such  a  minor  cbaDge  I  have  attempted  by  occasionally  shifting,  in 
the  first  foot  of  the  hexameter,  the  accent  from  the  first  syllable  to  the 
second.  In  the  current  English  hexameter,  it  is  on  the  first.  Mr.  Sped- 
ding,  who  proposes  radically  to  subvert  the  constitution  of  this  hexam- 
eter, seems  not  to  understand  that  any  one  can  propose  to  modify  it 
partially;  he  can  comprehend  revolution  in  this  metre,  but  not  reform. 
Accordingly  he  asks  me  how  I  can  bring  myself  to  say,  ^  Bdtweea  that 
and  the  ships,"  or  "  Thire  sat  fifty  men  " ;  Or  how  I  can  reconcile  such 
forcing  of  the  accent  with  my  own  rule,  that  "  hexameters  must  read 
Aeuuelves.**  Presently  he  says  that  he  cannot  believe  I  do  pronounce 
these  words  so,  but  that  he  thinks  I  leave  out  the  accent  in  the  first  foot 
altogether,  and  thus  get  an  hexameter  with  only  five  accents.  He  will 
pardon  me :  I  pronounce,  as  I  suppose  he  himself  does,  if  he  reads  the 
words  naturally,  ^  Between  that  and  the  ships,"  and  "'  there  tat  fifty 
men."  Mr.  Spedding  is  familiar  enough  with  this  accent  on  the  second 
syllable  in  Virgil's  hexameters;  in  *^et  te'montosa,"  or  **  Ve/i^es  jaculo  " 
Such  a  change  is  an  attempt  to  relieve  the  monotony  of  the  current 
English  hexameter  by  occasionally  altering  the  position  of  one  of  its 
accents;  it  is  not  an  attempt  to  make  a  wholly  new  English  hexame- 
ter by  habitually  altering  the  position  of  four  of  them.  Very  likely 
it  is  an  unsuccessful  attempt;  but  at  any  rate  it  does  not  violate  what 
I  think  is  the  fundamental  rule  for  English  hexameters,  —  that  they  be 
sach  as  to  rtad  tkemtehet,  without  necessitating,  on  the  reader's  part, 
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new  oonstitotion  of  his  own  for  the  English  hexameter, 
he  will  judge  to  be  a  chimerical  dream. 

When,  therefore,  Mr  Spedding  qlbjects  to  the  English 
hexameter,  that  it  imperfectly  represents  the  movement 
of  the  andent  hexameters,  I  answer :  We  must  work  with 
the  tools  we  have.    The  received  English  type,  in  its  gen- 
eral outlines,  is,  for  England,  the  necessary  given  type  of 
this  metre ;  it  is  by  rendering  the  metrical  beat  of  its  pat- 
tern, not  by  rendering  the  accentual  beat  of  it,  that  the 
English  language  has  adapted  the  Greek  hexameter.    To 
render  the  metrical  beat  of  its  pattern  is  something ;  by 
effecting  so  much  as  this  the  EngHsh  hexameter  puts  it- 
self in  closer  relations  with  its  original,  it  comes  nearer 
to  its  movement,  than  any  other  metre  which  does  not  even 
effect  so  much  as  this;  but  Mr.  Spedding  is  dissatisfied  with 
it  for  not  effecting  more  still,  for  not  rendering  the  accent- 
ual beat  too.     If  he  asks  me  why  the  English  hexameter 
has  not  tried  to  render  this  too,  why  it  has  confined  itself 
to  rendering  the  metrical  beat,  why^  in  short,  it  is^  itself, 
and  not  Mr.  Spedding's  new  hexameter,  —  that  is  a  ques- 
tion-which  I,  whose  only  business  is  to  give  practical  ad- 
vice to  a  translator,  am  not  bound  to  answer ;  but  I  will  not 
decline  to  answer  it  nevertheless.     I  will  suggest  to  Mr. 
Spedding  that,  as  I  have  already  said,  the  modem  hex- 
ameter is  merely  an  attempt  to  imitate  the  effect  of  the 

any  non-natural  pntting-on  or  taking-off  of  accent    Hexameters  like 
these  of  Mr.  Longfellow, 

*  In  that  delightful  land  which  is  washed  by  the  Delaware's  waters," 
and, 

■As  if  they  fain  would  appease  the  Dryads,  whose  haunts  they  mo- 
lested," 

oiate  this  rule;  and  they  are  very  common.   I  think  the  blemish  of 

•  Oart*8  recent  meritorious  version  of  the  Iliad  is  that  it  contains 
«oo  many  of  them. 
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ancient  hexameter,  as  re&d  by  us  modems ;  that  the  great 
object  of  its  imitation  has  been  the  hexameter  of  Homer ; 
that  of  this   hexamet«i'  such  h'nes  as  those  which  Mr. 
Spedding  declares  to  be  so  rare,  even  in  Homer,  but 
which   are  in   truth   so  common,  —  lines   in  which  the 
quantity  and  the  reader's  accent  coincide,  —  are,  for  the 
English  reader,  just  from  that  simplicity  (for  him)  of 
rhythm  which  they  owe  to  this  very  coincidence,  the  mas- 
ter-type ;  that  ISO  much  is  this  the  case,  that  one  may 
again  and  again  notice  an  English  reader  of  Homer,  in 
reading  lines  where  his  Yirgilian  accent  would  not  coin- 
cide  with    the    quantity,  abandoning   this    accent,   and 
reading  the  lines  (as  we  say)  hy  quantity^  reading  them 
as  if  he  were  scanning  them;  while  foreigners  neglect 
our  Virgilian  accent  even  in  reading  Virgil,  read  even 
Virgil  by  quantity,  making  the  accents  coincide  with  the 
long  syllables.     And  no  doubt  the  hexameter  of  a  kin- 
dred language,  the  Grerman,  based  on  this  mode  of  read- 
ing the  ancient  hexameter,  has  had  a  powerful  influence 
iipou  the  type  of  its  English  fellow.     But  all  this  shows 
how  extremely  powerful  accent  is  for  us  moderns,  since 
we  find  not  even  6re^  and  Latin  quantity  perceptible 
enough'  without  it.     Yet  in  these  languages,  where  we 
have  been  accustomed  always  to  look  for  it,  it  is  far  more 
perceptible  to  us  Englishmen  than  in  our  own  language, 
where  we  have  not  been  accustomed  to  look  for  it    And 
here  is  the  true  reason  why  Mr.  Spedding's  hexameter  is 
not  and  cannot  be  the  current  English  hexameter,  even 
though  it  is  based  on  the  accentuation  which  Englishmen 
give  to  all  Virgil's  lines,  and  to  many  of  Homer's, — 
that  the  quantity  which  in  Greek  or  Latin  words  we  feel, 
or  imagine  we  feel,  even  though  it  be  unsupported  by  ?U5- 
cent,  we  do  not  feel  or  imagine  we  feel  in  English  words 
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when  it  is  thns  unsapported.  For  example,  in  repeating 
the  Latin  line, 

"  Ipsa  tibi  blandos  /undent  <!^nabula  flores,** 

an  Englishman  feels  the  length  of  the  second  syllable  of 
fundenty  although  he  lays  the  accent  on  the  first ;  but  in 
repeating  Mr.  Spedding's  line, 

^  Softly  Cometh  slumber  cUmng  th*o*erwearied  eyelid," 

the  English  ear,  full  of  the  accent  on  the  first  syllable  of 
closing,  has  really  no  sense*  at  all  of  any  length  in  its 
second.  The  metrical  beat  of  the  line  is  thus  quite  de- 
stroyed. 

So  when  Mr.  Spedding  proposes  a  new  Anglo -Yirgilian 
hexameter  he  proposes  an  impossibility;  when  he  '^  denies 
altogether  that  the  metrical  movement  of  the  English 
hexameter  has  any  resemblance  to  that  of  the  Greek,"  he 
denies  too  much;  when  he  declares  that,  "were  every 
other  metre  impossible,  an  attempt  to  translate  Homer 
into  English  hexameters  might  be  permitted,  but  that 
such  an  attempt  he  himself  would  never  read^^  he  exhibits, 
it  seems  to  me,  a  little  of  that  obduracy  and  over-vehe- 
mence in  liking  and  disliking,  —  %  remnant,  I  suppose,  of 
our  insular  ferocity,  —  to  which  English  criticism  is  so 
prone.  He  ought  to  be  enchanted  to  meet  with  a  good 
attempt  in  any  metre,  even  though  he  would  never  have 
advised  it,  even  though  its  success  be  contrary  to  all  his 
expectations ;  for  it  is  the  critic's  first  duty  —  prior  even 
to  his  duty  of  stigmatizing  what  is  bad  —  to  wdcome  every' 
thing  that  is  good.  In  welcoming  this,  he  must  at  all 
times  be  ready,  like  the  Christian  convert,  eyen  to  bum 
what  he  used  to  worship,  and  to  worship  what  he  used  to 
bum.  Nay,  but  he  need  not  be  thus  inconsistent  in  wel- 
coming it;  he  may  retain  all  his  principles:  principles 
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endare,  circumstances  change;  absolute  success  is  one 
thing,  relative  success  another.  Relative  success  may 
take  place  under  the  most  diverse  conditions ;  and  it  is 
in  appreciating  the  good  in  even  relative  success,  it  is  in 
taking  into  account  the  change  of  circumstances,  that  the 
critic's  judgment  is  tested,  that  his  versatility  must  dis- 
play itself.  He  is  to  keep  his  idea  of  the  best,  of  perfec- 
tion, and  at  the  same  time  to  be  willingly  accessible  to 
every  second  best  which  offers  itself.  So  I  enjoy  the 
ease  and  beauty  of  Mr.  Spedding's  stanza, 

**  Therewith  to  all  the  gods  in  order  due  ....*' 

I  welcome  it,  in  the  absence  of  equally  good  poetry  in  an- 
other metre,*  although  I  still  think  the  stanza  unfit  to 

•  As  I  welcome  another  more  recent  attempt  in  stanza,  —  Mr.  Wor»- 
ley*9  version  of  the  Odyssey  in  Spenser's  measure.  Mr.  Worsley  does 
me  the  honor  to  notice  some  remarks  of  mine  on  this  measure :  I  had 
said  that  its  greater  intricacy  made  it  a  worse  measure  than  even  the 
ten-eyllable  couplet  to  employ  for  rendering  Homer.  He  points  out,  in 
answer,  that  **  the  more  complicated  the  correspondences  in  a  poetical 
measure,  the  less  obtrusive  and  absolute  are  the  rhymes.'*  This  is 
true,  and  subtly  remarked;  but  I  never  denied  that  the  single  shocks 
of  rhyme  in  the  couplet  were  more  strongly  felt  than  those  in  the 
stanza;  I  said  that  the  more  frequent  recurrence  of  the  same  rhyme, 
in  the  stanza,  necessarily  made  this  measure  more  intricate.  The 
stanza  repacks  Homer's  matter  yet  more  arbitrarily,  and  therefore 
changes  his  movement  yet  more  radically,  than  the  couplet.  Accord- 
ingly, I  imagine  a  nearer  approach  to  a  perfect  translation  of  Homer  is 
possible  in  the  couplet,  well  managed,  than  in  the  stanza,  however  well 
managed.  But  meanwhile  Mr.  Worsley, —  applying  the  Spenserian 
stanza,  that  beautiful  romantic  measure,  to  the  most  romantic  poem 
of  the  ancient  world;  making  this  stanza  yield  him,  too  (what  it  never 
yielded  to  Byron),  its  treasures  of  fluidity  and  sweet  ease;  above  all, 
bringing  to  his  task  a  truly  poetical  sense  and  skill,  —  has  produced  a 
version  of  the  Odyssey  much  the  most  pleasing  of  those  hitherto  pro- 
duced, and  which  is  delightful  to  read. 

For  the  public  this  may  well  be  enough,  nay,  more  than  enough; 
but  for  the  critic  even  this  is  not  yet  quite  enough. 
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render  Homer  thoroughly  well, — althoagh  I  still  think 
other  metres  fit  to  render  him  hetter.  So  I  concede  to 
Mr.  Spedding  that  every  form  of  translation,  prose  or 
verse,  must  more  or  less  hreak  up  Homer  in  order  to  re- 
produce him;  hut  then  I  urge  that  that  form  which  needs 
to  hreak  him  up  least  is  to  he  preferred.  So  I  concede 
to  him  that  the  test  proposed  hy  me  for  the  translator — 
a  competent  scholar's  judgment  whether  the  translation 
more  or  less  reproduces  for  him  the  effect  of  the  original 

—  is  not  perfectly  satisfactory  ;  hut  I  adopt  it  as  the  hest 
we  can  get,  as  the  only  test  capahle  of  heing  really  ap- 
plied; for  Mr.  Spedding's  proposed  substitute  —  the 
translations  making  the  same  effect,  more  or  less,  npon 
the  unlearned  which  the  original  makes  upon  the  scholar 

—  is  a  test  which  can  never  really  be  applied  at  all. 
These  two  impressions  —  that  of  the  scholar,  and  that  of 
the  unlearned  reader  —  can,  practically,  never  be  accu- 
rately compared ;  they  are,  and  must  remain,  like  those 
lines  we  read  of  in  Euclid,  which,  though  produced  ever 
so  far,  can  never  meet.  So,  again,  I  concede  that  a  good 
verse-translation  of  Homer,  or,  indeed,  of  any  poet,  is 
very  difficult,  and  that  a  good  prose-translation  is  much 
easier;  but  then  I  urge  that  a  verse-translation,  while 
giving  the  pleasure  which  Pope's  has  given,  might  at  the 
same  time  render  Homer  more  faithfully  than  Pope's; 
and  that  this  being  possible,  we  ought  not  to  cease  wish- 
ing for  a  source  of  pleasure  which  no  prose-translation 
can  ever  hope  to  rival. 

Wishing  for  such  a  verse-translation  of  Homer,  believ- 
ing that  rhythms  have  natural  tendencies  which,  within 
certain  limits,  inevitably  govern  them  ;  having  little  faith, 
therefore,  that  rhythms  which  have  manifested  tendencies 
utterly  un-Homeric  can  so  change  themselves  as  to  be- 
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come  mrell  adapted  for  rendering  Homer,  —  I  have  looked 
about  for  the  rhythm  which  seems  to  depart  least  from  the 
tendencies  of  Homer's  rhythm.  Such  a  rhythm  I  think 
may  be  found  in  the  English  hexameter,  somewhat  modi- 
fied. I  look  with  hope  towards  continued  attempts  at  per- 
fecting and  employing  this  rhythm ;  but  my  belief  in  the 
immediate  success  of  such  attempts  is  far  less  confident 
than  has  been  supposed.  Between  the  recognition  of 
this  rhythm  as  ideally  the  best,  and  the  recommendation 
of  it  to  the  translator  for  instant  practical  use,  there  must 
oome  all  that  consideration  of  circumstances,  all  that  pli- 
ancy in  foregoing,  under  the  pressure  of  certain  difficul- 
ties, the  absolute  best,  which  I  have  said  is  so  indispen- 
sable to  the  critic.  The  hexameter  is,  comparatively, 
still  unfamiliar  in  England;  many  people  have  a  great 
dislike  to  it.  A  certain  degree  of  unfamiliarity,  a  certain 
degree  of  dislike,  are  obstacles  with  which  it  is  not  wise 
to  contend.  It  is  difficult  to  say  at  present  whether  the 
dislike  to  this  rhythm  is  so  strong  and  so  wide-spread 
that  it  will  prevent  its  ever  becoming  thoroughly  famil- 
iar. I  think  not,  but  it  is  too  soon  to  decide.  I  am  in- 
clined to  think  that  the  dislike  of  it  is  rather  among  the 
professional  critics  than  among  the  general  public;  I 
think  the  reception  which  Mr.  Longfellow's  Evangelitie 
has  met  with  indicates  this.  I  think  that  even  now,  if  a 
version  of  the  Iliad  in  English  hexameters  were  made  by 
a  poet  who,  like  Mr.  Longfellow,  has  that  indefinable  qual- 
ity which  renders  him  popular,  —  something  attractive  in 
his  talent,  which  communicates  itself  to  his  verses,  —  it 
would  have  a  great  success  among  the  general  public. 
Yet  a  version  of  Homer  in  hexameters  of  the  Evangeline 
type  would  not  satisfy  the  judicious,  nor  is  the  definite 
establishment  of  this  type  to  be  desired ;  and  one  would 

18 
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regret  that  Mr.  Longfellow  should,  even  to  popularize 
the  hexameter,  give  the  immense  labor  required  for  a 
translation  of  Homer,  when  one  could  not  wish  his  work 
to  stand.  Rather  it  is  to  be  wished,  that  by  the  efforts 
of  poets  like  J^Ir.  Longfellow  in  original  poetrj,  and  the 
efforts  of  less  distinguished  poets  in  the  task  of  transla- 
tion, the  hexameter  may  gradually  be  made  familiar  to 
the  ear  of  the  English  public;  at  the  same  time  that 
there  gradually  arises,  out  of  all  these  efforts,  an  im- 
proved type  of  this  rhythm ;  a  tjrpe  which^some  man  of 
genius  may  sign  with  the  final  stamp,  and  employ  in  ren 
dering  Homer ;  an  hexameter  which  may  be  as  superior  to 
Yoss's  as  Shakespeare's  blank  verse  is  superior  to  Schil* 
ler's.  I  am  inclined  to  believe  that  all  this  travail  wUl  ac- 
tually take  place,  because  I  believe  that  modern  poetry  is 
actually  in  want  of  such  an  instrument  as  the  hexameter* 
In  the  mean  time,  whether  this  rhythm  be  destined  to 
success  or  not,  let  us  steadily  keep  in  mind  what  origin 
nally  made  us  turn  to  it  We  turned  to  it  beoause  we 
required  certain  Homeric  characteristics  in  a  translation 
of  Homer,  and  because  all  other  rhythms  seemed  to  find, 
from  different  causes,  great  difficulties  in  satisfying  this 
our  requirement.  If  the  hexameter  is  impossible,  if  one 
of'  these  other  rhythms  must  be  used,  let  us  keep  this 
rhythm  always  in  mind  of  our  requirements  and  of  its 
own  faults,  let  us  compel  it  to  get  rid  of  these  latter  as 
much  as  possible.  It  may  be  necessary  to  have  recourse 
to  blank  verse;  but  then  blank  verse  must  de^Oowperize 
itself,  must  get  rid  of  the  habits  of  stiff  self-retardation 
which  make  it  say  ^Not  fewer  shone,"  for  ^  iSb  manf 
shone,**  Homer  moves  swifUy:  blank  verse  can  move 
swiftly  if  it  likes,  but  it  must  remember  that  the  move* 
ment  of  such  lines  as 
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**  A  thoasand  fires  were  baming,  and  by  each  « . .  '* 

18  jast  the  slow  movement  which  makes  us  despair  of  it. 
Homer  moves  with  noble  ease :  blank  verse  must  not  be 
suffered  to  forget  that  the  movement  of 

m 

"  Came  they  not  over  from  sweet  Lacedsemon  . . .  ** 

is  ungainly.  Homer's  expression  of  his  thought  is  sim* 
pie  as  light :  we  know  how  blank  verse  affects  such  locu- 
tions as 

"  While  the  steeds  mouthed  ihdr  com  aloof. . . " 

and  such  modes  of  expressing  one's  thought  are  sophisti- 
cated and  artificial. 

One  sees  how  needful  it  is  to  direct  incessantly  the 
English  translator's  attention  to  the  essential  characteris- 
tics of  Homer's  poetry,  when  so  aooomplished  a  person 
as  Mr.  Spedding,  recognizing  these  characteristics  as  in« 
deed  Homer's,  admitting  them  to  be  essential,  is  led  by 
the  ingrained  habits  and  tendencies  of  English  blank 
verse  thus  repeatedly  to  lose  sight  of  them  in  translat- 
ing even  a  few  lines.  One  sees  this  yet  more  clearly, 
when  Mr.  Spedding,  taking  me  to  task  for  saying  that 
the  blank  verse  used  for  rendering  Homer  '^  must  not  be 
Mr.  Tennyson's  blank  verse,"  declares  that  in  most  of 
Mr.  Tennyson's  blank  verse  all  Homer's  essential  charac- 
teristics—  ^rapidity  of  movement,  plainness  of  words 
and  styUy  simplicity  and  directness  of  ideas,  and,  above 
all,  nobleness  of  manner  —  are  as  conspicuous  as  in  Ho- 
mer himself."  This  shows,  it  seems  to  me,  how  hard 
it  is  for  English  readers  of  poetiy,  even  the  most  accom- 
plished, to  feel  deeply  and  permanently  what  Greek  plain- 
ness of  thought  and  Greek  simplicity  of  exinression  really 
are:  they  admit  the  importance  of  these  qualities  in  a 
general  way,  but  they  have  no  ever-present  sense  of 
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them ;  and  they  easily  attribute  tbem  to  any  poetry  wliich 
has  other  excellent  qualities,  and  which  they  very  much 
admire.    No  doubt  there  are  plainer  things  in  Mr.  Tenny- 
son's poetry  than  the  three  lines  I  quoted;  in  choosing 
them,  as  in  choosing  a  specimen  of  ballad-poetry,  J  wished 
to  bring  out  clearly,  by  a  strong  instance,  the  qualities  of 
thought  and  style  to  which  I  was  calling  attention ;  but 
when  Mr.  Spedding  talks  of  a  plainness  of  thought  like 
Homev'i,  of  a  plainness  of  speech  like  Homer^Sj  and  says 
that  he  finds  these  constantly  in  Mr.  Tennyson's  poetry,  I 
answer  that  these  I  do  not  find  there  at  all.    Mr.  Tenny- 
son is  a  most  distinguished  and  charming  poet ;  but  the 
very  essential  characteristic  of  his  poetry  is,  it  seems  to 
me,  an  extreme  subtlety  and  curious  elaborateness    of 
thought,  an  extreme  subtlety  and  curious  elaborateness 
of  expression.      In    the   best  and    most  characteristic 
productions  of  his  genius,  these  characteristics  are  most 
prominent..     They   are   marked   characteristics,  as    we 
have  seen,  of  the  Elizabethan  poets ;  they  are  marked, 
though  not  the  essential,  characteristics  of  Shakespearo 
himself.     Under  the  influences  of  the  ninete'enth  century, 
under  wholly  new  conditions  of  thought  and  culture,  they 
manifest  themselves  in  Mr.  Tennyson's  poetry  in  a  wholly 
new  way.     But  they  are  still  there.     The  essential  bent 
of  his  poetry  is  towards  such  expressions  as 

"  Now  lies  the  Earth  all  Dana3  to  the  stars  " ; 

**  O'er  the  sun's  bright  eye 
Drew  the  vast  eyelid  of  an  inky  cloud  '* ; 

*'  When  the  caimed  mountain  was  a  shadow,  sunned 


The  world  to  peace  again 


» 


**  The  fresh  young  captains  flashed  their  glittering  teeth, 
The  huge  bush-bearded  barons  heaved  and  blew  ** ; 
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**  He  bared  the  knotted  column  of  his  throat, 
The  massive  square  of  his  heroic  breast, 
And  arms  on  which  the  standing  muscle  sloped 
As  slopes  a  wild  brook  o'er  a  little  stone, 
Running  too  vehemently  to  break  upon  it' 


»i 


And  this  way  of  speaking  is  the  least  plain,  the  most 
fMn-Homeric,  which  can  possibly  be  conceived.  Homer 
presents  his  thought  to  you  just  as  it  wells  from  the 
source  of  his  mind:  Mr.  Tennyson  carefully  distils  his 
thought  before  he  will  part  with  it.  Hence  comes,  in  the 
expression  of  the  thought,  a  heightened  and  elaborate  air. 
In  Homer's  poetry  it  is  all  natural  thoughts  in  natural 
■words;  in  Mr.  Tennyson's  poetry  it  is  all  distilled  thoughts 
in  distilled  words.  Exactly  this  heightening  and  elabora- 
tion may  be  observed  in  Mr.  Spedding's 

"  While  the  steeds  mouthed  their  com  aloof f*^ 

(an  expression  which  might  have  been  Mr.  Tennyson's,) 
on  which  I  have  already  commented ;  and  to  one  who  is 
penetrated  with  a  sense  of  the  real  simplicity  6f  Homer, 
this  subtle  sophistication  of  the  thought  is,  I  think,  very 
perceptible  even  in  such  lines  as  these,  — 

**  And  drunk  delight  of  battle  with  my  peers, 
Far  on  the  ringing  plains  of  windy  Troy,'*  — 

which  I  have  seen  quoted  as  perfectly  Homeric  Perfect 
simplicity  can  be  obtained  only  by  a  genius  of  which  per- 
fect simplicity  is  an  essential  characteristic. 

So  true  is  this,  that  when  a  genius  essentially  subtle, 
or  a  genius  which,  from  whatever  cause,  is  in  its  essence 
not  truly  and  broadly  simple,  determines  to  be  perfectly 
plain,  determines  not  to  admit  a  shade  of  subtlety  or  curi- 
osity into  its  expres8iAP'*'^4Mimot  even  then  attain  real 
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simplicity ;  it  can  only  attain  a  semblance  of  simplicity.* 
French  criticism,  richer  in  its  vocabulary  than  ours,  has 
invented  a  useful  word  to  distinguish  this  semblance  (of- 
ten  very  beautiful  and  valuable)  from  the  real  quality. 
The  real  quality  it  calls  simplicitS,  the  semblance  sim- 
plesse*  The  one  is  natural  simplicity,  the  other  is  arti- 
fidal  simplicity,  What  is  called  simplicity  in  the  pro- 
ductions of  a  genius  essentially  not  simple,  is,  in  truth, 
simplesse.  The  two  are  distinguishable  from  one  another 
the  moment  they  appear  in  company.  For  instance,  let 
us  take  the  opening  of  the  narrative  in  Wordsworth's 
Michael : 

"  Upon  the  forest^ide  in  Gnnmere  Vale 
There  dwelt  a  shepherd,  Michael  was  his  name; 
An  old  man,4tout  of  heart,  and  strong  of  limb. 
His  bodily  frame  had  been  from  youth  to  age 
Of  an  unusual  strength;  his  mind  was  keen, 
Intense,  and  frugal,  apt  for  all  affairs ; 
And  in  his  shepherd's  calling  he  was  prompt 
And  watchful  more  than  ordinary  men.** 

Now  let  us  take  the  opening  of  the  narrative  in  Mr. 
Tennyson's  Dora : 

''  With  Farmer  Allan  at  the  farm  abode 
William  and  Dora.    William  was  his  son, 
And  she  his  neice.    He  often  looked  at  them, 
And  often  thought, '  I  *11  make  them  man  and  wife.*  ** 

The  simplicity  of  the  first  of  these  passages  is  nmpU- 
cite;  that  of  the  second,  simplesse.  Let  us  take. the 
end  of  the  same  two  poems  :  first,  of  Michael ;  — 

*  I  speak  of  poetic  genius  as  employing  itself  upon  narrative  or 
dfamatic  poetry,  —  poetry  in  which  the  poet  has  to  go  out  of  himself 
and  to  create.  In  lyrical  poetry,  in  the  direct  expression  of  personal 
feeling,  the  most  subtle  genius  may,  undef  the  momentary  pressure  of 
passion,  express  itself  simply.  Even  here,  however,  the  native  ten- 
dency will  generally  be  discernible. 
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**  The  cottaige  wliich  was  named  the  Evening  Star 
Is  gone,  —  the  plonghshare  has  been  through  the  ground 
On  which  it  stood;  great  changes  have  been  wroiight 
In  all  the  neighborhood:  yet  the  dak  is  left 
That  grew  beside  their  door:  and  the  remains 
Of  the  nnfinished  sheepfold  may  be  seen 
Beside  the  boisteroos  brook  of  Green-head  Ghyll.** 

And  now,  of  Dora: 

**  So  those  four  abode 
Within  one  house  togeflier;  and  as  yean 
Went  forward,  Mary  took  another  mate: 
But  Dora  lived  unmarried  till  her  death.** 

A  heedless  critic  may  call  both  of  these  passages  sim- 
ple if  he  wilL  Simple,  in  a  certun  sense,  they  both  are ; 
but  between  the  simplicity  of  the  two  there  is  all  the 
difference  that  there  is  between  the  simplicity  of  Homer 
and  the  simplicity  of  Moschus. 

Bat  — whether  the  hexameter  establish  itself  or  not, 
whether  a  tnily  simple  and  rapid  blank  yerse  be  obtained 
or  not,  as  the  vehicle  for  a  standard  English  translation 
of  Homer  —  I  feel  sure  that  this  vehicle  will  not  be  fur- 
nished by  the  ballad-fornu  On  this  question  about  the 
ballad-character  of  Homer's  poetry,  I  see  that  Professor 
Blackie  proposes  a  compromise:  he  suggests  that  those 
who  say  Homer's  poetry  is  pure  ballad-poetry,  and  those 
who  deny  that  it  is  ballad-poetry  at  all,  should  split 
the  difierence  between  them ;  that  it  should  be  agreed 
that  Homer's  poems  are  ballads  a  Uide^  but  not  so  much 
as  some  have  said.  I  am  very  sensible  to  the  courtesy 
of  the  terms  in  which  Mr.  Blackie  invites  me  to  this 
compromise  ;  but  I  cannot,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  accept  it ; 
I  cannot  allow  that  Homer's  poetry  is  ballad-poetry  at  all. 
A  want  of  capacity  for  sustained  nobleness  seems  to  me 
inherent  in  the  ballad-form,  when  employed  for  epic  po- 
etry.   The  more  we  examine  this  proposition,  the  more 
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certmn,  I  think,  will  it  become  to  us.  Let  ns  but  observe 
how  a  great  poet,  having  to  deliver  a  narrative  very 
weighty  and  serioos,  -instinctively  shrinks  frcMn  the  bal- 
lad-form as  from  a  form  not  commensurate  with  his  sub- 
ject-matter, a  form  too  narrow  and  shallow  for  it,  and 
seeks  for  a  form  which  has  more  amplitude  and  impres- 
siveness.  Every  one  knows  the  Lucy  Gray  and  the  Ruth 
of  Wordsworth.  Both  poems  are  excellent;  but  the 
subject-matter  of  the  narrative  of  Ruth  is  much  more 
weighty  and  impressive  to  the  poefs  own  feeling  than 
that  of  the  narrative  of  Lucy  Gray,  for  which  latter,  in 
its  unpretending  simplicity,  the  ballad-form  is  quite  ade- 
quate. Wordsworth,  at  the  time  he  composed  Ruth,  — 
his  great  time,  his  annus  tniroMliSy  about  1800,  —  strove 
to  be  simple ;  it  was  his  mission  to  be  simple ;  he  loved 
the  baUad-form,  he  clung  to  it,  because  it  was  simple. 
Even  in  Ruth  he  tried,  one  may  say,  to  use  it ;  he  would 
have  used  it  if  he  could :  but  the  gravity  of  his  matter  is 
too  much  for  this  somewhat  slight  form ;  he  is  obliged  to 
give  to  his  form  more  amplitude,  more  augustness,  to 
shake  out  its  folds. 

"  The  wretched  parents  all  that  night 
Went  shouting  far  and  wide; 
Bnt  there  was  neither  sound  nor  sight 
To  serve  them  for  a  guide." 

That  is  beautiful^  no  doubt,  and  the  form  is  adequate 
to  the  subject-matter.     But  take  this,  on  the  other  hand : 

"  I,  too,  have  passed  her  on  the  hills, 
Setting  her  little  water-mills 

By  spouts  and  fountains  wild; 
Such  small  machinery  as  she  turned, 
Ere  she  had  wept,  ere  she  had  mourned, 

A  young  and  happy  child.*' 

Who  does  not  perceive  how  the  greater  fulness  and 
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weight  of  his  matter  has  here  compelled  the 'true  and  feel- 
ing poet  to  adopt  a  form  of  more  volume  than  the  simple 
ballad-form  ? 

It  is  of  narrative  poetry  that  I  am.  speaking ;  the  ques- 
tion is  about  the  use  of  the  ballad-form  for  this.  I  say 
that  for  this  poetry  (when  in  the  grand  style,  as  Homer's 
is)  the  ballad-form  is  entirely  inadequate ;  and  that  Ho- 
mer's translator  must  not  adopt  it,  because  it  even  leads 
him,  by  its  own  weakness,  away  from  the  grand  style 
rather  than  towards  it.  We  must  remember  that  the 
matter  of  narrative  poetry  stands  in  a  different  relation  to 
the  vehicle  which  conveys  it,  —  is  not  so  independent  of 
this  vehicle,  so  absorbing  and  powerful  in  itself,  —  as  the 
matter  of  purely  emotional  poetry.  When  there  comes 
in  poetry  what  I  may  call  the  lyrical  cry,  this  transfigures 
everything,  makes  everything  grand ;  the  simplest  form 
may  be  here  even  an  advantage,  because  the  fame  of  the 
emotion  glows  through  and  through  it  more  easily.  To 
go  again  for  an  illustration  to  Wordsworth ;  —  our  great 
poet,  since  Milton,  by  his  performance,  as  Keats,  I  think, 
is  our  great  poet  by  his  gift  and  promise ;  —  in  one  of 
his  stanzas  to  the  Cuckoo,  we  have : 

'*  And  I  can  listen  to  thee  yet; 
Can  lie  upon  the  plain 
And  listen,  till  I  do  beget 
That  golden  time  again.*' 

•Here  the  lyrical  cry,  though  taking  the  simple  ballad- 
form,  is  as  grand  as  the  lyrical  cry  coming  in  poetry  of 
an  ampler  form,  as  grand  as  the 

•*  An  innocent  life,  yet  far  astray  I  " 

of  Ruth ;  as  the 

**  There  is  a  comfort  in  the  strength  of  love  " 
18*  ▲▲ 


418  OK  TBAIISLATma  HOlfEX. 

of  MidiaeL  *  In  this  waj,  by  th(B  ocdureiice  of  this  lyri- 
cal ciy,  the  ballad-poets  themselyes  rise  sometimes,  though 
not  so  often  as  one  might  perhaps  have  hoped^  to  the  grand 
style. 

^  0  laog,  lang  may  their  ladles  sit, 
Wi*  their  fans  into  their  hand, 
Or  ere  they  see  Sir  Patrick  Spence 
Gome  sailing  to  the  land. 

'*  0  lang,  lang  may  the  ladies -stand, 
Wi*  their  gold  comb»  in  their  hair. 
Waiting  for  their  ain  dear  lords, 
For  they  '11  see  them  nae  mair.'* 

Bnt  from  this  impressiveness  of  the  ballad-form,  when  its 
subject-matter  fills  it  over  and  over  again,  —  is  indeed,  in 
itself,  all  in  all,  —  one  must  not  infer  its  effectiveness  when 
its  subject-matter  is  not  thus  overpowering,  in  the  great 
body  of  a  narrative. 

But,  after  all,  Homer  is  not  a  better  poet  than  the  bal- 
ladists,  because  he  has  taken  in  the  hexameter  a  better  in- 
strument; he  took  this  instrument  because  he  was  9i.  dif- 
ferent poet  from  them ;  so  different,  —  not  only  so  much 
better,  but  so  essentially  different, — that  he  is  not  to  be 
classed  with  them  at  all.  Poets  receive  their  distinctive 
character,  not  from  their  subject,  but  from  their  applica- 
tion to  that  subject  of  the  ideas  (to  quote  the  Excursion) 

*'  On  God,  on  Natare,  and  on  hmnan  life,** 

whidi  they  have  acquired  for  themselves.  In  the  ballad- 
poets  in  general,  as  in  men  of  a  rude  and  early  stage  of 
the  world,  in  whom  their  humanity  is  not  yet  variously 
and  frilly  developed,  the  stock  of  these  ideas  is  scanty, 
and  the  ideas  themselves  not  very  effective  or  profound. 
From  them  the  narrative  itself  is  the  great  matter,  not 
the  spirit  and  significance  which  underlies  the  narratiye. 
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Even  in  later  times  of  richly  develbped  life  and  thongfat, 
poets  appear  who  have  what  may  be  called  a  haUctdit^s 
mind;  in  whom  a  fresh  and  lively  curiosity  for  the  out- 
ward spectacle  of  the  world  is  much  more  strong  thaa 
their  sense  of  the  inward  significance  of  that*  spectacle. 
When  they  apply  ideas  to  their  narrative  of  human 
events^  you  feel  that  they  are,  so  to  speak,  travelling  out 
of  their  own  province:  in  the  best  of  them  you  feel  this 
perceptibly,  but  in  those  of  a  lower  order  you  feel  it  very 
strongly.  Even  Sir  Walter  Scott's  efforts  of  this  kind^ 
—  even,  for  instance,  the 

**  Breathes  there  the  man  with  soul  so  dead,*' 

or  the 

"  0  woman  I.  in  our  faornis  of  ease,"  — 

even  these  leave,  I  think,  as  high  poetry,  much  to  be  de- 
sired ;  far  more  than  the  same  poet's  descriptions  of  a 
hunt  or  a  battle.     But  Lord  Macaulay's 

'*  Then  out  spake  brave  Horatlos, 
The  captain  of  the  gate: 
'  To  all  the  men  npon  this  earth 
Death  cometh  soon  or  late,*  **  —  ^ 

(and  here,  since  I  have  been  reproached  with  undervalu- 
ing Lord  Macaulay's  Lays  of  Ancient  Rome,  let  me 
frankly  say  that,  to  my  mind,  a  man's  power  to  detect  the 
ring  of  false  metal  in  those  Lays  is  a  good  measure  of  his 
fitness  to  give  an  opinion  about  poetical  matters  at  all,)  — 
I  say,  Lord  Macaulay's 

^  To  all  the  men  upon  this  earth 
Death  oometh  soon  or  lata^** 

it  is  hard  to  read  without  a  cry  of  pain.  But  with  Ho- 
mer it  is  very  different.  This  ^' noble  barbarian,"  this 
'•savage  with  the  lively  eye,"  —  whose  verse,  Mr.  New- 
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man  thinks,  would  affect  us,  if  we  could  hear  the  living 
Homer,  ^^like  an  elegant  and  simple  melody  from  an 
African  of  the  Grold  Goac^t," — is  never  more  at  home, 
never  more  nobly  himself,  than  in  applying  profound 
ideas  to  his  narrative.  As  a  poet  he  belongs  —  narrative 
as  is  his  poetry,  and  early  as  is  his  date  —  to  an  incom- 
parably more  developed  spiritual  and  intellectual  order 
than  the  balladists,  or  than  Scott  and  Macaulay ;  he  is 
here  as  much  to  be  distinguished  from  them,  and  in  the 
same  way,  as  Milton  is  to  be  distinguished  from  them. 
He  is,  indeed,  rather  to  be  classed  with  Milton  than  with 
the  balladists  and  Scott ;  for  what  he  has  in  common  with 
J^ton  —  the  noble  and  profound  application  of  ideas  to 
life  —  is  the  most  essential  part  of  poetic  greatness.  The 
most  essentially  grand  and  characteristic  things  of  Homer 
are  such  things  as 

€T\fjv  d*,  oi  tnhrm  riff  hr%x^^^^^  Pporbi  SKkor^ 
dtfdphs  fraido^yoio  irori  Groyua  xtip  ^piytfrOtu* 

or  as 
or  as 

&s  yhp  circicXfloo'ayro  6to\  dciXoco-t  pporouriv, 
(&€iv  dxvvfUvovs  *  avToi  dc  r  axijdceff  cio'iV,  X 

and  of  these  the  tone  is  given,  far  better  than  by  anything 
of  the  balladists,  by  such  things  as  the 

*  *'  And  I  haye  endured  —  the  like  whereof  no  eonl  npon  the  earth 
hath  yet  endared  —  to  carry  to  my  lips  the  hand  of  him  who  slew  my 
child."  —  Uiadj  xxiv.  506. 

t  "  Nay  and  thou  too,  old  man,  in  times  past  wert,  as  we  hear,  hap- 
py.** —  lUadf  xxiv.  548.  In  the  original  this  line,  for  mingled  pathos 
and  dignity,  is  perhaps  without  a  rival  even  in  Homer. 

I  **  For  so  have  the  gods  spun  our  destiny  to  us  wretched  mortals, 
—  that  we  should  live  in  sorrow;  but  they  themselves  are  without 
trouble.**  —  lUad,  xxiv  525. 
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^  lo  no  piangeya:  s\  dentro  iniptetrai: 
Piangevan  elli  .  .  .  '*  • 

of  Dante ;  or  the 

**  Fall*n  Ghernb !  to  be  weak  is  miserable  " 

of  Milton. 

I  suppose  I  must,  before  I  conclude,  say  a  word  or  two 
about  my  own  hexameters;  and  jet  really,  on  such  a 
topic,  I  am  almost  ashamed  to  trouble  you.     From  those 
perishable  objects  I  feel,  I  can  truly  say,  a  most  Oriental 
deta.chment.     You  yourselves   are   witnesses   how  little 
importance,  when  I  offered  them  to  you,  I  claimed  for 
them,  —  how  humble  a  function  I  designed  them  to  fill. 
I  offered  them,  not  as  specimens  of  a  competing  transla- 
tion   of  Homer,   but  as  illustrations  of  certain  canons 
which  I  had  been  trying  to  establish  for  Homer's  poetry. 
I  said  that  these  canons  they  might  very  well  illustrate 
by  failing  as  well  as  by  succeeding:  if  they  illustrate 
them  in  any  manner,  I  am  satisfied.     I  was  thinking  of 
the  future  translator  of  Homer,  and  trying  to  let  him  see 
as  clearly  as  possible  what  I  meant  by  the  combination 
of  characteristics  which  I  assigned  to  Homer's  poetry,  — 
by  saying  that  this  poetry  was  at  once  rapid  in  move- 
ment, plain  in  words  and  style,  simple  and  direct  in  its 
ideas,  and  noble  in  manner.     I  do  not  suppose  that  my 
own  hexameters  are  rapid  in  movement,  plain  in  words 
and  style,  simple  and  direct  in  their  ideas,  and  noble  in 
manner;  but  I  am  in  hopes  that  a  translator,  reading 
them  with  a  genuine  interest  in  his  subject,  and  without 
the  slightest  grain  of  personal  feeling,  may  see  more 
clearly,  as  he  reads  them,  what  I  mean  by  saying  that 
Homer's  poetry  is  all  these.    I  am  in  hopes  that  he  may  be 

♦  "  /  wept  not:  so  of  stone  grew  I  within:  —  <fcey  wept"  —  ^eW, 
xxxiii.  49  (Carlyle's  Translation,  slightly  altered). 
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able  to  seize  more  distinctly,  when  he  has  before  him  vaj 

**  So  shone  forth,  in  finont  of  Troy,  by  the  bed  of  the  Xanthos,*' 

or  my 

"  Ah,  unhappy  pair^  to  Pelens  why  did  we  give  yon!  *' 

or  my 

«  So  he  spake,  and  drove  with  a  ory  his  steeds  into  battle,** 
the  exact  points  which  I  wish  him  to  avoid  in  Cowper*s 

"^^  So  numerous  seemed  those  fires  the  banks  between,** 
or  in  Pope's 

"  Unhappy  oouners  of  immortal  strain,** 
or  in  Mr.  Newman's 

'*  He  spake,  and,  yelling,  held  a-front  his  single-hoofed  horses.** 

At  the  same  time  there  may  be  innumerable  points  in 
mine  which  he  ought  to  avoid  also.  Of  the  merit  of  bis 
own  compositions  no  composer  can  be  admitted  the  judge. 
But  thus  humbly  useful  to  the  future  translator  I  still 
hope  my  hexameters  may  prove ;  and  he  it  is,  above  all, 
whom  one  has  to  regard.  The  general  public  carries 
away  litde  from  discussions  of  this  kind,  except  some 
vague  notion  that  one  advocates  English  hexameters,  or 
that  one  has  attacked  Mr.  Newman.  On  the  mind  of  an 
adversary  one  never  makes  .the  faintest  impression.  Mr. 
Newman  reads  all  one  can  say  about  diction,  and  his  last 
word  on  the  subject  is,  that  he  ^  regards  it  as  a  question 
about  to  open  hereafter,  whether  a  translator  of  Homer 
ought  not  to  adopt  the  old  dissyllabic  landiSf  houndis^ 
hartis  "  (for  lands,  hounds,  harts),  and  also  ^^  the  final  en 
of  the  plural  of  verbs  (we  dancen^  they  singen^  etc),** 
which  ^  still  subsists  in  Lancashire."  A  certain  critic 
reads  all  one  can  say  about  style,  and  at  the  end  of  it 
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arrives  at  the  inference  that,  ^  after  all,  there  is  some 
style  grander  than  the  grand  style  itself,  since  Shaken 
speare  has  not  the  grand  manner,  and  yet  has  the  suprem- 
acy over  MUton " ;  another  critic  reads  all  one  can  say 
about  rhythm,  and  the  result  is,  that  he  thinks  Scott's 
rhythm,  in  the  descriptioo  of  the  death  of  Marmion,  all 
the  better  for  being  sixccctde^  becanse  the  dying  ejacula- 
tions of  Marmion  were  likely  to  be  '^  jerky."  How  vain 
to  rise  up  early,  and  to  take  rest  late,  from  any  zeal  for 
proving  to  Mr.  Newman  that  he  must  not,  in  translating 
Homer,  say  houndis  and  dancen;  or  to  the  first  of  the 
two  critics  above  quoted,  that  one  poet  may  be  a  greater 
poetical  force  than  another,  and  yet  have  a  more  unequal 
style  ;  or  to  the  second,  that  the  best  art,  having  to  rep- 
resent the  death  of  a  hero,  does  not  set  about  imitating 
his  dying  noises  I  Such  critics,  however,  provide  for  an 
opponent's  vivacity  the  charming  excuse  offered  by  Biva- 
rol  for  his,  when  he  was  reproached  with  giving  offence 
by  it :  —  ^  Ah  I "  he  exdaiimed,  "^  no  one  considers  how 
much  pain  every  man  of  taste  has  had  to  tuffer^  before  he 
ever  inflicts  any." 

It  is  for  the  future  translator  that  one  must  worL 
The  successful  translator  of  Homer  will  have  (or  he  can- 
not succeed)  that  true  sense  for  his  subject,  and  that  dis- 
interested love  of  it,  which  are,  both  of  them,  so  rare  in 
literature,  and  so  precious ;  he  will  not  be  led  (^  by  any 
fi^lse  scent ;  he  will  have  an  eye  for  the  real  matter,  and, 
where  he  thinks  he  may  find  any  indication  of  this,  no 
hint  will  be  too  slight  for  him,  no  shade  will  be  too  fine, 
no  imperfections  will  turn  him  aside,  —  he  will  go  before 
his  adviser's  thought,  and  help  it  out  with  his  own.  This 
is  the  sort  of  student  that  a  critic  of  Homer  should  always 
have  in  his  thoughts ;  but  students  of  this  sort  are  indeed 
rare. 
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And  how,  then,  can  I  help  being  reminded  what  a  stu- 
dent of  this  sort  we  have  just  lost  in  Mr.  Clough,  whose 
name  I  have  already  mentioned  in  these  lectures  ?  £le, 
too,  was  busy  with  Homer ;  but  it  is  not  on  that  aocount 
that  I  now  speak  of  him.  Nor  do  I  speak  of  him  in  order 
to  call  attention  to  his  qualities  and  powers  in  general, 
admirable  as  these  were.  I  mention  him  because,  in  so 
eminent  a  degree,  he  possessed  these  two  invaluable  liter- 
ary qualities,  —  a  true  sense  for  his  object  of  study,  and  a 
single-hearted  care  for  it  He  had  both ;  but  he  had  the 
second  even  more  eminently  than  the  first.  He  greatly 
developed  the  first  through  means  of  the  second.  In  the 
study  of  art,  poetry,  or  philosophy,  he  had  the  most  undi- 
vided and  disinterested  love  for  his  object  in  itself,  the 
greatest  aversion  to  mixing  up  with  it  anything  accidental 
or  personal.  His  interest  was  in  literature  itself;  and  it 
was  this  which  gave  so  rai*e  a  stamp  to  his  character, 
which  kept  him  so  free  from  all  taint  of  littleness.  In 
the  saturnalia  of  ignoble  personal  passions,  of  which  the 
struggle  for  literary  success,  in  old  and  crowded  oommu* 
nities,  ofiers  so  sad  a  spectacle,  he  never  mingled.  He 
had  not  yet  traduced  his  friends,  nor  flattered  his  enemies, 
nor  disparaged  what  he  admired,  nor  praised  what  he  de- 
spised. Those  who  knew  him  well  had  the  conviction 
that,  even  with  time,  these  literary  arts  would  never  be 
his.  His  poem,  of  which  I  before  spoke,  has  some  admi- 
rable Homeric  qualities;  —  out-of-doors  freshness,  liiQe, 
naturalness,  buoyant  rapidity.  Some  of  the  expressions 
in  that  poem,  —  ^Dangerous  Oorrievreckan  .  .  .  Where 
roads  are  unknown  to  Loch  J^evtsh^"  —  come  back  now  to 
my  ear  with  the  true  Homeric  ring.  But  that  in  him  of 
which  I  think  oftenest  is  the  Homeric  simplicity  of  his 
literary  life. 
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OR,  MIDDLE-CLASS  EDUCATION  AND  THE  STATK 

f 

"  ForgettiDg  those  things  which  are  behind,  and  reaching  forth  unto 
those  things  which  are  before."  —  St.  Paul. 


LIVELY  and  acute  writer,  whom  English  so- 
ciety, indebted  to  his  yigilance  for  the  expos- 
ure  of  a  thousand  delinquents,  salutes  with 
admiration  as  its  Grand  Detective,  some  time 
ago  called  public  attention  to  the  state  of  the  ^  College 
of  the  Blessed  Marj  "  at  Eton.     In  that  famous  seat  of 
learning,  he  said,  a  vast  sum  of  money  was  expended  on 
education,  and  a  beggarly  account  of  empty  brains  was 
the  result.      Rich   endowments  were   wasted ;   parents 
were  giving  large  sums  to  have  their  children  taught,  and 
were  getting  a  most  inadequate  return  for  their  outlay. 
Science,  among  those  venerable  towers  in  the  vale  of  the 
Thames,  still  adored  her  Henry's  holy  shade :  but  she  did 
very  little  else.     These  topics,  handled  with  infinite  skill 
and  vivacity,  produced  a  strong  effect.     Public  attention, 
for  a  moment,  fixed  itself  upon  the  state  of  secondary  in- 
struction in  England.     The  great  class,  which  is  inter- 
ested in  the  improvement  of  this,  imagined  that  the  mo- 
ment was  come  for  making  the  first  step  towards  that 
improveni®'^*'    The  comparatively  small  class,  whose  chil- 
dren are  educated  in  the  existing  public  adipols.  thought 
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that  some  inquiry  into  the  state  of  these  inslitntions 
might  do  good.  A  Rojal  Commission  was  appointed 
to  report  upon  the  endowments,  stadies,  and  manage- 
ment of  the  nine  principal  puhlic  schools  of  this  ooan- 
try,  —  Eton,  Winchester,  Westminster,  Charterhouse, 
St  Paul's,  Merchant  Taylors',  Harrow,  Bnghy,  and 
Shrewsbury. 

Eton  was  really  the  accused,  although  eight  corre- 
spondents were  thus  summoned  to  appear  with  Eton ;  and 
in  Eton  the  investigation  now  completed  will  probably 
produce  most  refonn.  The  reform  of  an  institution 
which  trains  so  many  of  the  rulers  of  this  country  is,  no 
doubt,  a  matter  of  considerable  importance.  That  im- 
portance is  certainly  lessened  if  it  is  true,  as  the  TXmes 
tells  us,  that  the  real  ruler  of  our  country  is  ^  The  Peo- 
ple," although  this  potentate  does  not  absolutely  transact 
his  own  business,  but  delegates  that  function  to  the  daas 
which  Eton  educates.  But  even  those  who  believe  thai 
Mirabeau,  when  he  said,  ^  Be  who  adminitters^  govem9^ 
was  a  great  deal  nearer  the  truth  than  the  TimeSy  and  to 
whom,  therefore,  changes  at  Eton  seem  indeed  matter  of 
great  importance,  will  hardly  be  disposed  to  make  thoee 
changes  very  sweeping.  If  Eton  does  not  teach  her  pu- 
pils profound  wisdom,  we  have  Oxenstiem's  word  for  it 
that  the  world  is  governed  by  very  little  wisdom.  Eton, 
at  any  rate,  teaches  her  aristocratic  pupils  virtues  which 
are  among  the  best  virtues  of  an  aristocracy, — frcsiedom 
from,  affectation,  manliness,  a  high  spirit,  simplicity.  It  is 
to  be  hoped  that  she  teaches  something  of  these  virtues 
to  her  other  pupils  also,  who,  not  of  the  aristocratic  daas 
themselves,  enjoy  at  Eton  the  benefit  <^  contact  with 
aristocracy.  For  these  other  pupils,  perhaps,  a  little  more 
learning  as  well,  a  somewhat  stronger  dose  of  ideas,  might 
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be  desirable.    Above  all,  it  migbt  be  desirable  to  wean 
them  fix)m  the  easy  habits  and  profuse  notions  of  expense 
jrhich    Eton   generates,  —  habits  and   notions   graoefal 
enough  in'  the  lilies  of  the  social  field,  bat  inconyenient 
for  its  future  toilers  and  spinners.     To  conyej  to  Eton 
the  knowledge   that  the  wine  of  Champagne  does  not 
water  the  whole  earth,  and  that  there'  are  incomes  which 
fasdl  below  5,000/.  a  year,  would  be  an  act  of  kindness 
towards  a  large  class  of  British  parents,  full  of  proper 
pride,  but  not  opulent     Let  us  hope  that  the  courageous 
eodal  reformer  who  has  taken  Eton  in  hand  may,  at  least, 
reap  .this  reward  £rom   his  labors.      Let  us   hope  he 
may  succeed  in  somewhat  reducing  the  standard  of  ex- 
pense at  Eton,  and  let  us  pronounce  over  his  offspring  the 
prayer  of  Ajax :  — "  O  boys,  may  you  be  cheaper  edu- 
cated than  your  father,  but  in  other  respects  like  him ; 
may  you  have  the  same  loving  care  for  the  improvement 
of  the  British  officer,  the  same  terrible  eye  upon  bullies 
and  jobbers,  the  same  charming  gayety  in  your  frolics 
with  the  <  Old  Dog  Tray ' ;  —  but  may  all  these  gifts  be 
developed  at  a  lesser  price ! " 

But  I  hope  that  large  class  which  wants  the  improve- 
ment of  secondary  instruction  in  this  country — secondary 
instruction,  the  great  first  stage  of  a  liberal  education, 
coming  between  elementary  instruction,  the  instruction  in 
the  mother  tongue  and  in  the  simplest  and  indispensable 
branches  of  knowledge  <hi  the  one  hand,  and  superior 
instruction,  the  instruction  given  by  universities,  the  sec- 
ond and  finishing  stage  of  a  liberal  education,  on  the  other 
•»-  will  not  imagine  that  the  appointment  of  a  Royal  Com- 
mission to  report  on  nine  existing  schools  can  seriously 
help  it  to  that  which  it  wants.     I  hope  it  will  Bteadily 
say  to  the  limited  class  whom  the  reform  of  these  nine 
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schools  (if  they  need  reform)  truly  concerDs  —  7\ia  res 
agitur.  These  nine  schools  are  by  their  constitution  such 
that  they  profess  to  reach  bat  select  portions  of  the  mul- 
titudes that  are  claiming  secondary  instruction ;  And,  what- 
ever they  might  profess,  being  nine,  they  can  only  reach 
select  portions.  The  exhibition  which  the  Royal  Com- 
missioners have  given  us  of  these  schools  is  indeed  very 
interesting ;  I  hope  it  wiU  prove  very  oseful.  But,  for 
the  champions  of  the  true  cause  of  secondary  instruction, 
for  those  interested  in  the  thorough  improvement  of  this 
most  important  concern,  the  centre  of  interest  is  not 
there.  Before  the  English  mind,  always  prone  to  throw 
itself  upon  details,  has  by  the  interesting  Beport  of  the 
Public  School  Commissioners  been  led  completely  to 
throw  itself  upon  what,  after  all,  in  this  great  concern  of 
secondary  instruction,  is  only  a  detail,  I  wish  to  show, 
with  all  the  clearness  and  insistance  I  can,  where  the  cen- 
tre of  interest  really  lies. 


I. 


'^  I  X)  see  secondary  instruction  treated  as  a  matter  of 
X  national  concern,  to  see  any  serious  attempt  to  make 
it  both  commensurate  with  the  numbers  needing  it  and  of 
good  quality,  we  must*  cross  the  Channel.  The  Boyal 
Commissioners  have  thought  themselves  precluded,  by  the 
limits  of  their  instructions,  from  making  a  thorough  in- 
quiry into  the  system  of  secondary  instruction  on  the 
Continent  I  regret  that  they  did  not  trust  to  the  vast 
importance  of  the  subject  for  procuring  their  pardon  even 
if  they  somewhat  extended  their  scope,  and  made  their 
survey  of  foreign  secondary  instruction  exact.    This  they 
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could  have  done  only  by  inyesting  qualified  peisons  with 
tha  commisfiion  to  seek,  in  their  name,  access  to  the  for- 
eign schools.  These  institutions  must  be  seen  at  work, 
and  seen  bj  experienced  ejes,  for  their  operation  to  be 
properly  understood  and  described.  But  to  see  them  at 
work  the  aid  of  the  public  authorities  abroad  is  requisite ; 
and  foreign  governments,  most  prompt  in  giving  this  aid 
to  accredited  emissaries,  are  by  no  means  disposed  to  ex- 
tend it  to  the  chance  inquirer. 

In  1859  I  visited  France,  authorized  by  the  Boyal 
Commissioners  who  were  then  inquiring  into  the  state  of 
popular  education  in  England,  to  seek,*  in  their  name,  in- 
formation respecting  the  French  primary  schools.  I  shall 
never  cease  to  be  grateful  for  the  cordial  help  afforded  to 
me  by  the  functionaries  of  the  French  government  for 
seeing  thoroughly  the  objects  which  I  came  to  study. 
The  higher  functionaries  charged  with  the  supervision 
of  primary  instruction  have  the  supervision  of  secondary 
instruction  also ;  and  their  kindness  enabled  me  occasion- 
ally to  see  something  of  the  secondary  schools,  —  institu- 
tions which  strongly  attracted  my  interest,  but  which  the 
Royal  Commissioners  had  not  authorized  me  to  study, 
and  which  the  French  Minister  of  Public  Instruction  had 
not  directed  his  functionaries  to  show  me.  I  thus  saw 
the  Lyceum,  or  public  secondary  school,  of  Toulouse,  -^ 
a  good  specimen  of  its  class.  To  make  clear  to  tlie 
English  reader  what  this  class  of  institutions  is,  with 
a  view  of  enabling  him  to  see,  afterwards,  what  is  the 
problem  respecting  secondary  instruction  which  we  in. 
this  country  really  have  to  solve,  I  will  describe  the 
Toulquse  Lyceum. 

Toulouse,  the  chief  city  of  the  great  plain  of  Langue- 
doG^  and  a  place  of  great  antiquity,  dignity,  and  impor- 
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tanoe,  bas  one  of  the  principal  Ijoeams  to  be  foand  out  of 
Paris.  But  the  chief  town  of  every  French  department 
has  its  Ijoeum,  and  the  considerable  towns  of*  every  de- 
partment have  their  communal  colleges,  as  the  chief  town 
has  its  lyceum.  These  establishments  of  secondary  in- 
struction are  attached  to  academies,  local  centres  of  the 
Department  of  Public  Instraction  at  Paris,  of  which 
there  are  sixteen  in  France.  The  head  of  an  academy  is 
called  its  *' rector,"  and  his  chief  ministers  are  called 
^  academy-inspectors."  The  superintendence  of  all  pub- 
lic instruction  (under  the  general  control  of  the  Minister 
of  Public  Instruction  at  Paris)  was  given  by  M.  Guizot's 
education-law  to  the  academies ;  that  of  primary  instruc- 
tion has  been,  in  great  measure,  taken  away  from  them 
and  given  to  the  prefects ;  that  of  secondary  or  superior 
instruction  still  remains  to  them.  Toulouse  is  the  seat 
of  an  academy  of  the  first  class,  with  a  jurisdiction  ex- 
tending over  eight  departments ;  its  rector,  when  I  was 
there  in  1859,  was  an  ex-judge  of  the  Paris  Court  of  Cas- 
sation, M.  Rocher,  a  man  of  about  sixty,  of  great  intelli- 
gence, courtesy,  and  knowledge  of  the  world.  Hi-health 
had  compelled  him  to  resign  his  judgeship,  and  the  Min- 
ister of  Public  Instruction,  his  personal  friend,  had  given 
him  the  rectorate  of  Toulouse,  the  second  in  France  in 
point  of  rank,  as  a  kind  of  dignified  retreat.  The  posi- 
tion of  rector  in  France  much  resembles  that  of  one  of 
our  heads  of  houses  at  Oxford  or  Cambridge.  M.  Bocher 
placed  me  under  the  guidance  of  his  academy-inspector, 
M.  Peyrot ;  and  M.  Peyrot,  after  introducing  me  to  the 
.primary  inspectors  of  Toulouse,  ^d  enabling  me  to  make 
arrangements  with  them  for  visiting  the  primary  schools 
of  the  city  and  neighborhood,  kindly  took  me  over  the 
lyceum,  which  is  under  his  immediate  supervision. 
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A  French  Ijoeom  is  an  instituticHi  founded  and  main- 
tained by  the  state,  with  aid  from  the  department  and 
commune/  The  communal  colleges  are  founded  and 
maintained  bj  the  commune,  with  aid  from  the  state. 
The  Ljoeum  of  Toulouse  is  held  in  large  and  somewhat 
gloomj  buildings,  in  the  midst  of  the  dtj ;  old  ecclesiasti- 
cal bnildings  have  in  a  number  of  towns  been  converted 
by  the  government  into  public-school  premises.  We 
were  received  by  the  provisevar^  M.  Seignette.  The  pro- 
Tisor  is  the  chief  functionary — the  head  master — of 
a  French  lyoeum ;  he  does  not,  however,  himself  teach, 
but  manages  the  business  concerns  of  the  school,  adminis- 
ters its  finances,  and  is  responsible  for  its  general  conduct 
and  discipline ;  his  place  is  one  of  the  prizes  of  French 
secondary  instruction,  and  the  provisor,  having  himself 
served  a  long  apprenticeship  as  a  teacher,  has  all  the 
knowledge  requisite  for  superintending  his  professors. 
He,  like  the  professors,  has  gone  through  the  excellent 
normal  school  out  of  which  the  functionaries  of  secon- 
dary  instruction  are  taken,  and  has  fulfilled  stringent 
conditions  of  training  and  examination.  Three  chaplains 
—  Boman  Catholic  priests  —  have  the  charge  of  the  r^ 
Hgioos  instruction  of  the  lyceum ;  a  Protestant  minister, 
however,  is  specially  appointed  to  give  this  instruction 
to  pupils  whose  parents  are  of  the  reformed  faith,  and 
these  pupils  attend,  on  Sundays,  their  own  Protestant 
places  of  worship.  The  lyceum  has  from  three  to  four 
hundred  scholars ;  it  receives  both  boarders  and  day- 
scholars.  In  every  lyceum  which  receives  boarders  there 
are  a  certain  number  of  bourses,  or  public  scholarships, 
which  relieve  their  holders  from  all  cost  for  their  educa- 
tion. The  school  has  three  great  divisions,  each  with  its 
separate  school-rooms  and  playground.    The  playgrounds 
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are  large  courts,  planted  with  trees.  Attached  to  the  in- 
stitution, but  in  a  separate  building,  is  a  school  for  little 
bojs  from  six  to  twelve  years  of  age,  called  the  Petit  Ool' 
lege  ;  here  there  is  a  garden  as  well  as  a  playground,  and 
the  whole  school-life  is  easier  and  softer  than  in  the  ly- 
ceum,  and  adapted  to  the  tender  years  of  the  scholars. 
In  the  Petit  College^  too,  there  are  both  boarders  and  day- 
scholars. 

The  school-rooms  of  the  lyceum  were  much  like  our 
school-rooms  here ;  large  bare  rooms,  looking  as  if  they 
had  seen  much  service,  with  their  desks  browned  and 
blattered,  and  inscribed  with  the  various  carvings  of  many 
generations  of  school-boys.  The  cleanliness,  order,  and 
neatness  of  the  passages,  dormitories,  and  sick-rooms 
were  exemplary.  The  dormitories  are  vast  rooms,  with 
a  teacher's  bed  at  each  end ;  a  light  is  kept  burning  in 
them  all  the  night  through.  In  no  English  school  have  I 
seen  any  arrangements  for  the  sick  to  compare  with  those 
of  the  Toulouse  Lyceum.  The  service  of  the  infirmary^ 
as  it  is  called,  is  performed  by  Sisters  of  Charity.  The 
aspect  and  manners  of  these  nurses,  the  freshness  and 
airiness  of  the  rooms,  the  whiteness  and  fragrance  of  the 
great  stores  of  linen  which  one  saw  ranged  in  them,  made 
one  ahnost  envy  the  invalids  who  were  being  tended  in 
such  a  place  of  repose. 

In  the  playground  the  boys  —  dressed,  all  of  them,  in 
the  well-known  uniform  of  the  French  school-boy-— 
were  running,  shouting,  and  playing,  with  the  animatioa 
of  their  age ;  but  it  is  not  by  its  playgrounds  and  means 
of  recreation  that  a  French  lyceum,  as  compared  with  the 
half-dozen  great  English  public  schools,  shines.  The 
boys  are  taken  out  to  walk,  as  the  boys  at  Winchester 
used  to  be  taken  out  to  hiUs ;  but  at  the  end  of  the 
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French  Bcbool-boj's  walk  there  are  no  hills  on  which  he 
is  turned  loose.  He  learns  and  practises  gymnastics 
more  than  our  school-boys  do ;  and  the  court  in  which 
he  takes  his  recreation  is  somewhat  more  spacious  and 
agreeable  than  we  English  are  apt  to  imagine  a  court  to 
be ;  but  it  is  a  poor  place  indeed — poor  in  itself  and  poor 
in  its  resources — compared  with  the  pla^ng'fields  of  Eton, 
or  the  meads  of  Winchester,  or  the  close  of  Bugby. 

Of  course  I  was  very  desirous  to  see  the  boys  in  their 
school-rooms,  and  to  hear  some  of  the  lessons ;  but  M. 
Peyrot  and  M.  Seignette,  with  all  the  good-will  in  the 
world,  were  not  able  to  grant  to  an  unofficial  visitor  per- 
mission to  do  this.  It  is  something  to  know  what  the 
programme  of  studies  in  a  French  lyceum  is,  though  it 
would  be  &r  more  interesUng  to  know  how  that  pro- 
gramme is  practically  carried  out.  But  the  programme 
itself  is  worth  examining :  it  is  the  same  for  every  lyceum 
in  France.  It  iis  fixed  by  the  Council  of  Public  instruc- 
tion in  Paris,  a  body  in  which  the  State,  the  Church,  the 
French  Academy,  and  the  scholastic  profession,  are  all 
represented,  and  of  which  the  Minister  of  Public  Instruc- 
tion is  president.  The  progranune  thus  fixed  is  promul- 
gated by  the  Minister's  authority,  and  every  lyceum  is 
bound  to  follow  it.  I  have  before  me  that  promulgated 
by  M.  Guizot  in  1883 ;  the  variations  from  it,  up  to  the 
present  day,  are  but  slight  In  the  sixth^  or  lowest  class, 
the  boys  have  to  learn  French,  Latin,  and  Greek  Gram- 
mar, and  their  reading  is  Cornelius  Nepos  and  Phsedrus, 
and,  along  with  the  fables  of  Phaedrus,  those  of  La  Fon- 
taine. For  the  next,  or  fifth  class,  the  reading  is  Ovid  in 
Latin,  Ludan's  Dialogues  and  Isocrates  in  Greek,  and 
Telenuxque  in  French.  For  the  fourth,  besides  the  au- 
thors read  in  the  classes  below,  Virgil  in  Latin  and  Xen- 
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ophon  iir  Greek,  and  in  French,  Voltaire's  Ohanfles  XIL 
For  the  third,  Sallast  and  Cioero  are  added  in  Latin^ 
Homer  and  Plutarch's  MoraUa  in  Greek ;  in  French, 
Voltaire's  Siecle  de  Louis  XIK,  Massillon's  Petit  Careme^ 
Boileau,  and  extracts  from  Biiffon.  For  the  second  class 
(our  fiflh  form),  Horace,  Livy,  and  Tacitus,  in  Latin  ;  in 
Greek,  Sophocles  and  Euripides,  Plato  and  Demosthenes ; 
in  French,  Bossuet's  JEstoire  VhiverseUe,  and  Montes- 
quieu's Grandeur  et  Decadence  des  Mamains.  The 
highest  dass  (our  sixth  form),  is  divided  into  two,  a 
rhetoric  and  a  philosophy  class  ;  this  division,  —  which  is 
ifaiportant,  and  which  is  daily  becoming,  with  the  authori- 
ties of  French  Public  Instruction,  an  object  of  greater 
importance,  —  is  meant  to  correspond  to  the  direction, 
literary  or  scientific,  which  the  studies  of  the  now  adult 
scholar  are  to  take.  In  place  of  the  Pindar,  Thucydides, 
Lucan,  and  Moliere,  of  the  rhetoric  class,  the  philosophy 
class  has  chemistry,  physics,  and  the  higher  mathematics. 
Some  instruction  in  natural  science  finds  a  place  in  the 
school-course  of  every  dass  ;  in  the  lower  classes,  instruc- 
tion in  the  elements  of  human  physiology,  zoology,  bot- 
any, and  geology;  in  the  second  class  (fiflh  form),  in- 
struction in  the  elements  of  chemistry.  To  this  instruction 
in  natural  science  two  or  three  hours  a  week  are  allotted. 
About  the  same  time  is  allotted  to  arithmetic,  to  special 
instruction  in  history  and  geography,  and  to  modem  lan- 
guages ;  these  last,  however,  are  said  to  be  in  general  as 
imperfectly  learnt  in  the  French  public  schools  as  they 
are  in  our  own.  Two  hours  a  week  are  devoted  to  the 
correction  of  composition.  Finally,  the  New  Testament, 
in  Latin  or  Greek,  forms  a  part  of  the  daily  reading  of 
each  dass. 

On  this  programme  I  will  make  two  remarks,  suggested 
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hj  comparing  it  with  that  of  any  of  onr  own  pabliiB  schools. 
It  has  the  scientific  instruction  and  the  study  of  the  moth- 
er-tongue which  our  school-course  is  without,  and  is  oflen 
blamed  for  being  without.  I  believe  that  the  scientific 
instruction  actually  acquired  by  French  school-boys  in  the 
lower  classes  is  very  little,  but  still  a  boy  with  a  taste  for 
science  finds  in  this  instruction  an  element  which  keeps 
bis  ta^ste  alive;  in. the  special  class  at  the  head  of  the 
school  it  is  more  considerable,  but  not,  it  is  alleged,  suffi- 
cient for  the  wants  of  this  special  class,  and  plans  for 
making  it  more  thorough  and  systematic  are  being  can- 
vassed. In  the  study  of  the  mother-tongue  the  French 
Bchool-boy  has  a  more  real  advantage  over  ours  ;  he  does 
certainly  learn  something  of  the  French  language  and 
literature,  and  of  the  English  our  school-boy  learns  noth' 
ing.  French  grammar,  however,  is  a  better  instrument 
of  instruction  for  boys  than  English  grammar,  and  the 
French  literature  possesses  prose  works,  perhaps  ev^n 
poetical  works,  more  fitted  to  be  used  as  classics  for 
school-boys  than  any  which  English  literature  possesses. 
I  need  not  say  that  the  fitness  of  works  for  this  purpose 
depends  on  other  considerations  than  those  of  the  genius 
alone,  and  of  the  creative  force,  which  they  exhibit 

The  regular  school-lessons  of  a  lyceum  occupy  about 
twenty-two  hours  in  the  week,  but  among  these  regular 
school-lessons  the  lessens  in  modem  languages  are  not 
counted.  The  lessons  in  modem  languages  are  given  out 
of  school-hours ;  out  of  school-hours,  too,  all  the  board- 
ers work  with  the  masters  at  preparing  their  lessons; 
each  boarder  has  thus  what  we  call  a  private  tutor,  but 
the  French  school-boy  does  not,  like  ours,  pay  extra  for 
his  private  tutor :  the  general  charge  for  board  and  in- 
struction covers  this  special  tuition. 
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Now  I  come  to  the  important  matter  of  school-fees. 
These  are  all  regulated  by  authority ;  the  scale  of  charges 
in  every  lyceum  and  communal  college  mast  be  seen  and 
sanctioned  by  the  academy-inspector  in  order  to  have  le- 
gality. A  day-scholar  in  the  Touloiise  Lyceum  pays,  in 
the  lowest  of  the  three  great  divisions  of  the  school,  11  Of. 
(4/1  Bs.  4^.)  a  year ;  in  the  second  division  he  pays  135f. 
(5/.  8«.  icL)  ;  in  the  third  and  highest  division,  180f.  (721 
As.  2d,)  If  he  wishes  to  share  in  the  special  tuition  of 
the  boarders,  he  pays  from  2/.  to  421  a  year  extra.  Next» 
for  the  boarders.  A  boarder  pays,  for  his  whole  board 
and  instruction,  in  the  lowest  division,  800f.  (32/.)  a  year ; 
in  the  second  division,  850f.  (34/.)  ;  in  the  highest  divis- 
ion, 900f.  (36/.)  In  the  scientific  class  the  charge  is  2L 
extra.  The  payments  are  made  quarterly,  and  always 
in  advance.  Every  boarder  brings  with  him  an  outfit 
(trousseau)  valued  at  500f.  (2021)  :  the  sum  paid  for  his 
bjoard  and  instruction  covers,  besides,  all  expense  for 
keeping  good  this  outfit,  and  all  charges  for  washing,  med- 
ical attendance,  books,  and  writing  materials.  The  meals, 
though  plain,  are  good,  and  they  are  set  out  with  a  pro- 
priety and  a  regard  for  appearances  which,  when  I  wad  a 
boy,  graced  no  school-dinners  that  I  ever  saw;  just  as, 
I  must  say,  even  in  the  normal  schools  for  elementary 
teachers,  the  dinner^table  in  France  contrasted  strongly, 
by  its  clean  cloth,  arranged  napkins,  glass,  and  general 
neatness  of  service,  with  the  stained  cloth,  napkinless 
knives  and  forks,  jacks  and  mugs,  hacked  joints  of  meat, 
and  stumps  of  loaves,  which  I  have  seen  on  the  dinner- 
table  of  normal  schools  in  England.  With  us  it  is  always 
the  individual  that  is  filled,  and  the  public  that  is  sent 
empty  away. 

Such  may  be  the  cheapness  of  public  school  education. 
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when  that  education  is  treated  as  a  matter  of  public  econ- 
omy, to  be  administered  upon  a  great  scale,  with  rigid 
system  and  exact  superintendence,  in  the  interest  of  the 
pupil  and  not  in  the  interest  of  the  school-keeper.*  But 
many  people,  it  will  be  said,  have  no  selish  for  such  cast- 
iron  schooling.  Well,  then,  let  us  look  at  a  French 
school  not  of  the  state-pattern,  —  a  school  without  the 
guaranties  of  state-management,  but,  also,  without  the 
uniformity  and  constraint  which  this  management  intro- 
duces. 

A  day  or  two  after  I  had  seen  the  Toulouse  Lyceum, 
I  started  for  Soreze.  Soreze  is  a  village  in  the  depart- 
ment of  the  Tarn,  a  department  bordering  upon  that  in 
which  Toulouse  stands ;  it  contains  one  of  the  most  suc- 
cessful private  schools  in  France,  and  of  this  school,  in 
1859,  the  celebrated  Father  Lacordaire  was  director.  I 
left  Toulouse  by  railway  in  the  middle  of  the  day ;  in  two 
hours  I  was  at  Castelnaudary,  an  old  Visigoth  place,  on  a 
hill  rising  out  of  the  great  plain  of  Languedoc,  with  im- 
mense views  towards  the  Pyrenees  on  one  side  and  the 
Cevennes  on  the  other.  After  rambling  about  the  town 
for  an  hour,  I  started  for  Soreze  in  a  vehicle  exactly  like 
an  English  coach ;  I  was  outside  with  the  driver,  and  the 
other  places,  inside  and  outside,  were  occupied  by  old 
pupils  of  the  Soreze  school,  who  were  going  there  for  the 
annual  fUe^  the  Speeches,  to  take  place  the  next  day. 

*  VadnUnUtraiion  dei  lycSet  est  complkemefU  Hranghrt  a  iotUe  idie 
de  tpictUation  et  de  profit^  says  the  Toulouse  prospectus  which  lies  bo- 
fore  me;  "  A  lyceum  is  managed  not  in  the  least  as  a  matter  of  specu- 
lation or  profit " ;  and  this  is  not  a  mere  advertising  puff,  for  the  public 
is  the  real  proprietor  of  the  lyceums,  which  it  has  founded  for  the 
education  of  its  youth,  and  for  that  object  only;  the  directors  of  the 
lyceum  are  simple  servants  of  the  public,  employed  by  the  public  at 
fixed  salaries. 
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Thej  were,  most  of  them,  young  men  from  tbe  UniyerBi^ 
ties  of  Toulouse  and  Montpellier ;  two  or  three  were  set- 
tled in  Paris,  hut,  happening  to  he  just  then  at  their 
homes,  at  B^ziers  or  Narhonne,  they  had  come  over  like 
the  rest :  they  seemed  a  good  set,  all  of  them,  and  their 
attachment  to  their  old  school  and  master  was  more 
according  to  one's  notions  of  English  school-life  than 
French.  We  had  to  cross  the  Morttagne  Notre^  an  out- 
lier of  the  Cevennes ;  the  elevation  was  not  great,  hut 
the  air,  even  on  the  18tb  of  May  in  Languedoc,  was 
sharp,  the  vast  distance  looked  gray  and  chill,  and  the 
whole  landscape  was  severe,  lonely,  and  desolate.  Soreze 
is  in  the  plain  on  the  other  side  of  the  Montagne  Noire^ 
at  the  foot  of  gorges  running  up  into  the  Cevennes ;  at 
the  head  of  these  gorges  are  the  hasins  from  which  the 
Caned  du  Midi — the  great  canal  uniting  the  Mediterra- 
nean with  the  Atlantic  —  is  fed.  It  was  seven  o'clock 
when  we  drove  up  the  street,  shaded  with  large  trees,  of 
Soreze ;  my  fellow-travellers  showed  me  the  way  to  the 
school,  as  I  was  obliged  to  get  away  early  the  next  morn- 
ing, and  wanted,  therefore,  to  make  my  visit  that  even- 
ing. The  school  occupies  the  place  of  an  old  abbey, 
founded  in  757  by  Pepin  the  Little ;  for  several  hiudred 
years  the  abbey  had  been  in  the  possession  of  the  Domini- 
cans, when,  in  Louis  the  Sixteenth's  reign,  a  school  was 
attached  to  it  Li  this  school  the  king  took  great  interest, 
and  hunself  designed  the  dress  for  the  scholars.  The  es- 
tablishment was  saved  at  the  Revolution  by  the  tact  of 
the  Dominican  who  was  then  at  its  head ;  be  resumed  the 
lay  dress,  and  returned,  in  all  outward  appearance,  to  the 
secular  life,  and  his  school  was  allowed  to  subsist.  Under 
the  Restoration  it  was  one  of  the  most  famous  and  most 
aristocratic  schools  in  France,  but  it  had  much  declined 
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when  Looordaire,  in  1854,  took  charge  of  it  I  waited 
in  the  monastic-looking  ooart  (mach  of  the  old  abbey  re- 
mains as  part  of  the  present  building)  while  mj  card,  with 
a  letter  which  the  Papal  Nuncio  at  Paris,  to  whom  I  had 
been  introduced  through  Sir  Greorge  Bowjer's  kindness, 
had  obtained  for  me  from  the  Superior  of  the  Dominicans, 
was  taken  up  to  Lacordaire ;  he  sent  down  word  directly 
that  he  would  see  me ;  I  was  shown  across  the  court,  up 
an  old  stone  staircase,  into  a  vast  corridor ;  a  door  in  this 
oorridor  was  thrown  open,  and  in  a  large  bare  room,  with 
no  carpet  or  furniture  of  any  kind,  except  a  small  table, 
one  or  two  chairs,  a  small  bookcase,  a  crucifix,  and  some 
religious  pictures  on  the,  walls,  Lacordaire,  in  the  dress 
of  his  order,  white-robed,  hooded,  and  sandalled,  sat  be- 
fore me. 

The  first  public  appearance  of  this  remarkable  man 
was  in  the  cause  of  education.     The  Charter  of  1830  had 
promised  liberty  of  instruction, — liberty,  that  is,  for  per- 
sons outside  the  oflScial  hierarchy  of  public  instruction 
to  open  schools.     This  promise  M.  Guizot's  celebrated 
School  Law  of  1833  finally  performed ;  but,  in  the  mean 
time,  the  authorities  of  public  fnstruction  refused  to  give 
efiect  to  it.    Lacordaire  and  Li.  de  Montalembert  opened 
in  Paris,  on  the  7th  of  Mfy,  1831,  an  independent  free 
school,  of  which  they  themselves  were  the  teachers ;  it 
was  closed  in  a  day  or  tvro  by  the  police,  and  its  youthful 
conductors  were  tried  bc:bre  the  Court  of  Peers  and  fined. 
This  was  Lacordaire's  first  public  appearance;  twenty-two 
years  later  his  last  sermon  in  Paris  was  preached  in  the 
same  cause ;  it  was  a  sermon  on  behalf  of  the  schools  of 
the  Christian  Brethren.     During  that  space  of  twenty- 
two  years  he  had  run  a  conspicuous  career,  but  on  another 
field  than  that  of  education ;  he  had  become  the  most  re- 
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Downed  preadier  in  Enrope,  and  he  had  re-establialied' 
in  France,  by  his  energy,  eonTicfticm,  and  patience,  the 
religions  orders  banished  thence  since  the  Beyolution. 
Through  thb  career  I  cannot  now  attempt  to  follow  him ; 
with  the  heart  of  friendship  and  the  eloquence  of  genius, 
M.  de  Montalembert  has  reoendj  written  its  history ;  but 
I  must  pomt  out  two  characteristics  which  distinguisbed 
him  in  it,  and  which  created  in  him  the  force  by  which, 
as  an  educator,  he  worked,  the  force  by  which  he  most 
impressed  and  commanded  the  young.  One  of  these  was 
his  passion  for  firm  order,  for  solid  government  He 
called  our  age  an  age  ''which  does  not  know  how  to 
obey," —  qui  rie  sait  guere  oheir.  It  is  easy  to  see  that 
this  is  not  so  absolutely  a  matter  of  reproach  as  Lacar- 
daire  made  it ;  in  an  epoch  of  transition  society  may  and 
must  say  to  its  governors,  ^  Govern  me  according  to  my 
spirit,  if  I  am  to  obey  you."  One  cannot  doubt  that  La- 
cordaire  erred  in  making  absolute  devotion  to  the  Church 
{mcdheur  a  qm  trouble  VEgliw!)  the  watchword  of  a 
gifled  man  in  our  century;  one  cannot  doubt  that  he 
erred  in  affirming  that  ''  the  greatest  service  to  be  ren- 
dered to  Christianity  in  our  day  was  to  do  sometiiing  for 
the  revival  of  the  mediaeval  religious  orders."  Still,  he 
seized  a  great  truth  when  he  proclaimed  the  intrinsic 
weakness  and  danger  of  a  state  of  anarchy;  above  all, 
when  he  applied  this  truth  in  the  moral  sphere  he  was 
incontrovertible,  fruitful  for  his  nation,  especially  fruitful 
for  the  young.  He  dealt  vigorously  with  himself,  and  he 
told  others  that  the  first  thing  for  them  was  to  do  the 
same;  he  placed  character  above  everything  else.  ''One 
may  have  spirit,  learning,  even  genius,"  he  said,  "and  not 
iiharacUr;  for  want  of  character  our  age  is  the  age  of 
miscarriages.    Let  us  form  Christians  in  our  schools,  bat. 
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first  of  all,  let  us  fonn  Christians  in  our  own  hearts ;  the 
one  great  thing  is  to  h(we  a  life  ofone^s  ovmJ* 

Allied  to' this  characteristic  was  his  other,  —  his  pas- 
sion, in  an  age  which  seems  to  think  that  progress  can 
be  achieved  only  bj  our  herding  together  and  making  a 
noise^  for  the  antique  discipline  of  retirement  and -silence. 
His  plan  of  life  for  himself,  when  he  first  took  orders,  was ' 
to  go  and  be  a  village  cur^  in  a  remote  province  in  France. 
M.  de  Qu^len,  the  Archbishop  of  Paris,  kept  him  in  the 
capital  as  chaplain  to  the  Convent  of  the  Visitation ;  he 
had  not  then  commenced  the  conferences  which  made  his. 
reputation ;  he  lived  perfectly  isolated  and  obscure,  and 
he  was  never  so  happy.     ^'  It  is  with  delight,"  he  wrote 
at  thift  time,  "'  that  I  find  my  solitude  deepening  round 
me ;  ^  one  can  do  nothing  without  solitude,'  is  my  grand 
maxim.     A  man  is  formed  from  within,  and  not  from 
without.     To  withdraw  and  be  with  one's  self  and  with 
Grod,  is  the  greatest  strength  there  can  be  in  the  world." 
It  is  impossible  not  to  feel  the  serenity  and  sincerity  of 
these  words.     Xwice  he  refused  to  edit  the  Univers ;  he 
refused  a  chair  in  the  University  of  Lou  vain.     In  1836, 
when  his  fame  filled  France,  he  disappeared  for  ^y% 
years,  and  these  years  he  passed  in  silence  and  seclusion 
at  Rome.     He  came  back  in  1841  a  Dominican  monk ; 
again,  at  Notre  Dame,  that  eloquence,  that  iuefiable 
cicoenty  led  his  countrionen  and  foreigners  captive;  he 
achieved    his  cherished  purpose  oi  re-establishing    in 
Franoe  the  religious  orders.     Then  once  more  he  di8« 
appeared,  and  after  a  short  station  at  Toulouse  consigned 
himself,  for  the  rest  of  his  life,  to  the  labor  and  obscurity 
of  Sor^ze.    <<  One  of  the  great  consolations  of  my  present 
life,"  be  writes  from  Soreze,  "  is,  that  I  have  now  God 
and  the  young  for  my  sole  companions."     The  young, 
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with  their  fresh  sfMrit,  aa  they  instinctively  feel  the  pres- 
ence o£  a  great  character,  so,  too,  irresistibly  receive  an 
influence  from  eouls  which  live  habitually  with  God, 

Lacordaire  received  me  with  great  kindness.  He  was 
above  the  middle  height,  with  an  excellent  countenance : 
great  dignity  in  his  look  and  bearing,  but  nothing  ascetic; 
his  manners  animated,  and  every  gesture  and  movement 
showing  the  orator.  He  ai^ked  me  to  dine  with  him  the 
next  day,  and  to  see  the  school  festival,  the  fete  des  an- 
dens  eleves;  but  I  could  not  stop.  Then  he  ordered 
lights,  for  it  was  growing  dark,  and  insisted  on  showing 
me  all  over  the  place  that  evening.  While  we  were 
waiting  for  lights  he  asked  me  much  about  Oxford ;  I 
had  already  heard  from  his  old  pupils  that  Oxford  was  a 
fiavorite  topic  with  him,  and  that  he  held  it  up  to  them  as 
a  model  of  everything  that  was  venerable.  Lights  came, 
and  we  went  over  the  establishment;  the  school  then 
contained  nearly  three  hundred  pupils,  —  a  great  rise 
mnce  Lacordaire  first  came  in  1854,  but  not  so  many  as 
the  school  has  had  in  old  days.  It  is  said  that  Lacordaire 
at  one  time  resorted  so  frequently  to  expulsion  as  rather 
to  alarm  people. 

Soreze,  under  his  management,  chiefly  created  interest 
by  the  sort  of  competition  which  it  maintained  with  the 
lyceums,  or  state  schools.  A  private  school,  in  France, 
cannot  be  opened  without  giving  notice  to  the  public  aa<> 
thorities ;  the  consent  of  these  authorities  is  withheld  if 
the  premises  of  the  proposed  school  are  improper,  or  if 
its  director  fails  to  produce  a  certificate  of  probation  and 
a  certificate  oi  competency,  —  that  is,  if  he  has  not  served 
for  five  years  in  a  secondary  school,  and  passed  the  au-* 
thorized  public  examination  for  secondary  teachers.  Fi* 
aally,  the  school  is  always  subject  to  state-inspection,  to 
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ascertain  that  pupils  are  properly  lodged  and  fed,  and 
that  the  teaching  omtains  nothing  contrary  to  public 
uiorality  and  to  the  laws ;  and  the  school  may  be  closed 
by  the  public  authorities  on  an  inspector's  report,  duly 
verified.  Still,  for  an  establishment  like  the  Sor^ze 
school,  the  actual  state-interference  comes  to  very  little ; 
the  Minister  has  the  power  of  dispensing  with  the  certifi- 
cate of  probation,  and  holy  ordeif  are  accepted  in  the 
place  of  the  certificate  of  competency  (the  examination 
in  the  seminary  being  more  difficult  than  the  examination 
for  this  latter).  In  France  the  state  (Machiavel  as  we 
English  think  it),  in  naming  certain  matters  as  the  ob- 
jects of  its  supervision  in  private  schools,  means  what  it 
says,  and  does  not  go  beyond  these  matters;  and,  for 
these  matters,  the  name  of  a  man  like  Lacordaire  serves 
as  a  guaranty,  and  is  readily  accepted  as  such. 

All  the  boys  at  Sor^ze  are  boarders,  and  a  boarder's 
expenses  here  exceed  by  about  8^  or  10^  a  year  his  ex- 
penses at  a  lyceum.  The  progranmie  of  studies  differs 
little  from  that  of  the  lyceums,  but  the  military  system 
of  these  state-schools  Lacordaire  repudiated.  Instead 
of  the  vast  common  dormitories  of  the  lyceums,  every 
boy  had  his  little  cell  to  himself;  that  was,  after  all,  as 
it  seemed  to  me,  the  great  difference.  But  immense 
stress  was  laid,  too,  upon  physical  education,  which  the  ly- 
ceums are  said  too  much  to  neglect.  Lacordaire  showed 
me  with  great  satisfaction  the  stable,  with  more  than 
twenty  horses,  and  assured  me  that  all  the  boys  were 
taught  to  ride.  There  was  the  saUe  cTescrtme,  where 
they  fenced,  the  armory  full  of  guns  and  swords,  the 
shooting  gallery,  and  so  on.  All  this  is  in  our  eyes  a 
little  fantastic,  and  does  not  replace  the  want  of  cricket 
and  foot-ball  in  a  good  field,  and  of  freedom  to  roam  over 
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the  country  out  of  school-hours ;  in  France,  howeTcr,  it 
IB  a  good  deal ;  and  then  twice  a  week  all  the  bojB  used 
to  turn  out  with  Lacordaire  upon  the  mountains,  to*  their 
great  enjoyment,  as  the  Sor^ze  people  saidi  the  Father 
himself  being  more  vigorous  than  any  of  them.  And  the 
old  abbey  school  has  a  small  park  adjoining  it,  with  the 
mountains  rising  dose  behind,  and  it  has  beantiiiil  trees 
in  its  courts,  and  by  no  means  the  di^^mal  barrack-look 
of  a  lyceum.  Lacordaire  had  a  staff  of  more  than  ^fij 
teachers  and  helpers,  about  half  of  these  being  members 
of  his  own  religious  order, —  Dominicans;  all  co-oper- 
ated in  some  way  or  other  in  conducting  the  school.  La- 
cordaire used  never  to  give  school-lessons  himself,  but 
scarcely  a  Sunday  passed  without  his  preaching  in  the 
chapel.    The  highest  and  most  distinguished  boys  formed 

a  body  called  the  Institute^  with  no  governing  powers  like 

• 

those  of  our  sixth  form,  but  with  a  sort  of  common-room 
to  themselves,  and  with  the  privilege  of  having  their  meals 
with  Lacordaire  and  his  staff.  I  was  shown,  too,  a  SaUe 
d^IUxutres,  or  Hall  of  Worthies,  into  which  the  boys  are 
introduced  on  high  days  and  holidays ;  we  should  think 
this  fanciful,  but  I  found  it  impressive.  The  hall  is  dec- 
orated with  busts  of  the  chief  of  the  former  scholars,  some 
of  them  very  distinguished.  Among  these  busts  was  that 
of  Henri  de  Larochejacquelin  (who  was  brought  up  here 
at  Sor^ze),  with  his  noble,  speaking  countenance,  his  Yen- 
dean  hat,  and  the  heart  and  cross  on  his  breast  There 
was,  besides,  a  theatre  for  public  recitations.  We  ended 
with  the  chapel,  in  which  we  found  all  the  school  assem- 
bled ;  a  Dominican  was  reading  to  them  from  the  pulpit 
an  edifying  life  of  a  scapegrace  converted  to  seriousness 
by  a  bad  accident,  much  better  worth  listening  to  than 
most  sermons.    When  it  was  over,  Lacordaire  whispered 
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to  me  to  ask  if  I  would  stay  for  the  prayers  or  go  at  onoe. 
I  Btayed ;  they  wei'e  very  short  and  simple ;  and  I  saw 
the  boys  disperae  afterwards.  The  gayety  of  the  little 
ones  and  tlieir  evident  fondness  for  the  Phre  was  a  pretty 
sight.  As  we  went  out  of  chapel,  one  of  them,  a  little 
fellow  of  ten  or  eleven,  ran  from  behind  ns,  snatched, 
with  a  laughing  face,  Lacordaire's  hand,  and  kissed  it ; 
Lacordaire  smOed,  and  patted  his  head.  When  I  read 
the  other  day  in  M.  de  Montalembert's  book  how  Laco- 
daire  had  said,  shortly  before  his  death :  ^  I  have  always 
tried  to  serve  God,  the  Church,  and  our  Lord  Jesas 
Christ;  besides  these,  I  have  loved — O,  dearly  loved! 
— children  and  young  people,"  I  thought  of  this  incident. 
Lacordaire  knew  absolutely  nothing  oi  our  great  Eng- 
lish schools,  their  character,  or  recent  history ;  but  then  no 
Frenchman,  except  a  very  few  at  Paris  who  know  more 
than  anybody  in  the  world,  knows  anything  about  any- 
thing. However  I  have  seen  few  people  more  impres- 
sive; he  was  not  a  great  modern  thinker,  but  a  great 
Christian  orator  of  the  fourth  century,  bom  in  the  nine- 
teenth ;  playing  his  part  in  the  nineteenth  century  not  so 
successfully  as  he  would  have  played  it  in  the  fourth,  but 
still  nobly.  I  would  have  given  much  to  stay  longer  with 
him,  as  he  kindly  pressed  me ;  I  was  tempted,  too,  by 
hearing  that  it  was  likely  he  would  make  a  speech  the 
next  day.  Never  did  any  man  so  give  one  the  sense  of 
his  being  a  natural  orator,  perfect  in  ease  and  simplicity. 
They  told  me  that  on  Sunday,  when  he  preached,  he 
hardly  ever  went  up  into  the  pulpit,  but  spoke  to  them 
from  his  place  ^  sans  fagoru**  But  I  had  an  engagement 
to  keep  at  Carcassone  at  a  certain  hour,  and  I  was 
obliged  to  go.  At  nine  I  took  leave  of  Lacordaire  and 
returned  to  the  village  inn,  #liMk  ^^^^^^^  ^t  is  frequented 
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by  the  relations  of  pupils.  There  I  supped  with  mj 
fellow-trayellerSf  the  old  scholars ;  charming  companions 
they  proved  themselves.  Late  we  sat,  much  vin  de  Ca- 
hors  we  drank,  and  great  friends  we  became.  Before  we 
parted,  one  of  them,  the  B^ziers  youth  studying  at  Paris, 
with  the  amiability  of  his  race  assured  me  (God  forgive 
him !)  that  he  was  well  acquainted  with  my  poems.  By 
five  the  next  morning  I  bad  started  to  return  to  Castel- 
naudary.  Recrossing  the  Mantagne  Noire  in  the  early 
morning  was  very  cold  work,  but  the  view  was  inconceiv- 
ably grand.  I  caught  the  train  at  Castelnandary,  and 
was  at  Carcassone  by  eleven ;  there  I  saw  a  school,  and 
I  saw  the  old  city  of  Carcassone.  I  am  not  going  to 
describe  either  the  one  or  the  other,  but  I  cannot  forbear 
saying,  Let  everybody  see  the  citi  d$  Carcassone.  It  is, 
indeed,  as  the  antiquarians  call  it,  the  Middle  Age  Her- 
cnlaneum.  When  you  first  get  sight  of  the  old  city,  which 
is  behind  the  modem  town,  —  when  you  have  got  clear  of 
the  modem  town,  and  come  out  upon  the  bridge  over  the 
Aude,  and  see  the  walled  cite  upon  the  hill  before  you, — 
you  rub  your  eyes  and  think  that  you  dte  looking  at  a  vig- 
nette in  Ivanhoe. 

Xhus  I  have  enabled,  as  far  as  I  could,  the  English 
reader  to  see  what  a  French  lyceum  is  like,  and  what  a 
French  private  school,  competing  with  a  lyceum,  is  like. 
I  have  given  him,  as  far  as  I  could,  the  facts.  Now  for 
the  application  of  these  facts.  What  is  the  problem  re- 
specting secondary  instruction  which  we  in  this  country 
have  to  solve?  What  light  do  these  facts  throw  upon 
that  problem  ? 
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FOB  the  serious  thinker,  for  the  real  stadent  of  the 
question  of  secondary  instruction,  the  problem  re« 
specting  secondary  instruction  which  we  in  England  have 
to  solve  is  this :  —  Why  cannot  we  have  throughout  Eng- 
land,—  as  the  French  have  throughout  France,  as  the 
Germans  have  throughout  Germany,  as  the  Swiss  have 
throughout  Switzerland,  as  the  Dutch  have  throughout 
Holland,  —  schools  where  the  children  of  our  middle  and 
professional  classes  may  obtain,  at  the  rate  of  from  20^ 
to  50/.  a  year,  if  th^y  are  boarders,  at  the  rate  of  from  5L 
to  15/i  a  year  if  they  are  day-scholars,  an  education  of  as 
good  quality,  with  as  good  guaranties,  social  character, 
and  advantages  for  a  future  career  iti  the  world,  as  the 
education  which  French  children  of  the  corresponding 
class  can  obtain  from  institutions  like  that  of  Toulouse  or 
iSoreze  ? 

There  is  the  really  important  question.  It  is  vain  to 
meet  it  by  propositions  which  may,  very  likely,  be  true, 
but  which  are  quite  irrelevant.  '^  Your  French  Etons," 
I  am  told,  ^  are  no  Etons  at  all ;  there  is  nothing  like  an 
Eton  in  France."  I  know  that  Very  likely  France  is 
to  be  pitied  for  having  no  Etons,  but  I  want  to  call  atten- 
tion to  the  substitute,  to  the  compensation.  The  English 
public  school  produces  the  finest  boys  in  the  world ;  the 
Toulouse  Lyceum  boy,  the  Soreze  College  boy,  is  not  to 
be  compared  with  them.  Well,  let  me  grant  all  that  too. 
But  then  there  are  only  some  five  or  six  schools  in  Eng- 
land to  produce  this  spedmen-boy ;  and  they  cannot  pro- 
duce him  cheap.  Rugby  and  Winchester  produce  him  at 
about  120/.  a  year ;  Eton  and  Harrow  (and  the  Eton 
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Bchool-boy  is  perhaps  justly  taken  as  the  most  perfect 
type  of  this  bigbly-extoUed  class)  cannot  produce  him  for 
much  less  than  200^  a  year.  TanUB  molts  ercU  Bo- 
mcmam  eondere  gentem^  —  such  a  business  is  it  to  produce 
an  article  so  superior.  But  for  the  common  wear  and 
tear  of  middling  life,  and  at  rates  tolerable  for  middling 
people,  what  do  we  produce  ?  What  do  we  produce  at 
30/.  a  year  ?  What  is  the  character  of  the  schools  which 
undertake  for  us  this  humbler,  but  far  more  widely-inter- 
esting production  ?  Are  they  as  good  as  the  Toulouse 
Lyceum  and  the  Sor^ze  College  ?  That  is  the  question. 
Suppose  that  the  recommendations  of  the  Public  School 
Commissioners  bring  about  in  the  great  public  schools  all 
the  reforms  which  a  judicious  reformer  could  desire ;  — 
suppose  that  they  produce  the  best  possible  application 
of  endowments,  the 'best  possible  mode  of  election  to  mas- 
terships ;  that  they  lead  to  a  wise  revision  of  the  books 
and  subjects  of  study,  to  a  reinforcing  of  the  mathematics 
and  of  the  modem  languages,  where  these  are  found 
weak ;  to  a  perfecting,  finally,  of  all  boarding  arrange- 
ments and  discipline :  nothing  will  yet  have  been  done 
towards  providing  for  the  great  want,  —  the  want  of  a 
secondary  instruction  at  once  reasonably  cheap  and  rea- 
sonably good.  Suppose  that  the  recommendations  of 
the  Commissioners  accomplish  something  even  in  this 
direction,  —  suppose  that  the  cost  of  educating  a  boy  at 
Bugby  is  reduced  to  about  100/.  a  year,  and  the  cost  of 
educating  a  boy  at  Eton  to  about  150/.  a  year,  —  no  one 
acquainted  with  the  subject  will  think  it  practicable,  or 
even,  under  present  circumstances,  desirable,  to  effect  in 
the  cost  of  education  in  these  two  schools  a  greater  re- 
duction than  this.  And  what  will  this  reduction  amount 
to  ?   A  boon  —  in  some  cases  a  very  considerable  boon 
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»—  to  tboee  who  now  frequent  these  schools.  But  what 
vrill  it  do  for  the  great  dasB  now  in 'want  of  proper 
seoondary  instruction  ?  Nothing :  for  in  the  first  place 
these  schools  are  but  two,  and  are  full,  or  at  least  suffi* 
dently  full,  already ;  in  the  second  place,  if  they  were 
able  to  hold  all  the  boys  in  England,  the  class  I  speak  of 
would  still  be  excluded  from  them,  —  excluded  by  a  cost 
of  100/!.  or  150/.  just  as  much  as  by  a  cost  of  120/.  or 
200L  A  certain  number  of  the  professional  class,  with 
incomes  quite  inadequate  to  such  a  charge,  will,  for  the 
sake  of  the  iiiture  establishment  of  their  children,  make  a 
brare  efibrt,  and  send  them  to  Eton  or  Rugby  at  a  cost 
of  150/.  or  100/.  a.  year.  But  they  send  them  there  al- 
ready, even  at  the  existing  higher  rate.  The  great  mass 
of  middling  people,  with  middling  incomes,  not  having  for 
their  children's  future  establishment  in  life  plans  which 
make  a  public-school  training  indispensable,  wUl  not 
make  this  effort,  will  not  pay  for  their  children's  schooling 
a  price  quite  disproportionate  to  their  means.  They  de- 
mand a  lower  school  charge,  —  a  school  charge  like  that 
of  Toulouse  or  Soreze. 

And  they  find  it  They  have  only  to  open  the  7\mes. 
There  they  read  advertisement  upon  advertisement,  of- 
fering them,  '* conscientiously  offering"  them,  in  almost 
any  part  of  England  which  suits  their  convenience, 
^  Education,  20/.  per  annum,  no  extras.  Diet  unlimited, 
and  of  the  best  description.  The  education  comprises 
Greek,  Latin,  and  Grerman,  French  by  a  resident  native, 
mathematics,  algebra,  mapping,. globes,  and  all  the  essen- 
tials of  a  first-rate  commerdal  education."  Physical, 
moral,  mental,  and  spiritual,  —  all  the  wants  of  their 
children  will  be  sedulously  cared  for.     They  are  invited 

to  an  ^  Educational  Home,"  where  "•  discipline  is  based 

-       cc      - 
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upon  moral  influence  and  emnktion,  and  every  effort  is 
made  to  combine  home-comforts  with  school-traioms. 
Terms  inclusive  and  moderate."  If  they  have  a  child 
with  an  awkward  temper,  and  needing  special  manage- 
ment, even  for  this  particular  child  the  wonderful  opera- 
tion of  the  laws  of  supply  and  demand,  in  this  great 
commercial  country,  will  be  found  to  have  made  perfect 
provision.  ^  Unmanageable  boys  or  youths  (up  to  twen^ 
years)  are  made  perfectly  tractable  and  gentlemanly  in 
one  year  by  a  clergyman  near  town,  whose  peculiarly 
persuasive  high  moral  and  religious  training  at  once  ele- 
vates," etc.  And  all  this,  as  I  have  said,  is  provided  by 
the  simple,  natural  operation  of  the  laws  of  supply  and 
demand,  without,  as  the  IHmes  beautifully  says,  ^the 
fetters  of  endowment  and  the  interference  of  the  execu- 
tive." Happy  country !  Happy  middle  classes !  Well 
may  the  Times  congratulate  them  with  such  fervency ; 
well  may  it  produce  dithyrambs,  while  the  newspapers 
of  less-favored  couhtries  produce  only  leading  articles; 
well  may  it  declare  that  the  fabled  life  of  the  Happy 
Islands  is  already  beginning  amongst  us. 

But  I  have  no  heart  for  satire,  though  the  occasion  in- 
vites it.  No  one,  who  knows  anything  of  the  subject, 
will  venture  to  affirm  that  these  '< educational  homes" 
give,  or  can  give,  that  which  they  "  conscientiously  offer." 
No  one,  who  knows  anything  of  the  subject,  will  seriously 
affirm  that  they  give,  or  can  give  an  education  compara- 
ble to  that  given  by  the  Toulouse  and  Soreze  schools. 
And  why  ?  Because  they  want  the  securities  which,  to 
make  them  produce  even  half  of  what  they  offer,  are  in- 
dispensable, —  the  securities  of  supervision  and  publicity. 
By  this  time  we  know  pretty  well  that  to  trust  to  the 
principle  of  supply  and  demand  to  do  for  us  all  that  we 
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want  in  proyiding  education  is  to  lean  upon  a  broken 
reed.  We  trusted  to  it  to  give  us  fit  elementary  schools 
till  its  impotence  became  conspicuous ;  we  have  thrown  it 
aside,  and  called  upon  state-aid^  with  the  securities  ac- 
companying this,  to  give  us  elementary  schools  more 
like  what  they  should  be ;  we  have  thus  founded  in  ele- 
mentary education  a  system  stilly  indeed,  far  from  perfect, 
but  living  and  fruitful,  —  a  system  which  will  probably 
survive  the  most  strenuous  efforts  for  its  destruction.  In 
secondary  education  the  impotence  of  this  principle  of 
supply  and  demand  is  as  signal  as  in  elementary  educa- 
tion. The  mass  of  mankind  know  good  butter  from  bad, 
and  tainted  meat  from  fresh,  and  the  principle  of  supply 
and  demand  may,  perhaps,  be  relied  on  to  give  us  sound 
meat  and  butter.  But  the  mass  of  mankind  do  not  so 
well  know  what  distinguishes  good  teaching  and  training 
from  bad ;  they  do  not  here  know  what  they  ought  to  de- 
mand, and  therefore  the  demand  cannot  be  relied  on  to 
give  us  the  right  supply.  Even  if  they  knew  what  they 
ought  to  demand,  they  have  no  sufficient  means  of  test- 
ing whether  or  no  this  is  really  supplied  to  them.  Se- 
curities, therefore,  are  needed.  The  great  public  schools 
of  England  offer  securities  by  their  very  publicity ;  by 
their  wealth,  importance,  and  connections,  which  attract 
general  attention  to  them ;  by  their  old  reputation,  which 
they  cannot  forfeit  without  disgrace  and  danger.  The 
appointment  of  the  Public  School  Commission  is  a  proof, 
that  to  these  moral  securities  for  the  efficiency  of  the 
great  public  schools  may  be  added  the  material  security 
of  occasional  competent  supervision.  I  will  grant  that 
the  great  schools  of  the  Continent  do  not  offer  the  same 
moral  securities  to.  the  public  as  Eton  or  Harrow. 
They  offer  them  in  a  certain  measure,  but  certainly  not 
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in  80  large  measure ;  they  have  not  by  any  means  ao 
mnch  importance,  by  any  means  ao  mnch  repatation« 
TberefoTe  they  offer,  in  &r  larger  measore,  the  other 
security,  —  the  security  of  competent  supervision.  With 
them  this  superviidon  is  not  occasional  and  extraordinary, 
but  periodic  and  regular  ;  it  is  not  explorative  only  ;  it  is 
also,  to  a  considerable  extent,  authoritative. 

It  will  be  said  that  between  the  *^  educational  home  " 
and  Eton  there  is  a  long  series  of  schools,  with  many 
gradations ;  and  that  in  this  series  are  to  be  found  ediools 
far  less  expensive  than  Eton,  yet  offering  moral  securities 
as  Eton  offers  them,  and  as  the  ^  educational  home  "  does 
not     Cheltenham,  Bradfield,  Marlborough,  are  instances 
which  will  occur  to  every  one.    It  is  true  that  these  schools 
offer  securities ;  it  is  true  thiit  the  mere  presence,  at  the 
head  of  a  school,  of  a  distinguished  master  like  Mr.  Brad- 
ley is,  perhaps,  the  best  moral  security  which  can  be  of- 
fered.    But,  in  the  first  place,  these  schools  are  thinly 
scattered  over  the  country;   we  have  no  provision  for 
planting  such  schools  where  they  are  most  wanted,  oi-  for 
insuring  a  due  supply  of  them.     Cheltenham,  Bradfield, 
and  Marlborough  are  no  more  a  due  provision  for  the 
Northumberland  boy  than  the  Bordeaux  Lyceum  is  a  due 
provision  for  the  little  Alsatian.     In   the  second  place, 
Are  these  schools  cheap?      Even  if  they  were  cheap 
once,  does  not  their  very  excellence,  in  a  country  where 
schools  at  once  good  and  cheap  are  rare,  tend  to  deprive 
them  of  their  cheapness  ?     Marlborough  was,  I  believe — 
perhaps  it  still  is  —  the  cheapest  of  them  ;  Marlborough 
is  probably  just  now  the  best-taught  school  in  England; 
and  Marlborough,  therefore,  has  raised  its  school-charge. 
Marlborough  was  quite  right  in  so  doing,  for  Marlborough 
is  an  individual  institution,  bound  to  guard  its  own  inter- 
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eats  and  to  profit  by  its  own  suocesses,  and  not  bound  to 
provide  for  the  general  educational  wants  of  the  country. 
But  what  makes  the  school-charge  of  the  Toulouse  Ly- 
ceum remain  moderate,  however  eminent  may  be  the 
merits  of  the  Toulouse  masters,  or  the  jBuccesses  of  the 
Toulouse  pupils  ?  It  is  that  the  Toulouse  Lyceum  is  a 
public  institution,  administered  in  view  of  the  general  ed- 
ucational wants  of  France,  and  not  of  its  own  individual 
preponderance.  And  what  ma&es  (or  made,  alas!)  the 
achool-charge  of  the  Sor^ze  College  remain  moderate, 
even  with  a  most  distinguished  and  attractive  director, 
like  Lacordaire,  at  its  head  ?  It  was  the  organization  of  a 
complete  system  of  secondary  schools  throughout  France, 
the  abundant  supply  of  institutions,  with  at  once  respect- 
able guaranties  and  f^asonable  charges,  fixing  a  general 
mean  of  school-cost  which  even  the  most  successful  pri- 
vate school  cannot  venture  much  to  exceed. 

After  all,  it  is  the  "  educational  home,"  and  not  Brad- 
field  or  Marlborough,  which  supplies  us  with  the  nearest 
approach  to  that  rate  of  charges  which  secondary  instruc- 
tion, if  it  is  ever  to  be  organized  on  a  great  scale,  and  to 
reach  those  who  are  in  need  of  it,  must  inevitably  adopt 
People  talk  of  the  greater  cheapness  of  foreign  countries, 
and  of  the  deamess  of  this ;  everything  costs  more  here, 
they  say,  than  it  does  abroad ;  good  education,  like  every- 
thing else.  I  do  not  wish  to  dispute,  I  am  willing  to  make 
some  allowance  for  this  plea  :  one  must  be  careful  not  to 
make  too  much,  however,  or  we  shall  find  ourselves  to  the 
end  of  the  chapter  with  a  secondary  instruction  failing 
just  where  our  present  secondary  instruction  fails,  —  a 
secondary  instruction  which,  out  of  the  multitude  needing 
it,  a  few,  and  only  a  few,  make  sacrifices  to  get;  the 
many,  who  do  not  like  sacrifices,  go  without  it.    If  we  fix 
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a  sehool-diarge  vvrjmg  from  252.  to  SOL  a  year,  I  am 
rare  we  have  fixed  the  ootside  rate  which  the  great  body 
of  those  needing  secondary  instraction  will  ever   pay. 
Sir  John  Coleridge  analyzes  this  hody  into  ^  the  f^exgj 
of  moderate  or  contracted  incomes  "  (and  that  means  the 
immenise  majority  of  the  clergy),  ^  officers  of  the  army 
and  navy,  medical  men,  solicitors,  and  gientry  of  lai^ 
families  and  small  means."     Many  more  elements  might 
he  enumerated*    Why  are  the  roanufactorers  left  out? 
The  very  rich,  among  these,  are  to  be  ooimted  by  iniesi 
the  middling  sort  by  hundreds.    And  when  Sir  John  Cole- 
ridge separates  ^  tenant-fimners,  small  landholders,  and 
retail  tradesmen,"  into  a  dass  by  themselves,  and  pro- 
poses to  appropriate  a  separate  dass  of  schools  for  them, 
he  carries  the  process  of  distinctioir  and  demarcation  fur- 
ther than  I  can  think  quite  desirable.     But  taking  the 
constituent  parts  of  the  class  requiring  a  liberal  education 
as  he  assigns  them,  it  seems  to  me  certain  that  a  sum 
ranging  from  25/.  to  bOL  a  year  is  as  mudi  as  those  whom 
he  enumerates  cau  in  general  be  expected  to  pay  for  a 
son's  education,  and  as  much  as  they  need  be  called- upon 
to  pay  for  a  sound  and  valuable  education,  if  secondary 
instruction  were  organized  as  it  might  be.     It  must  be 
remembered,  however,  that  a  reduced  rate  of  charge  for 
boarders,  at  a  good  boarding-school,  is  not  by  any  means 
the  only  benefit  to  the  dass  of  parents  in  question  —  per- 
haps not  even  the  prindpal  benefit  —  which  the  oi^aniza- 
tion  of  secondary  instruction  brings  with  it.     It  brings 
with  it,  also,  by  establishing  its  schools  in  proper  numbers, 
and  all  over  the  country,  facilities  for  bringing  up  many   ■ 
boys  as  day-scholars  who  are  now  brought  up  as  boarders. 
At  present  many  people  send  their  sons  to  a  .boarding* 
school  when  they  would  much  rather  keep  them  at  home, 
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because  tbej  have  no  suitable  school  within  reach.  Opin- 
ions differ  as  to  whether  it  is  best  for  a  boy  to  live  at 
home  or  to  go  away  to  school,  but  there  can  be  no  doubt 
which  of  the  two  modes  of  bringing  him  up  is  the  cheap- 
est for  his  parents ;  and  those  (and  they  are  many)  who 
think  that  the  continuation  of  home-life  along  with  his 
schooling  is  far  best  for  the  boy  himself,  would  enjoy  a 
double  benefit  in  having  suitable  schools  made  accessible 
to  them* 

But  I  must  not  forget  that  an  institution,  or  rather  a 
group  of  institutions,  exists,  offering  to  the  middle  classes, 
at  a  charge  scarcely  higher  than  that  of  the  20Z.  '<  educa- 
tional home,''  an  education  affording  considerable  guaran- 
ties for  its  sound  character.  I  mean  the  College  of  St. 
Nicholas,  Lancing,  and  its  affiliated  schools.  This  insti- 
tution certainly  demands  a  word  of  notice  here,  and  no 
word  of  mine,  regarding  Mr.  Woodard  and  his  labors, 
shall  be  wanting  in  unfeigned  interest  and  respect  for 
them.  Still,  I  must  confess  that,  as  I  read  Mr.  Wood- 
ard's  programme,  and  as  I  listened  to  an  excellent  ser- 
mon from  the  Dean  of  Chichester  in  recommendation  of 
it,  that  programme  and  that  sermon  seemed  to  me  irre- 
sistibly to  lead  towards  conclusions  which  they  did  not 
reach,  and  the  conclusions  which  they  did  reach  were  far 
from  satisfying.  Mr.  Woodard  says  with  great  truth: 
"  It  may  be  asked,  Why  cannot  the  shopkeeper-class  edu- 
cate their  own  children  without  charity  ?  It  may  be  an- 
swered, Scarcely  any  class  in  the  country  does  educate 
its  own  children  without  some  aid.  Witness  the  enor- 
mous endowments  of  our  universities  and  public  schools, 
where  the  sons  of  our  well-to-do  people  resort.  Witness 
our  national  schools  supported  by  state  grants,  and  by 
parochial  and  national  subscriptions.    On  the  other  hand, 
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the  lower  middle  class  **  (Mr.  Woodard  might  quite  prop* 
erly  have  said  the  middle  class  in  general),  ^  politicallj'  a 
very  important  one,  is  dependent  to  a  great  extent  for  its 
education  on  private  desultory  enterprise.  .This  class,  in 
thin  land  of  education,  gets  nothing  oat  of  the  millions 
given  annnally  for  this  parpose  to  every  class  except 
themselves.'*  In  his  sermon  Dr.  Hook  spoke,  in  bis 
cordial,  manly  way,  much  to  the  same  effect. 

This  was  the  grievance ;  what  was  the  remedy  ?  That 
this  great  class  should  be  rescued  from  the  tender  mer- 
cies of  private  desultory  enterprise  ?  That,  in  this  land 
of  education,  it  should  henceforth  get  something  out  of 
the  millions  given  annually  for  this  purpose  to  every  class 
except  itself?  That  in  an  age  when  ''  enormous  endow- 
ments," —  the  form  which  public  aid  took  in  earlier  ages, 
and  taking  which  form  public  aid  founded  in  those  ages 
the  universities  and  the  public  schools  for  the  benefit, 
along  with  the  upper  dass,  of  this  very  middle  class 
which  is  now,  by  the  irresistible  course  of  events,  in 
great  measure  excluded  from  them,  —  that  in  an  age,  I 
say,  when  these  great  endowments,  this  mediaeval  form 
of  public  aid,  have  ceased,  public  aid  should  be  brought 
to  these  classes  in*  that  simpler  and  more  manageable  form 
which  in  modem  societies  it  assumes,  —  the  form  of  pub- 
lic grants,  with  the  guaranties  of  supervision  and  responsi- 
bility? The  universities  receive  public  grants;  for  — 
not  to  speak  of  the  payment  of  pertain  professors  *  by  the 
state  —  that  the  state  regards  the  endowments  of  the 
universities  as  in  reality  public  grants,  it  proves  by  as- 

*  These  professors  are  now  nominally  paid  by  the  university ;  but 
the  university  pays  them  in  consideration  of  the  remissimi  to  her,  by 
the  state,  of  certain  duties  of  greater  amount  than  the  salaries  which 
^e  state  used  to  pay  to  these  professors.  They  are  still,  therefore,  in 
^^t,  paid  by  the  state. 


A  FRENCH  ETON.  ^57 

fiuming  to  itself  the  right  of  interfering  in  the  disposal 
of  them ;  the  elementary  schools  receive  public  grants. 
Why,  then,  should  not  our  secondary  schools  receive  pub- 
lic grants?  But  this  question  Mr.  Woodard  (I  do  not 
blame  him  for  it,  he  had  a  special  function  to  perform) 
never  touches.  He  falls  back  on  an  Englishman's  favor- 
ite panacea,  —  a  subscription.  He  has  built  a  school  at 
Lancing,  and  a  school  at  Shoreham,  and  he  proposes  to 
build  a  bigger  school  than  either  at  Balcombe.  He  asks 
for  a  certain  number  of  subscribers  to  give  him  contribu- 
tions for  a  certain  number  of  years,  at  certain  rates,  which 
he  has  calculated.  I  cannot  see  how,  in  this  way,  he 
will  be  delivering  English  secondary  instruction  from  the 
hands  of  "  private  desultory  enterprise."  What  English 
secondary  instruction  wants  is  these  two  things:  sufficiency 
of  provision  of  fit  schools,  sufficiency  of  securities  for  their 
fitness.  Mr.  Woodard  proposes  to  establish  one  great 
school  in  Sussex,  where  he  has  got .  two  already.  What 
Bort  of  a  provision  is  this  for  that  need  which  is,  on  his 
own  showing,  so  urgent  ?  He  hopes,  indeed,  that  ^'  if  the 
public  will  assist  in  raising  this  one  school,  it  will  lead  to  a 
general  extension  of  middle  class  education  all  over  Eng- 
land." But  in  what  number  of  years  ?  How  long  are 
we  to  wait  first?  And  then  we  have  to  consider  the 
second  great  point,  —  that  of  semrities.  Suppose  Mr. 
Woodard's  hopes  to  be  fulfilled,  —  suppose  the  establish- 
ment of  the  Balcombe  school  to  have  led  to  the  establish- 
ment of  like  schools  all  over  England, — what  securities 
shall  we  have  for  the  fitness  of  these  schools  ?  Sussex  is 
not  a  very  large  and  populous  county,  but,  even  if  we 
limit  ourselves  to  the  ratio  adopted  for  Sussex,  of  three 
of  these  schools  to  a  county,  that  gives  us  one  hundred 
and  twenty  of  them  for  England  proper  only,  without 
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taking  in  Wales.  I  have  said  that  the  eminence  of  the 
master  may  he  in  itself  a  sound  security  for  the  worth  of 
a  school ;  but,  when  I  look  at  the  number  of  these  schools 
wanted,  when  I  look  at  the  probable  position  and  emolu- 
ments of  their  teachers,  I  cannot  think  it  reasonable  to 
expect  that  all  of  them,  or  anything  like  all,  will  be  pro- 
vided with  masters  of  an  eminence  to  make  all  further 
guaranties  unnecessary.  But,  perhaps,  they  will  all  be 
afBiliated  to  the  present  institution  at  Lancing,  and,  in 
some  degree,  under  its  supervision  ?  Well,  then,  that 
gtves  us,  as  the  main  regulative  power  of  English  seo- 
ondaiy  instruction,  as  our  principal  security  for  it,  the 
Provost*  and  Fellows  of  St  Nicholas  C!ollege,  Lancing. 
I  have  the  greatest,  the  most  sincere  respect  for  Mr. 
Woodard  and  his  coadjutors,  —  I  should  be  quite  ready 
to  accept  Mr.  Woodard's  name  as  sufficient  security  for 
any  school  which  he  himself  conducts,  —  but  I  should 
hesitate,  I  confess,  before  accepting  Mr.  Woodard  and 
his  colleagues,  or  any  similar  body  of  private  persons,  as 
my  final  security  for  the  right  management  of  a  great 
national  concern,  as  the  last  court  of  appeal  to  which  the 
interests  of  English  secondary  instruction  were  to  be  car- 
ried. Their  constitution  is  too  close,  their  composition 
too  little  national  Even  if  this  or  that  individual  were 
content  to  take  them  as  his  security,  the  bulk  of  the  pub- 
lic would  not.  We  saw  this  the  other  day,  when  imputa- 
tions were  thrown  out  against  Lancing,  and  our  proposed 
security  had  to  find  security  for  itself.  It  had  no  diffi- 
culty in  so  doing ;  Mr.  Woodard  has,  it  cannot  be  repeated 
too  often,  governed  Lancing  admirably ;  all  I  mean  is,  — 
and  Mr.  Woodard  himself  would  probably  be  the  first  to 
agree  with  me,  —  that,  to  command  public  confidence  for 
a  great  national  system  of  schools,  one  needs  a  securitj 
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larger,  ampler,  more  national,  than  any  which,  by  the 
very  nature  of  things,  Mr.  Woodard  and  his  friends  can 
quite  supply. 

But  another  and  a  very  plausible  security  has  been  pro- 
vided for  secondary  instruction  by  the  zeal  and  energy  of 
Mr.  Acland  and  Dr.  Temple;  I  mean,  the  Oxford  and 
Cambridge  Middle  Class  Examinations.  The  good  in- 
tentions and  the  activity  of  the  promoters  of  these  exam- 
inations cannot  be  acknowledged  too  gratefully;  good  has 
certainly  been  accomplished  by  them;  yet  it  is  undeni- 
able that  this  security  also  is,  in  its  present  condition, 
quite  insufficient.  I  write,  not  for  the  professed  and 
practised  educationist,  but  for  the  general  reader;  above 
all,  for  the  reader  of  that  class  which  is  most  concerned 
in  the  question  which  I  am  raising,  and  which  I  am  most 
solicitous  to  carry  with  me,  —  the  middle  class.  There- 
fore, I  shall  use  the  plainest  and  most  unprofessional 
language  I  can,  in  attempting  to  show  what  the  pro* 
moters  of  these  University  examinations  try  to  do,  what 
they  have  accomplished,  wherein  they  have  failed.  They 
try  to  make  security  do  for  us  all  that  we  want  in  the 
improvement  of  our  secondary  education.  They  accept 
the  "  educational  homes "  at  present  scattered  all  over 
the  country ;  they  do  not  aim  at  replacing  them  by  other 
and  better  institutions;  they  do  not  visit  or  criticise 
them ;  but  they  invite  them  to  send  select  pupils  to  cer- 
tain local  centres,  and  when  the  pupils  are  there,  they 
examine  them,  class  them,  and  give  prizes  to  the  best  of 
them.  Undoubtedly  this  action  of  the  Universities  haa 
given  a  certain  amount  of  stimulus  to  these  schools,  and 
has  done  them  a  certain  amount  of  good.  But  any  one 
can  see  how  far  this  action  falls,  and  must  fall,  short  of 
what  is  required.     Any  one  can  see  that  the  examination 
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of  a  few  select  scholars  from  a  school,  not  at  the  school 
itself,  not  preceded  or  followed  by  an  inspection  of  the 
school  itself,  affords  no  solid  security  for  the  good  con- 
dition of  their  school.  Any  one  can  see  that  it  is  for  the 
interest  of  an  unscrupulous  master  to  give  all  his  care  to 
his  few  cleverest  pupils,  who  will  serve  him  as  an  ad- 
vertisement, while  he  neglects  the  common  bulk  of  his 
pupils,  whose  backwardness  there  will  be  nobody  to  ex- 
pose. I  will  not,  however,  insist  too  strongly  on  this  last 
mischief,  because  I  really  believe  that,  serious  as  is  its 
danger,  it  has  not  so  much  prevailed  as  to  counterbalance 
the  benefit  which  the  mere  stimulus  of  these  examinations 
has  given.  All  I  say  is,  that  this  stimulus  is  an  insuffi- 
cient security.  Plans  are  now  broached  for  reinforcing 
University  examination  by  University  inspection.  There 
we  get  a  far  more  solid  security.  And  I  agree  with  Sir 
John  Coleridge,  that  a  body  fitter  than  the  Universities 
to  exercise  this  inspection  could  not  be  found.  It  is  in- 
dispensable that  it  should  be  exercised-  in  the  name,  and 
on  the  responsibility,  of  a  great  public  body ;  therefore 
the  Society  of  Arts,  which  deserves  thanks  for  its  readi- 
ness to  help  in  improving  secondary  instruction,  is  hardly, 
perhaps,  from  its  want  of  weight,  authority,  and  impor- 
tance, qualified  to  exercise  it :  but  whether  it  is  exercised 
by  the  state,  or  by  great  and  august  corporations  like 
Oxford  and  Cambridge,  the  value  of  the  security  is 
equally  good  ;  and  learned  corporations,  like  the  Univer- 
sities, have  a  certain  natural  fitness  for  discharging  what 
is,  in  many  respects,  a  learned  function.  It  is  only  as  to 
the  power  of  the  Universities  to  organize,  equip,  and  keep 
working  an  efficient  system  of  inspection  for  secondary 
schools  that  I  am  in  doubt;  organization  and  regularity 
are  as  indispensable  to  this  guaranty  as  weight  and  au- 
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thoritj^  Can  the  Universities  organize  and  pay  a  body 
of  inspectors  to  trayel  all  over  England,  to  visit,  at  least 
once  in  every  year,  tbe  four  or  five  hundred  endowed 
schools  of  this  country,  and  its  unnumbered  '^  educational 
homes";  can  they  supply  a  machinery  for  regulating  the 
action  of  these  gentlemen,  giving  effect  to  the  information 
received  from  them,  printing  their  reports,  circulating 
them  through  the  country?  The  French  University 
could ;  but  the  French  University  was  a  department  of 
state.  If  the  English  Universities  cannot,  the  security 
of  their  inspection  will  be  precarious ;  if  they  can,  there 
can  be  no  better. 

No  better  security.  But  English  secondary  instruction 
wants,  I  said,  two  things :  sufficient  provision  of  good 
schools,  sufficient  security  for  these  schools  continuing 
good.  Granting  that  the  Universities  may  give  us  the 
second,  I  do  not  see  how  they  are  to  give  us  the  first.  It 
is  not  enough  merely  to  provide  a  stafi*  of  inspectors  and 
examiners,  and  still  to  leave  the  children  of  our  middle 
class  scattered  about  through  the  numberless  obscure  en- 
dowed schools  and  '^  educational  homes  ^  of  this  country, 
some  of  them  good,*  many  of  them  middling,  most  of 
them  bad ;  but  none  of  them  great  institutions,  none  of 
them  invested  with  much  consideration  or  dignity.    What 

*  A  friendly-  critic,  in  the  Mtueum^  complains  that  mj  censnre  of 
private  schools  is  too  sweeping,  that  I  set  them  all  down,  all  without 
exception,  as  ntteriy  bad ;  —  he  will  allow  me  to  point  to  these  words 
as  my  answer.  No  doubt  that  there  are  some  masters  of  cheap  private 
schools  who  are  doing  honest  and  excellent  work ;  but  no  one  suffers 
more  than  such  men  themselves  do  from  a  state  of  things  in  which, 
from  the  badness  of  the  majority  of  these  schools,  a  discredit  is  cast 
over  them  all,  bad  and  good  alike;  no  one  would  gain  more  by  obtain- 
ing ft  public,  trustworthy  discrimination  of  bad  from  good,  an  authen- 
tic recognition  of  merit  The  teachers  of  these  schools  would  then 
have,  in  their  profession,  a  career;  at  present  they  have  none. 
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18  wanted  for  the  English  middle  class  is  respected  schools, 
as  well  as  inspected  ones.     I  will  explain  what  I  mean. 

The  education  of  each  class  in  society  has,  or  ought  to 
have,  its  ideal,  determiiled  hj  the  wants  of  that  dass,  and 
bj  its  destiuation.  Society  may  be  imagined  so  uniform 
that  one  education  shall  be  suitable  for  all  its  members ; 
we  have  not  a  society  of  that  kind,  nor  has  any  European 
country.  We  have  to  regard  the  condition  of  classes,  in 
dealing  with  education ;  but  it  is  right  to  take  into  account 
not  their  immediate  condition  only,  but  their  wants,  their 
destination,  —  above  all,  their  evident  pressing  wants,  their 
evident  proximate  destination.  Looking  at  English  so- 
ciety at  this  moment,  one  may  say  that  the  ideal  for  the 
education  of  each  of  its  classes  to  follow,  the  aim  which 
the  education  of  each  should  particularly  endeavor  to 
reach,  is  different.  Mr.  Hawtrey,  whose  admirable  and 
fruitful  labors  at  St.  Mark's  School  entitle  him  to  be 
heard  with  great  respect,  lays  it  down  as  an  absolute 
proposition  that  ihe  family  is  the  type  of  the  school,  I  do 
not  think  that  is  true  for  the  schools  of  all  classes  alike.  I 
feel  sure  my  father,  whose  authority  Mr.  Hawtrey  claims 
for  this  maxim,  would  not  have  laid  it  down  in  this  abso- 
lute way.  For  the  wants  of  the  highest  dass  —  of  the 
dass  which  frequents  Eton,  for  instance  —  not  school  a 
family,  but  rather  school  a  little  world,  is  the  right  ideal. 
I  cannot  concede  to  Mr.  Hawtrey  that,  for  the  young  gen- 
tlemen who  go  to  Eton,  our  grand  aim  and  aspiration 
should  be,  in  his  own  words,  '^  to  make  their  boyhood  a 
joyous  one,  by  gentle  usage  and  friendly  confidence  on 
the  part  of  the  master."  Let  him  believe  me,  the  great 
want  for  the  children  of  luxury  is  not  this  sedulous  ten- 
derness, this  smoothing  of  the  rose-leaf  for  them ;  I  am 
sure  that,  in  fact,  it  is  not  by  the  predominance  of  the 
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fktnily  and  parental  relation  in  its  school-life  that  Etoa 
is  strongest :  and  it  is  well  that  this  is  so.  It  seems  to 
me  that,  for  the  class  frequenting  Eton,  the  grand  aim  of 
education  should  be  to  give  them  those  good  things  which 
their  birth  and  rearing  are  least  likelj  to  give  them :  to 
give  them  (besides  mere  book-learning)  the  notion  of  a 
sort  of  republican  fellowship,  the  practice  of  a  plain  life 
in  common,  the  habit  of  self-help.  To  the  middle  class, 
the  grand  aim  of  education  should  be  to  give  largeness 
of  soul  and  personal  dignity ;  to  the  lower  class,  feelings 
gentleness,  humanity.  Here,  at  last,  Mr.  Hawtrey's  ideal 
of  the  family  as  the  type  for  the  school,  comes  in  its  due 
place ;  for  the  children  of  poverty  it  is  right,  it  is  needftd 
to  set  one's  self  first  to  ^  make  their  boyhood  a  joyous  one, 
hy  gentle  usage  and  friendly  confidence  on  the  part  of  the 
master  ** ;  for  them  the  great  danger  is  not  insolence  from 
over-cherishing,  but  insensibility  from  over-neglect.  Mr. 
Hawtrey's  labors  at  St  Mark's  have  been  excellent  and 
fruitful,  just  because  he  has  here  applied  his  maxim 
where  it  was  the  right  maxim  to  apply.  Yet  even  in 
this  sphere  Mr.  Hawtrey's  maxim  must  not  be  used  too 
absolutely  or  too  long.  Human  dignity  needs  almost  as 
much  care  as  human  sensibility.  First,  undoubtedly,  you 
must  make  men  feeling ;  but  the  moment  you  have  done 
that,  you  must  lose  no  time  in  making  them  magnani- 
mous. Mr.  Hawtrey  will  forgive  me  for  saying  that  per- 
haps his  danger  lies  in  pressing  the  spring  of  gentleness, 
of  confidence,  of  child-like  docility,  of  "  kindly  feeling  of 
the  dependant  towards  the  patron  who  is  furthering  his 
well-being"  a  little  too  hard.  The  energy  and  manli- 
ness, which  he  values  as  much  as  any  one,  run  perhaps 
Bome  little  risk  of  etiolating.  At  least,  I  think  I  can  see 
some  indications  of  this  danger  in  the  reports — pleasing 
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as  in  most  respecta  they  are  —  of  his  boys'  career  in  the 
world  after  they  haye  left  school.  He  does  so  macb  foe 
them  at  St.  Mark's,  that  he  brings  them  to  the  point  al 
which  the  ideal  of  education  changes,  and  the  prime  want 
ibr  their  culture  becomes  identical  with  the  prime  want 
for  the  culture  of  the  middle  classes.  Their  fibre  has 
been  suppled  long  enough  ;  now  it  wants  fortifying. 

To  do  Eton  justice,  she  does  not  follow  Mr.  Hawtrey's 
ideal ;  she  does  not  supple  the  fibre  of  her  pupils  too 
much ;  and,  to  do  the  parents  of  these  pupils  justice^  they 
have  in  general  a  wholesome  sense  of  what  their  sons  do 
really  most  want,  and  are  not  by  any  means  anxious  that 
school  should  over-foster  them.  But  I  am  afraid  our 
middle  classes  have  not  quite  to  the  same  degree  this 
just  perception  of  the  true  wants  of  their  offspring.  They 
wish  them  to  be  comfortable  at  school,  to  be  sufficiently 
instructed  there,  and  not  to  cost  much.  •  Hence  the  eager 
promise  of  "  home  comforts  "  with  school  teaching,  all  on 
**  terms  inclusive  and  moderate,"  from  the  conscientious 
proprietor  of  the  educational  home.  To  be  sure,  they  do 
not  get  what  they  wish.  So  long  as  human  nature  remains 
what  it  is,  they  never  will  get  it,  until  they  take  some  better 
security  for  it  than  a  prospectus.  But  suppose  they  get 
the  security  of  inspection  exercised  by  the  Universities, 
or  by  any  other  trustworthy  authority.  Some  good  such 
an  inspection  would  undoubtedly  accomplish ;  certain 
glaring  specimens  of  charlatanism  it  might  probably  ex- 
pose, certain  gross  cases  of  mishandling  and.  neglect  it 
might  put  a  stop  to.  It  might  do  a  good  deal  for  the 
school  teaching,  and  something  for  the  home  comforts. 
It  can  never  make  these  last  what  the  prospectuses 
promise,  what  the  parents  who  believe  the  prospectuses 
hope  for,  what  they  might  even  really  have  for  tlieir 
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money ;  for  only  secondary  instrucdon  organized  on  a 
great  and  regular  scale  can  give  this  at  such  cheap  cost, 
and  00  to  organize  secondary  instruction  the  inspection 
we  are  supposing  has  no  power.  But  even  if  it  had  the 
power,  if  secondary  instruction  were  organized  on  a  great 
and  regular  scale,  if  it  were  a  national  concern,  it  would 
not  be  by  insuring  to  the  o£&pring  of  the  middle  classes  a 
more  solid  teaching  at  school,  and  a  larger  share  of  home 
comforts  than  they  at  present  enjoy  there  (though  cer-» 
tainly  it  would  do  this),  that  such  a  secondary  instruction 
would  confer  upon  them  the  greatest  boon.  Its  greatest 
boon  to  the  offspring  of  these  classes  would  be  its  giving 
them  great,  honorable,  public  institutions  for  their  nur- 
ture, —  institutions  conveying  to  the  spirit,  at  the  time  of 
life  when  the  spirit  is  most  penetrable,  the.  salutary  influ- 
ences of  greatness,  honor,  and  nationality,  —  influences 
which  expand  the  soul,  liberalize  the  mind,  dignify  the 
character. 

Such  institutions  are  the  great  public  schools  of  Eng- 
land &nd  the  great  Universities ;  with  these  influences, 
and  some  others  to  which  I  just  now  pointed,  they  have 
formed  the  upper  class  of  this  country,  —  a  class  with 
many  faults,  with  many  shortcomings,  but  imbued,  on  the 
whole,  and  mainly  through  these  influences,  with  a  high, 
magnanimous,  governing  spirit,  which  has  long  enabled 
them  to  rule,  not  ignobly,. this  great  country,  and  which 
\lHll  still  enable  them  to  rule  it  until  they  are  equalled  or 
surpassed.  These  institutions  had  their  origin  in  endow- 
ments ;  and  the  age  of  endowments  is  gone.  Beautiful 
and  vejierable  as  are  many  of  the  aspects  under  which  it 
presents  itself,  this  form  of  public  establishment  of  educa- 
tion, with  its  limitations,  its  preferences,  its  ecclesiastical 
character,  its  inflexibility,  its  inevitable  want  of  foresight, 
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proved,  as  time  rolled  on^  t<^  be  subject  to  many  incon- 
▼eniences,  to  many  abases.  On  the  Continent  of  Europe 
a  clean  sweep  has  in  general  been  made  of  this  old  form 
of  establishment,  and  new  institutions  have  arisen  upon 
its  ruins.  In  England  we  have  kept  our  great  school  and 
oollege  foundations,  introducing  into  their  system  what 
oorrectives  and  palliatives  were  absolutely  necessary. 
Long  may  we  so  keep  them !  but  no  such  palliatives  w 
oorrectives  will  ever  make  the  public  establishment  of 
education  which  sufficed  for  earlier  ages  suffice  for  tbis^ 
nor  persuade  the  stream  of  endowment,  long  since  failing 
and  scanty,  to  flow  again  for  our  present  needs  as  it 
flowed  in  the  middle  ages.  For  public  establishments 
modem  societies  have  to  betake  themselves  to  the  state ; 
that  is,  to  themselves  in  their  collective  and  corporate  char- 
acter.  On  the  Continent,  society  has  thus  betaken  itself 
to  the  state  for  the  establishment  of  education.  The 
result  has  been  the  formation  of  institutions  like  the  Ly- 
ceum of  Toulouse  ;  institutions  capable  of  great  improve- 
ment, by  no  means  to  be  extolled  absolutely,  by  no  means 
to  be  imitated  just  as  they  are ;  but  institutions  formed 
by  modern  society,  with  modern  modes  of  operation,  to 
meet  modem  wants ;  and  in  some  important  respects,  at 
any  rate,  meeting  those  wants.  These  institutions  give 
to  a  whole  new  class,  —  to  the  middle  class  taken  at  its 
very  widest,  —  not  merely  an  education  for  whose  teach- 
ing and  boarding  there  is  valid  security,  but  something  -^ 
not  so  much  I  admit,  but  something  t—  of  the  same  en- 
larging, liberalizing  sense,  the  sense  of  belonging  to  a 
great  and  honorable  public  institution,  which  Eton  and 
our  three  or  four  great  public  schools  give  to  our  upper 
class  only,  and  to  a  small  fragment  broken  off  from  the 
top  of  our  middle  class.     That  is  where  England  is  weak, 
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and  France,  Holland,  and  Germany  are  strong.  Educa- 
tion is  and  mast  be  a  matter  of  public  establishment 
Other  countries  have  replaced  the  defective  public  estab- 
lishment made  hj  the  middle  ages  for  their  education 
with  a  new  one,  which  provides  for  the  actual  condition 
of  things.  We  in  England  keep  our  old  public  establish- 
ment for  education.  That  is  very  well;  but  then  we 
must  not  forget  to  supplement  it  where  it  falls  short 
We  must  not  neglect  to  provide  for  the  actual  condition 
of  things. 

I  have  no  pet  scheme  to  press,  no  crotchet  to  gratify, 
no  fanatical  zeal  for  giving  this  or  that  particular  shape 
to  the  public  establishment  of  our  secondary  instruction. 
All  I  say  is,  that  it  is  most  urgent  to  give  to  the  estab- 
lishment of  it  a  wider,  a  truly  public  character,  and  that 
only  the  state  can  give  this.  If  the  matter  is  but  once 
fairly  taken  in  hand,  and  by  competent  agency,  I  am 
satisfied.  In  this  country  we  do  not  move  fast ;  we  do 
not  organize  great  wholes  all  in  a  day.  But  if  the  state 
only  granted  for  secondary  instruction  the  sum  which  it 
originally  granted  for  primary,  —  20,000^.  a  year,  —  and 
employed  this  sum  in  founding  scholarships  for  secondary 
schools,  with  the  stipulation  that  all  the  schools  which 
sent  pupils  to  compete  for  these  scholarships  should  ad- 
mit inspection,  a  beginning  would  have  been  made,  —  a 
beginning  which  I  truly  believe  would,  at  the  end  of  ten 
years'  time,  be  found  to  have  raised  the  character  of  sec- 
ondary instruction  all  through  England.  If  more  than 
this  can  be  attempted  at  first,  Sir  John  Coleridge,  in  his 
two  excellent  letters  on  this  subject  to  the  Guardian,  per- 
fectly indicates  the  right  course  to  take :  indeed,  one  could 
wish  nothing  better  than  to  commit  the  settlement  of  this 
matter  to  men  of  such  prudence,  moderation,  intelligenoei 
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and  public  character  as  Sir  John  Colendge.  The  fonr  or 
fiye  hundred  endowed  schools,  whose  collective  operations 
now  give  so  little  result,  should  be  turned  to  better  ac- 
count; amalgamation  should  be  used,  the  most  useful 
of  these  institutions  strengthened,  the  most  useless  sup- 
pressed, the  whole  body  of  them  be  treated  as  one  whole, 
destined  harmoniouslj  to  co-operate  towards  one  end. 
What  should  be  had  in  view  is  to  constitute,  in  every 
county,  at*least  one  great  centre  of  secondary  instruction, 
with  low  charges,  with  the  security  of  inspection,  and  with 
a  public  character.  These  institutions  should  bear  some 
such  title  as  that  of  Royal  Schools,  and  should  derive  their 
support,  mainly,  of  course,  from  school-fees,  but  partly, 
also,  from  endowments,  —  their  own,  or  those  appropriated 
to  them,  — and  partly  from  scholarships  supplied  by  public 
grants.  Wherever  it  is  possible,  wherever,  that  is,  their 
scale  of  charges  is  not  too  high,  or  their  situation  not  too 
Unsuitable,  existing  schools  of  good  repute  should  be 
adopted  as  the  R-oycd  Schooh.  Schools  such  as  Mr. 
Woodard's,  such  as  King  Edward's  School  at  Birming- 
ham, such  as  the  Collegiate  School  at  Liverpool,  at  once 
occur  to  one  as  suitable  for  this  adoption ;  it  would  confer 
upon  them,  besides  its  other  advantages,  a  public  charac- 
ter which  they  are  now  without.  Probably  the  very  best 
medicine  which  could  be  devised  for  the  defects  of  Eton, 
Harrow,  and  the  other  schools  which  the  Royal  Commis- 
sioners have  been  scrutinizing,  would  be  the  juxtaposition, 
and,  to  a  certain  extent,  the  competition,  of  establishments 
of  this  kind.  No  wise  man  will  desire  to  see  root-and- 
branch  work  made  with  schools  like  Eton  or  Harrow,  or 
to  see  them  diverted  from  the  frinction  which  they  at 
present  discharge,  and,  on  the  whole,  uscMly.  Great 
subversive  changes  would  here  be  out  of  place ;  it  is  an 
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addition  of  new  that  our  eecondary  instruction  wants,  not 
a  demolition  of  old,  or,  at  least,  not  of  this  old.  But  to 
this  old  I  cannot  doubt  that  the  apparition  and  operation 
of  this  desirable  new  would  give  a  very  fruitful  stimulus ; 
as  this  new,  on  its  part^  would  certainly  be  very  much  in* 
fluenced  and  benefited  by  the  old. 

The  repartition  of  the  charge  of  this  new  secondary  in- 
struction, the  mode  of  its  assessment,  the  constitution  of 
the  bodies  for  regulating  the  new  system,  the  proportion 
and  character  of  functions  to  be  assigned  to  local  and  to 
central  authority  respectively,  these  are  matters  of  detail 
and  arrangement  which  it  is  foreign  to  my  business  here 
to  discuss,  and,  I  hope,  quite  foreign  to  my  dispo<>ition  to 
haggle  and  wrangle  about     They  are  to  be  settled  upon 
a  due  consideration  of  circumstances,  after  an  attentive 
scrutiny  of  our  existing  means  of  operation,  and  a  dis- 
criminating review  of  the  practice  of  other  countries.     In 
general,  if  it  is  agreed  to  give  a  public  and  coherent  or- 
ganization to  secondary  instruction,  few  will  dispute  that 
its  particular  direction,  in  different  localities,  is  best  com> 
mitted  to  local  bodies,  properly  constituted,  with  a  power 
of  supervision  by  an  impartial  central  authority,  and  of 
resort  to  this  authority  in  the  last  instance.     Of  local 
bodies,  bad  or  good,  administering  education,  we  have 
already  pl^ity  of  specimens  in  this  country ;  it  would  be 
difficult  for  the  wit  of  man  to  devise  a  better  governing 
body  for  its  purpose  than  the  trustees  of  Rugby  School, 
or  a  worse  governing  body  than  the  trustees  of  Bedford 
SchooL    To  reject  the  bad  in  the  examples  offering  them- 
selves, to  use  the  good,  and  to  use  it  with  just  regard  to 
the  present  purpose,  is  the  thing  needful.     Undoubtedly 
these  are  important  matters ;  but  undoubtedly,  also,  it  is 
not  difficult  to  settle  them  properly,  —  not  difficult,  I 
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mean,  for  ordinary  good  sense,  and  ordinary  good  tem- 
per. The  intelligence,  fairness,  and  moderation  which, 
in  practical  matters,  our  countrymen  know  so  well  how 
to  exercise,  make  one  feel  quite  easy  in  leaving  these 
common-sense  arrangements  to  them. 

I  am  more  anxious  about  the  d^ger  of  having  the 
whole  question  misconceived,  of  having  false  issues  raised 
upon  it  One  of  these  false  issues  I  have  already  noticed. 
People  say :  '*  After  all,  your  Toulouse  Lyceum  is  not  so 
good  as  Eton.''  But  the  Toulouse  Lyceum  is  for  the 
middle  class,  Eton  ibr  the  upper  class.  I  will  allow  that 
the  upper  class,  amongst  us,  is  very  well  taken  care  of, 
in  the  way  of  schools,  already.  But  is  the  middle  class  ? 
The  lyceum  loses,  perhaps,  if  compared  with  Eton :  but 
does  it  not  gain  if  compared  with  the  ^'  Classical  and 
Commercial  Academy"?  And  it  is  with  this  that  the 
comparison  is  instituted.  Again,  the  French  lyceum  is 
reproached  with  its  barrack  life,  its  want  of  country  air 
and  exercise,  its  dismalness,  its  rigidity,  its  excessiye 
supervision.  But  these  defects  do  not  come  to  secondary 
instruction  from  its  connection  with  the  state ;  they  are 
not  necessary  results  of  that  connection ;  they  come  to 
French  secondary  instruction  from  the  common  French 
and  continental  habitudes  in  the  training  of  children  and 
school-boys,  —  habitudes  that  do  not  enough  regard  phys- 
ical well-being  and  play.  They  may  be  remedied  in 
France,  and  men's  attention  is  now  strongly  drawn  to 
them  there ;  there  has  even  been  a  talk  of  moving  the 
lyceums  into  the  country,  though  this  would  have  its  in- 
conveniences. But,  at  any  rate,  these  defects  need  not 
attend  the  public  establishment  of  secondary  instruction 
in  England,  and  assuredly,  with  our  notions  of  training, 
they  would  not  attend  them.     Again,  it  is  said  that 
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Fmnoe  is  a  despoticaUj-govemed  conntiy,  and  that  its 
Ijceioms  are  a  part  of  its  despodsnu  But  Switzerland 
18  not  a  despotically-govemed  country,  and  it  has  its  ly- 
ceums  just  as  much  as  France.  Again,  it  is  said  that  in 
France  the  lyceums  are  the  only  schools  allowed  to 
exist,  that  this  is  monopoly  and  tyranny,  and  that  the 
lyceums  themselves  suffer  by  the  want  of  competition. 
There  is  some  exaggeration  in  this  complaint,  as  the  ex- 
istence of  Soreze,  and  other  places  like  Soreze,  testifies ; 
stOl  the  restraints  put  upon  private  enterprise  in  found- 
ing schools  in  France,  are,  no  doubt,  mischievously  strict; 
l^e  refusal  of  the  requisite  authorization  for  opening  a 
private  school  is  often  vexatious;  the  lyceums  would 
really  be  benefited  by  the  proximity  of  other,  and  some- 
times rival,  schools.  But  who  supposes  that  any  check 
would  ever  be  put,  in  England,  upon  private  enterprise 
in  founding  schools  ?  Who  supposes  that  the  authoriza- 
tion demanded  in  France  fi)r  opening  a  private  school 
would  ever  be  demanded  in  England,  that  it  would  ever 
be  possible  to  demand  it,  that  it  would  ever  be  desirable  ? 
Who  supposes  that  all  the  benefits  of  a  public  establish- 
ment of  instruction  are  not  to  be  obtained  without  it  ?  It 
is  for  what  it  does  itself  that  this  establishment  is  so  de- 
sirable, not  for  what  it  prevents  others  from  doing.  Its 
letting  others  alone  does  not  prevent  it  from  itself  having 
a  most  useful  work  to  do,  and  a  work  which  can  be  done 
by  no  one  else.  The  most  zealous  friends  of  free  instruc- 
tion upon  the  Continent  feel  this.  One  of  the  ablest  of 
them,  M.  Dollfus,  lately  published  in  the  Bevtie  German- 
ique  some  most  interesting  remarks  on  the  defects  of  the 
French  school  system,  as  at  present  regulated.  He  de- 
mands freedom  for  private  persons  to  open  schools  with- 
out any  authorization  at  all.     But  does  he  contest  the 
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right  of  the  state  to  have  its  own  schools,  to  make  a 
public  establishment  of  instruction  ?  So  far  from  it,  he 
treats  this  as  a  right  beyond  all  contestation,  as  a  clear 
duty.  He  treats  as  certain,  too,  the  right  of  the  state  to 
inspect  all  private  schools  once  opened,  though  he  denies 
the  right,  and  the  good  policy,  of  its  putting  the  present 
obstacles  in  the  way  of  opening  them. 

But  there  is  a  catchword  which,  I  know,  will  be  used 
against  me.  England  is  the  country  of  cries  and  catch- 
words ;  a  country  where  public  life  is  so  much  carried  on 
by  means  of  parties  must  be.  That  English  public  life 
should  be  carried  on  as  it  is,  I  believe  to  be  an  excellent 
thing ;  but  it  is  certain  that  all  modes  of  life  have  their 
special  inconveniences,  and  every  sensible  man,  however 
much  he  may  hold  a  particular  way  of  life  to  be  the  best, 
and  may  be  bent  on  adhering  to  it,  will  yet  always  be 
sedulous  to  guard  himself  against  its  inconveniences. 
One  of  these  is,  certainly,  in  English  public  life,  the 
prevalence  of  cries  and  catchwords,  which  are  very  apt 
to  receive  an  application,  or  to  be  used  with  an  absolute- 
ness, which  do  not  belong  to  them;  and  then  they  tend  to 
narrow  our  spirit  and  to  hurt  our  practice.  It  is  good  to 
make  a  catchword  of  this  sort  come  down  from  its  strong- 
hold of  commonplace,  to  force  it  to  move  about  before  na 
in  the  open  country,  and  to  show  us  its  real  strength. 
Such  a  catchword  as  this:  ThB  state  had  better  leave 
things  alone.  One  constantly  hears  that  as  an  absolute 
maxim;  now,  as  an  absolute  maxim,  it  has  really  no 
force  at  all.  The  absolute  maxims  are  those  which  carry 
to  man's  spirit  their  own  demonstration  with  them  ;  such 
propositions  as,  Duty  is  the  law  of  human  life,  Man  is 
morally  free,  and  so  on.  The  proposition,  The  state  had 
better  leave  things  ahne,  carries  no  such  demonstration 
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with  it;  it  has,  therefore,  no  ahsolute  force;  it  merely 
conveys  a  notion  which  certain  people  have  generalized 
from  certain  facts  which  hare  come  under  their  observa- 
tion, and  which,  bj  a  natural  vice  of  the  human  mind, 
they  are  then  prone  to  apply  absolutely.  Some  things 
the  state  had  better  leave  alone,  others  it  had  better  not. 
Is  this  particular  thing  one  of  these,  or  one  of  those  ?  — » 
that,  as  to  any  particular  thing,  is  the  right  question. 
'Now,  I  say,  that  education  is  one  of  those  things  which 
the  state  ought  not  to  leave  alone,  which  it  ought  to  es- 
tablish. It  is  said  that  in  education  given,  wholly  or  in 
part,  by  the  state,  there  is  something  eleemosynary, 
panperizing,  degrading;  that  the  self-respect  and  manly 
energy  of  those  receiving  it  are  likely  to  become  im- 
paired, as  I  have  said  that  the  manly  energy  of  those 
who  are  too  much  made  to  feel  their  dependence  upon  a 
parental  benefactor,  is  apt  to  become  impaired.  Well, 
now,  is  this  so  ?  Is  $i  citizen's  relation  to  the  state  that 
of  a  dependent  to  a  parental  benefactor  ?  By  no  means  ; 
it  is  that  of  a  member  in  a  partnership  to  the  whole  firm. 
The  citizens  of  a  state,  the  members  of  a  society,  are 
x«ally  a  partnership;  ^^a  partnership,"  as  Burke  nobly 
says,  "in  all  science,  in  all  art,  in  every  virtue,  in  all 
perfection."  Towards  this  great  final  design  of  their  con- 
nection, they  apply  the  aids  which  co-operative  association 
can  ^ve  them.  This  applied  to  education  will,  undoubt- 
edly, give  the  middling  person  a  better  schooling  than  his 
own  individual  unaided  resources  could  give  him;  but 
he  is  not  thereby  humiliated,  he  is  not  degraded ;  he  is 
wisely  and  usefully  turning  his  associated  condition  to 
the  best  account.  Considering  his  end  and  destination,  he 
is  bound  so  to  torn  it ;  certainly  he  has  a  right  so  to  turn 
it    Certainly  he  has  a  right  —  to  quote  Bnrke  again  •— 
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^  to  a  fair  portion  of  all  which  Bocietj,  with  all  its  cam-' 
Unatians  of  skill  and  force,  can  do  in  his  favor."  Men  in 
civil  Bodety  have  the  right  —  to  quote  Burke  yet  once 
more  (one  cannot  quote  him  too  often)  —  as  '^  to  the  ac- 
quisitions of  their  parents  and  to  the  fruits  of  their  own 
industry/'  so  also  ^'  to  the  improvement  of  their  offsprinff, 
to  instmction  in  life,  and  to  consolation  in  death." 

How  vain,  then,  and  how  meaningless,  to  tell  a  man 
who,  for  the  instruction  of  his  offspring,  receives  aid  from 
the  state,  that  he  is  humiliated  I  Humiliated  by  receiv- 
ing help  for  himself  as  an  individual  from  himself  in  his 
corporate  and  associated  capacity!  —  help  to  which  his 
own  money,  as  a  tax-payer,  contributes,  and  for  which, 
as  a  result  of  the  joint  energy  and  intelligence  of  the 
whole  community  in  employing  its  powers,  he  himself 
deserves  some  of  the  praise  I  He  is  no  more  humiliated 
than  one  is  humiliated  by  being  on  the  foundation  of  the 
Charterhouse  or  of  Winchester,  or  by  holding  a  scholar- 
ship or  fellowship  at  Oxford  or  Cambridge.  Nay  (if 
there  be  any  humiliation  here),  not  so  much.  For  the 
amount  of  benefaction,  the  amount  of  obligation,  the 
amount,  therefore,  I  suppose,  of  humiliation,  diminishes 
as  the  public  character  of  the  aid  becomes  more  undenia- 
ble. He  is  no  more  humiliated  than  when  he  crosses 
London  Bridge,  or  walks  down  the  King's  Road,  or  visits 
the  British  Museum.  But  it  is  one  of  the  extraordinary 
inconsistencies  of  some  English  people  in  this  matter,  that 
they  keep  all  their  cry  of  humiliation  and  degradation  for 
help  which  the  state  offers.  A  man  is  not  pauperized,  is 
not  degraded,  is  not  oppressively  obliged,  by  taking  aid 
for  his  son's  schooling  from  Mr.  Woodard's  subscribers, 
or  fix)m  the  next  squire,  or  from  the  next  rector,  or  from 
the  next  ironmonger,  or  from  the  next  druggist;  he  is 
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only  pauperized  when  he  takes  it  from  the  state,  when  he 
helps  to  give  it  himself! 

This  matter  of  state-interrention  in  the  establishment 
of  public  instruction  is  so  beset  with  nusrepresentatioa 
and  misconception,  that  I  tenst,  before  concluding^  go 
into  it  a  little  more  fullj.  I  want  the  middle  chLsses 
(it  is  for  them,  aboYe  all,  I  write),  the  middle  classes  so 
deeply  concerned  in  this  matter,  so  numerous,  so  iight> 
intentioned,  so  powerful,  to  look  at  the  thing  with  impar- 
tial regard  to  its  simple  reason  and  to  its  present  policj. 


in. 


THE  state  mars  everything  which  it  touches,  say 
some.  It  attempts  to  do  things  for  private  people, 
and  private  people  could  do  them  a  great  deal  better  for 
themselves.  ''The  state,"  says  the  IXmes,  ''can  hardly 
aid  education  without  cramping  and  warping  its  growth, 
and  mischievously  interfering  with  the  laws  of  its  natu- 
ral development"  ^Why  should  persons  in  Downing 
Street,"  asks  Dr.  Temple,  "be  at  all  better  qualified 
than  Ihe  rest  of  the  world  for  regulating  these  matters  ?  " 
Happily,  however,  this  agency,  at  once  so  mischievous 
and  so  blundering,  is  in  our  country  little  used.  "  In  this 
country,"  says  the  Times  again,  "  people  cannot  complain 
of  the  state,  because  the  state  never  promised  them  any- 
thing, hUy  on  the  contrary,  always ,  told  them  it  could  do 
them  no  good.  The  result  is,  none  are  fed  with  false 
hopes."  So  it  is,  and  so  it  will  be  to  the  end.  "  This 
is  something  more  than  a  system  with  us ;  U  is  usage,  it 
is  a  necessity.  We  shall  go  on  for  ages  doing  as  we  have 
done." 
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Whether  this  really  is  so  or  not,  it  seems  as  if  it  ought 
not  to  be  so.  "  Grovemment,"  says  Burke  (to  go  back  to 
Barke  again),  ''is  a  contrivaBce  of  human  wisdom  to 
provide  for  human  wants.  Men  have  a  right  that  these 
wants  should  be  provided  for  by  this  wisdom."  We  are 
a  free  people,  we  have  made  our  own  government.  Our 
own  wisdom  has  planned  our  contrivance  for  providing 
for  our  own  wants.  And  what  sort  of  a  contrivance  has 
our  wisdom  made  ?  According  to  the  Timesy  a  contriv- 
ance of  which  the  highest  merit  is,  that  it  candidly  avows 
its  own  impotency.  It  does  not  provide  for  our  wants, 
but  then  it  '^ always  told  us"  it  could  not  provide  for 
them.  It  does  not  fulfil  its  function,  but  then  it  '^  never 
fed  us  with  false  hopes  "  that  it  would.  It  is  perfectly 
useless,  but  perfectly  candid.  And  it  will  always  remain 
what  it  is  now;  it  will  always  be  a  contrivance  which  con- 
trives nothing :  this  with  us  "  is  usage,  it  is  a  necessity." 
Good  heavens !  what  a  subject  for  self-congraulation ! 
What  bitterer  satire  on  us  and  our  institutions  could 
our  worst  enemy  invent  ? 

Dr.  Temple  may  well  ask,  "  Wliy  should  persons  in 

■ 

Downing  Street  be  at  all  better  qualified  than  the  rest 
of  the  world  for  regulating  such  matters  as  education  ? " 
Why  should  not  a  sporting  rector  in  Norfolk,  or  a  ianat- 
leal  cobbler  in  Northamptonshire,  be  just  as  good  a  judge 
of  what  is  wise,  equitable,  and  expedient  in  public  educa- 
tion, as  an  Education  Minister?  Why,  indeed?  The 
Education  Minister  is.  a  part  of  our  contrivance  for  pro- 
viding for  our  wants,  and  we  have  seen  what  that  con- 
trivance is  worth.  It  might  have  been  expected,  perhaps, 
that  in  contriving  a  provision  for  a  special  want,  we  should 
have  sought  for  some  one  with  a  special  skill.  But  we 
know  that  our  contrivance  will  do  no  good,  so  we  may  as 
well  let  Nimrod  manage  as  Numa. 
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From  whence  can  have  arisen,  in  this  country,  such 
contemptuous  disparagement  of  the  efficiency  and  utility 
of  state-action  ?  Whence  such  studied  depreciation  of 
an  agency  which  to  Burke,  or,  indeed,  to  any  reflecting 
man,  appears  an  agency  of  the  greatest  possible  power 
^and  value?  For  several  reasons.  In  the  first  place,  the 
government  of  this  country  is,  and  long  has  been,  in  the 
hands  of  the  aristocratie  class.  Where  the  aristocracy 
is  a  small  oligarchy,  able  to  find  employment  for  all  its 
members  in  the  administration  of  the  state,  it  is  not  the 
enemy,  but  the  friend  of  state-action ;  for  state-action  is 
then  but  its  own  action  under  another  name,  and  it  is  it- 
self directly  aggrandized  by  atl  that  aggrandizes  the  state. 
But  where,  as  in  this  country,  the  aristocracy  is  a  very 
large  class,  by  no  means  conterminous  with  the  executive, 
but  overlapping  it  and  spreading  far  beyond  it,  it  is  the 
natural  enemy  rather  than  the  friend  of  state-action ;  for 
only  a  small  part  of  its  members  can  directly  administer 
the  state,  and  it  is  not  for  the  interest  of  the  remainder  to 
give  to  this  small  part  an  excessive  preponderance.  Nay, 
this  small  part  will  not  be  apt  to  seek  it ;  for  its  interest 
in  its  order  is  permanent,  while  its  interest  in  state-funo- 
tion  is  transitory,  and  it  obeys  an  instinct  which  attaches 
it  by  preference  to  its  order.  The  more  an  aristocracy 
has  of  that  profound  political  sense  by  which  the  English 
aristocracy  is  so  much  distinguished,  the  more  its  members 
obey  this  instinct ;  and,  by  doing  so,  they  signally  display 
their  best  virtues,  moderation,  prudence,  sagacity ;  they 
prevent  fruitful  occasions-  of  envy,  dissension,  and  strife ; 
they  do  much  to  insure  the  permanence  of  their  order, 
its  harmonious  action,  and  continued  predominance.  A 
tradition  un&vorable  to  much  state-action  in  home  con- 
oems  (foreign  are  another  thing)  is  thus  insensibly 
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lished  in  the  gOYernment  itself.  This  tradition,  this  es- 
sentiallj  aristocratic  sentiment,  gains  even  those  members 
of  the  government  who  are  not  of  the  aristocratic  class. 
In  the  beginning  they  are  overpowered  by  it ;  in  the  end 
they  share  it.  When  the  shepherd  Daphnis  first  arrives 
in  heaven,  he  naturally  bows  to  the  august  traditions 
of  his  new  sphere,  —  Candidas  insuetum  miratur  limen 
Olympi.  By  the  time  the  novelty  of  his  situation  has 
worn  off,  he  has  c(»ne  to  think  just  as  the  immortals  do; 
he  is  now  by  conviction  the  foe  of  state-interference ;  the 
worthy  Daphnis  is  all  for  letting  things  alone,  —  tmuU 
bonus  otia  Daphnis, 

Far  from  trying  to  encroach  upon  individual  liberty, 
far  from  seeking  to  get  everything  into  its  own  hands, 
such  a  government  has  a  natural  and  instinctive  ten- 
dency to  limit  its  own  functions.  It  turns  away  from 
offers  of  increased  responsibility  or  activity  ;  it  deprecates 
them.  To  propose  increased  resonsibility  and  activity  to 
an  aristocratic  government  is  the  worst  possible  way 
of  paying  one's  court  to  it.  The  IKmes  is  its  genuine 
mouthpiece,  when  it  says  that  the  business  of  govern* 
ment,  in  domestic  concerns,  is  negative,  —  to  prevent  dis- 
order, jobbery,  and  extravagance ;  that  it  need  ^  have  no 
notion  of  securing  the  future,  not  even  of  regulating  the 
present " ;  that  it  may  and  ought  to  '^  leave  the  course  of 
events  to  regulate  itself,  and  trust  the  future  to  the  se- 
curity of  the  unknown  laws  of  human  nature  and  the 
unseen  influences  of  higher  powers."  This  is  the  true 
aristocratic  theory  of  civil  government ;  to  have  recourse 
as  little  as  possible  to  state-action,  to  the  collective  ac- 
tion of  the  community ;  to  leave  as  much  as  possible  to 
the  individual,  to  local  government.  And  why?  Be- 
cause the  members  of  an  aristocratic  class  are  prepon- 
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derating  indiTidnak,  with  the  local  govemmeiit  in  their 
hands.  No  wonder  that  thej  do  not  wish  to  see  the 
state  overshadowing  them  and  ordering  them  aboat. 
Since  the  fendal  epochs  the  palmy  time  of  local  govern- 
ment, the  state  has  overlaid  individual  action  qaite 
enough.  Mr.  Adderlejr  remembers  with  a  sigh  that 
^^  Houses  of  Correction  were  once  voluntary  instita- 
tlons."  Go  a  little  further  back,  and  the  court  of  jus- 
tice was  a  voluntary  institution ;  the  gallows  was  a  v<^ 
tintary  institution  ;  voluntary,  I  mean,  in  Mr.  Adderley's 
sense  of  the  word  voluntary, — not  depending  on  the 
state,  but  on  the  local  government,  on  the  lord  of  the 
soil,  on  the  preponderating  individual.  The  state  has 
overlaid  the  feudal  gallows,  it  has  overlaid  the  feudal 
court  of  justice,  it  has  overlaid  the  feudal  house  of  cor^ 
rection,  and  finally,  says  Mr.  Adderley,  ^  it  has  overlaid 
our  school-system."     What  will  it  do  next  ? 

In  the  aristocratic  dass,  whose  members  mainly  com- 
pose and  whose  sentiment  powerfully  pervades  the  ex- 
ecutive of  this  country,  jealousy  of  state-action  is,  I  re- 
peat, an  intelligible,  a  profoundly  natural  feeling.  That 
amid  the  temptations  of  office  they  have  remained  true 
to  it  is  a  proof  of  their  practical  sense,  their  sure  tact, 
their  moderation, — the  qualities  which  go  to  make  that 
governing  spirit  for  which  the  English  aristocracy  is  so 
remarkable.  And  perhaps  this  governing  spirit  of  theirs 
is  destined  still  to  stand  them  in  good  stead  through  all 
the  new  and  changing  development  of  modem  society. 
Perhaps  it  will  give  them  the  tact  to  discern  the  critical 
moment  at  which  it  becomes  of  urgent  national  impor- 
tance that  an  agency,  not  in  itself  very  agreeable  to 
them,  should  be  used  more  freely  than  heretofore.  They 
have  had  the  virtue  to  pHte4|^  general  interest  of  their 
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order  to  personal  temptations  of  aggrandizing  themselvei 
through  this  agency ;  perhaps  thej  will  be  cs^Mible  of  the 
still  higher  virtae  of  admittiDg,  in  the  general  interest  of 
their  country,  this  agency,  in  spite  of  the  natural  preju- 
dices and  the  seeming  immediate  interest  of  their  own 
order.  Already  there  are  indications  that  this  is  not  im- 
possible. No  thoughtful  observer  can  have  read  Lord 
Derby's  remarks  last  session  on  the  regulation  of  our 
railway  system,  can  have  followed  the  course  of  a  man 
like  Sir  John  Pakington  on  the  Education  question,  can 
have  watched  the  disposition  of  the  country  gentlemen 
on  a  measure  like  Mr.  Gladstone's  Government  Annui- 
ties Bill,  without  recognizing  that  political  instinct,  that 
governing  spirit,  which  often,  in  the  aristocratic  class  of 
this  country,  is  wiser  both  than  the  unelastic  pedantry  of 
theorizing  Liberalism,  and  than  their  own  prejudices. 

The  working  classes  have  no  antipathy  to  state-action. 
Against  this,  or  against  anything  else,  indeed,  presented 
■to  them  in  close  connection  with  some  proceeding  which 
they  dislike,  it  is,  no  doubt,  quite  possible  to  get  them  to 
raise  a  cry ;  but  to  the  thing  itself  they  .have  no  objection. 
Quite  the  contrary.  They  often  greatly  embarrass  their 
Liberal  friends  and  patrons  from  other  classes,  one  of 
whose  favorite  catchwords  is  no  $tate4nterfer€nety  by 
their  resolute  refusal  to  adopt  this  Shibboleth,  to  embrace 
this  article  of  their  patrons'  creed.  They  will  join  with 
them  in  their  Liberalism,  not  in  their  crotchets.  Left  to 
themselves,  they  are  led,  as  by  their  plain  interest,  so, 
too,  by  their  natural  disposition,  to  welcome  the  action  of 
-the  state  in  their  behalf. 

It  is  the  middle  class  that  has  been  this  action's  great 
enemy.  And  originally  it  had  good  reason  to  be  its'*lBne- 
my.    In  the  youth  and  early  manhood  of  the  English 
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middle  dassy  the  action  of  the  state  was  at  the  service  of 
an  ecclesiastical  partj.  This  partj  used  the  power  of 
the  state  to  secure  their  own  predominance,  and  to  en- 
force conformity  to  their  own  tenets.  The  stronghold  of 
Nonconformitj  then,  as  now,  was  in  the  middle  chiss ;  in 
its  struggle  to  repel  the  conformity  forced  upon  it,  the 
middle  clatis  underwent  great  suffisring  and  injustice ;  and 
it  has  never  forgotten  them.  It  has  never  forgotten  that 
the  hand  which  smote  it  —  the  hand  which  did  the  bid- 
ding of  its  High  Church  and  prelatical  enemies  —  was 
the  hand  of  the  state.  It  has  confronted  the  state  with 
hostile  jealousy  ever  since.  The  state  tried  to  do  it  vio- 
lence, so  it  does  not  love  the  state ;  the  state  failed  to 
subdue  it,  so  it-  does  no^  respect  the  state.  It  regards  it 
with  something  of  aversion  and  something  of  contempt. 
It  professes  the  de^e  to  limit  its  functions  as  much  as 
possible,  to  restrict  its  action  to  matters  where  it  is  indis- 
pensably necessary,  to  make  of  it  a  mere  tax-collector 
and  policeman,  —  the  hewer  of  wood  and  drawer  of  water 
to  the  cqpmunity. 

There  is  another  cause  also  which  indisposes  the  Eng- 
lish middle  class  to  increased  action  on  the  part  of  the 
state.  M.  Am^^  Thierry,  in  his  ^'  History  of  the 
Gauls,"  observes,  in  contrasting  the  Gaulish  and  Ger- 
manic races,  that  the  first  is  characterized  by  th^  instinct 
of  intelligence  and  mobility,  and  by  the  preponderant  ac- 
tion of  individuals ;  the  second^  by  the  instinct  of  disci- 
pline and  order,  and  by  the  preponderant  action  of  bodies 
of  men.  This  general  law  of  M.  Thierry's  has*to  submit 
to  many  limitations,  but  there  is  a  solid  basis  of  truth 
in  it.  Applying  the  law  to  a  people  mainly  of  German 
blood  like  ourselves,  we  shall  best  perceive  its  truth  by^ 
regarding  the  middle  class  of  the  nation.     Multitudes,  all 
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the  world  over,  have  a  good  deal  in  comrnon ;  aristoeni- 
cies,  all  the  world  over,  have  a  good  deal  in  ooniinon. 
The  peculiar  national  form  and  habit  exist  in  the  masses 
at  the  bottom  of  society  in  a  ]oo:^e,  ra^fimentary,  potential 
state ;  in  the  few  at  the  top  of  society,  in  a  state  modified 
and  reduced  by  various  culture.  The  man  of  the  mnlti- 
tnde  has  not  yet  solidified  into  the  typical  Englishman ; 
the  man  of  the  aristocracy  has  been  etherealizied  out  of 
him.  The  typical  Englbhman  is  to  be  looked  for  in  the 
niiddle  class.  And  there  we  shiall  find  him,  with  a  com- 
plexion not  fll-suiting  M.  Thierry's  law ;  with  a  spirit  not 
very  open  to  new  ideas,  and  not  easily  ravished  by  them; 
not,  therefore,  a  great  enthusiast  for  universal  progress, 
but  with  a  strong  love  of  discipline  and  order,  —  that  is, 
of  keeping  things  settled,  and  much  aa  they  are ;  and  with 
a  disposition,  instead  of  lending  himself  to  the  onward- 
looking  statesman  and  legislator,  to  act  with  bodies  of 
men  of  his  own  kind,  whose  aims  and  efforts  reach  no 
further  than  his  own.  Poverty  and  ho'pe  make  man  the 
friend  of  ideals,  therefore  the  multitude  has  a«tum  for 
ideals ;  culture  and  genius  make  man  the  fri^d  of  ideals, 
therefore  the  gifted  or  highly-trained  few  have  a  turn  for 
ideals.  The  middle  class  has  the  whet  neither  of  poverty 
nor  of  culture ;  it  is  not  ill-off  in  the  things  of  the  body, 
and  it  is  not  highly-trained  in  the  things  of  the  mind ; 
therefore  it  has  little  turn  for  ideials :  it  is  self-satisfied. 
This  is  a  chord  in  the  nature  of  the  English  middle  class 
which  seldom  &ils,  when  struck,  to  give  an  answer,  and 
which  some  people  are  never  weary  of  striking.  All  the 
variations  which  are  played  on  the  endless  theme  of  local 
self-government  rely  on  this  chord.  Hardly  any  local 
^government  is,  in  truth,  in  this  country,  exercised  by 
the  middle  class ;  almost  the  whole  of  it  is  exercised  by 
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the  aristocratic  dass.     Every  locsJity  in  France  —  that 
country  which  oar  middle  class  is  taught  so  much  to 
eompassionate  —  has  a  genuine  municipal  govemment, 
in  which  the  middle  claims  has  its  due  share ;  and  by  this 
municipal  government  all  matters  of  local  concern  (schools 
among  the  number)  are  regulated;  not  a  country  parish 
in  England  has  any  effective  government  of  this  kind  at 
(all.     But  what  is  meadt  by  the  habit  of  local  self-govern- 
ment, on  which  our  middle  class  is  so  incessantly  felicitat- 
ed, is  its  habit  of  voluntary  ccmibination,  in  bodies  of  its 
own  arranging,  for  purposes  of  its  own  choosing,  —  purpo- 
ses to  be  carried  out  within  the  limits  fixed  for  a  private 
association  by  its  own  powers.    When  the  middle  dass  is 
solemnly  warned  against  state-interference,  lest  it  should 
destroy  ^  the  habit  of  self-reliance  and  love  of  local  self- 
government,"  it  is  this  habit,  and  the  love  of  it,  that  ane 
meant     When  we  are  told  that  ^  nothing  can  be  more 
dangerous  than  these  constant  attempts  on  the  part  of  the 
government  to  take  from  the  people  the  management  of 
its  own^concems,"  this  is  the  sort  of  management  of  our 
own  concenf^  that  is  meant;  not  the  management  of 
them  by  a  regular  local  government,  but  the  manage- 
xnent  of  them  by  chance  private  associations.     It  is  our 
habit  of  acting  through  these  associations  which,  says  Mr. 
Boebuck,  saves  us  from  being  '<a  set  of  helpless  imbeciles, 
totally  incapable  of  attending  to  our  own  interests."    It 
is  in  the  event  of  this  habit  being  at  all  altered  that,  ac- 
cording to  the  same  authority,  "  the  greatness  of  this 
country  is  gone."*    And  the  middle  class,  to  whom  that 

*  Mr.  Roebuck,  in  his  recent  excellent  speech  at  Sheffield,  lias 
shown  that  in  popular  education,  at  any  rate,  he  does  not  mean  these 
maxims  to  apply  without  restriction.  But  perhaps  it  is  a  little  incan- 
tioos  for  a  public  man  ever  to  throw  out,  without  guarding  himBelf, 
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habit  is  familiar  and  very  dear,  will  never  be  insensible 
to  language  of  this  sort. 

Finally,  the  English  middle  class  has  a  strong  practical 
sense  and  habit  of  affairs,  and  it  sees  that  things  managed 
by  the  government  are  often  managed  ill.  It  sees  them 
treated  sometimes  remissly,  sometimes  vexationsly^;  now 
with  a  paralyzing  want  of  fruitful  energy,  now  with  an 
over-busy  fussiness,  with  rigidity,  with  formality,  without 
due  consideration  of  special  circumstances.  Here,  too, 
it  finds  a  motive  disinclining  it  to  trust  state-action,  and 
leading  it  to  give  a  willing  ear  to  those  who  declaim 
against  it. 

Now,  every  one  of  these  motives  of  distrust  is  respecta- 
ble. Every  one  of  them  has,  or  once  had,  a  solid  ground. 
Eyery  one  of  them  points  to  some  virtue  in  those  actuated 
by  it,  which  is  not  to  be  suppressed,  but  to  find  true  con- 
ditions for  its  exercise.  The  English  middle  class  was 
quite  right  in  repelling  state-action,  when  the  state  suf- 
fered itself  to  be  made  an  engine  of  the  High  Church 
party  to  persecute  Noncomformists.  It  gave  an  excellent 
lesson  to  the  state  in  so  doing.  It  rendered  a  valuable 
service  to  liberty  of  thought  and  to  all  human  freedom. 
If  state-action  now  threatened  to  lend  itself  to  one  relig- 
ious party  against  another,  the  middle  class  would  be  quite 
right  in  again  thwarting  and  confining  it  But  can  it  be 
said  that  the  state  now  shows  the  slightest  disposition  to 
take  such  a  course  ?  Is  such  a  course  the  course  towards 
which  the  modem  spirit  carries  the  state  ?  Does  not  the 
state  show,  more  and  more,  the  resolution  to  hold  the  bal- 

maxims  of  this  kind ;  for,  on  the  one  hand,  in  this  country  such  max- 
ims are  sure  never  to  be  lost  sight  of ;  on  the  other,  but  too  many  peo- 
pie  are  sure  always  to  be  prone  to  use  them  amiss,  and  to  push  ttieir 
application  much  further  than  it  ought  to  go. 
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anoe  perfectly  fair  between  religious  parties  ?  The  mid* 
die  class  has  it  in  its  own  power,  more  than  any  other 
class,  to  confirm  the  statte  in  this  resolution.  This  dass 
has  the  power  to  make  it  thoroughly  qnre  —  in  organ!* 
zing,  for  instance,  any  new  system  of  public  instruction^- 
that  the  state  shall  treat  all  religions  persuasions  with  ex- 
actly equal  fairness.  If,  instead  of  holding  aloof,  it  wiU 
now  but  give  its  aid  to  make  state-action  equitable,  it  can 
make  it  so. 

Again,  as  to  the  "  habits  of  self-reliance  and  the  love 
of  local  self-government."  People  talk  of  government 
interference^  government  controly  as  if  state-action  were 
necessarily  something  imposed  upon  them  from  without ; 
something  despotic  and  self-originated ;  something  which 
took  no  account  of  their  will,  and  leflt  no  freedom-  to 
their  activity.  Can  any  one  really  suppose  that,  in  a 
country  like  this,  state-action  —  in  education,  for  in* 
stance — can  ever  be  that,  unless  we  choose  to  make  it 
so?  We  can  give  it  what  form  we  will.  We  can  make 
it  our  agent,  not  our  master.  In  modern  societies  the 
agency  of  the  state,  in  certain  matters,  is  so  indispensable, 
that  it  will  manage,  with  or  without  our  common  consent, 
to  come  into  operation  somehow ;  but  when  it  has  intro- 
duced itself  without  the  common  consent,  —  when  a  great 
body,  like  the  middle  class,  will  have  nothing  to  say  to 
it, — then  its  course  is  indeed  likely  enough  to  be  not 
)Si^  straightforward,  its  operation  not  satisfactory.     But,  by 

^"^  all  of  us  consenting  to  it,  we  remove  any  danger  of  this 

5  ^ '  kind.     By  really  agreeing  to  deal  in  our  collective  and 

[tb^  corporate  character  with  education,  we  can  form  our- 

selves into  the  best  and  most  efficient  of  voluntary  socie- 
ties for  managing  it.  We  can  make  state-action  upon  it 
a  genuine  local  government  of  it,  the  futhful  but  potent 
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expression  of  our  own  actlvitj.  We  can  make  the  cen- 
tral government  that  mere  court  of  disinterested  review 
and  correction,  which  every  sennble  man  would  always 
be  glad  to  have  for  his  own  activity.  We  shall  have  all 
our  self-reliance  and  individual  action  still  (in  this  coun- 
try we  shall  always  have  plenty  of  them,  and  the  parts 
will  always  be  more  likely  to  tyrannize  over  the  whole 
than  the  whole  over  the  parts),  but  we  shall  have  had  the 
good  sense  to  turn  them  to  account  by  a  powerful,  but 
still  voluntary,  organization.  Our  beneficence  will  be 
<^ beneficence  acting  6yrtife"  (that  is  Burke's,  definition 
of  law,  as  instituted  by  a  free  society),  and  all  the  more 
efibctive  for  that  reason.  Must  this  make  us  '^  a  set  of 
helpless  imbeciles,  totally  incapable  of  attending  to  oar 
own  interests  "  ?  Is  this  **  a  grievous  blow  aimed  at  the 
independence  of  the  English  character"?  Is  **  En^ish 
self-reliance  and  independence "  to  be  perfectly  satisfied 
with  what  it  produces  already  without  this  organization  ? 
In  middle  class  education  it  prodooes,  without  it,  the  edu- 
cational home  and  the  classical  and  oMnmercial  academy. 
Are  we  to  be  proud  of  that  ?  Are  we  to  be  satisfied  witk 
Uiat  ?  Is  *^the  greatness  of  this  country"  to  be  seen  in 
that?  But  it  will  be  said  that,  awakening  to  a  sense  of 
the  badness  of  our  middle-cUss  edneatioo,  we  are  begin* 
ning  to  improve  it.  Undoubtedly  we  are ;  and  the  most 
certain  sign  <^  that  awakening,  of  those  b^innin^  of  im- 
provement, is  the  disposition  to  resort  to  a  pablic  agen^, 
to  ^beneficence  working  6yffWtf,*'  to  help  us  on  tetn-witk 
it  When  we  really  b^in  to  care  about  a  matter  of  tbis 
kind*  we  cannot  help  tunung  to  the  most  efficieiil  agencj 
al  our  dbposaL  Oi^Mrap  and  eommonplaoe  hi«  tJkeir 
power  over  os;  we  b^in  to  see  that,  if  state-actioB 
oIImi  its  inooDTenienees,  oar  sell^rdiaBce  and 
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dence  are  best  shown  in  so  arranging  our  state-action  as 
to  guard  against  those  inconveniences,  not  in  foregoing 
state-action  for  fear  of  them.  So  it  was  in  elementary 
education.  Mr.  Baines  sajs  that  this  was  already  begin- 
ning to  improve,  when  government  interfered  with  it. 
Why,  it  was  because  we  were  all  beginning  to  take  a 
real  interest  in  it,  beginning  to  improve  it,  that  we  turned 
to  government  —  to  ourselves  in  our  corporate  character 
—  to  get  it  improved  faster.  So  long  as  we  did  not  care 
much  about  it,  we  let  it  go  its  own  way,  and  kept  singing 
Mr.  Roebuck's  fine  old  English  stave  about  ^self-reli- 
ance.'' We  kept  crying  just  as  he  cries  now :  ^  nobody 
has  the  same  interest  to  do  well  for  a  man  as  he  himself 
has.''  That  was  all  very  pleasant  so  long  as  we  cared 
tiot  a  rush  whether  the  people  were  educated  or  no.  The 
moment  we  began  to  concern  ourselves  about  this,  we 
asked  ourselves  what  our  song  was  worth.  We  asked 
ourselves  how  the  bringing  up  of  our  laborers  and  arti- 
sans —  they  "  doing  for  themselves,"  and  "  nobody  hav- 
ing the  same  interest  to  do  well  for  a  man  as  he  himself 
has  "  —  was  being  done.  We  found  it  was  being  done 
detestably.  Then  we  asked  our^lves  whether  casual^ 
precarious,  voluntary  beneficence,  or  ^'  beneficence  acting 
by  rule,*'  was  the  better  agency  for  doing  it  better.  We 
mked  ourselves  if  we  could  not  employ  our  public  resour- 
ces on  this  concern,  if  we  could  not  make  our  beneficence 
act  upon  it  by  rule,  without  losing  our  ^*  hi^bits  of  self-reli- 
ance," without  ^  aimiqg  a  grievous  blow  at  the  indepen- 
dence of  the  English  character."  We  found  that  we 
could ;  we  began  to  it ;  and  we  left  Mr.  Baines  to  sing 
in  the  wilderness. 

Finally,  as  to  the  objection  that  our  state-action  —  our 
^  beneficence  working  by  rule  " —  often* bungles  9Xid  does 
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its  work  badlj.  No  wonder  it  does.  The  imperions  ne- 
oeflsities  of  modem  society  force  it,  more  or  less,  even  in 
this  country,  into  pl^y ;  but  it  is  exercised  by  a  class  to 
whose  cherished  instincts  it  is  opposed,  —  the  aristocratic 
class;  and  it  is  watched  by  a  class  to  whose  cherished 
prejudices  it  is  opposed,  — the  middle  class.  It  is  hesi- 
tatingly exercised  and  jealously  watched.  It  therefore 
works  without  courage,  cordiality,  or  belief  in  itselfl 
Under  its  present  conditions  it  must  work  so,  and,  work- 
ing so,  it  must  often  bungle.  But  it  need  not  work  so ; 
and  the  moment  the  middle  class  abandons  its  attitude  of 
jealous  aversion,  the  moment  they  frankly  put  their  hand 
to  it,  the  moment  they  adopt  it  as  an  instrument  to  do 
them  service,  it  will  work  so  no  longer.  Then  it  will  not 
bungle;  then,  if  it  is  applied,  say,  to  education,  it  will 
not  be  fussy,  baffling,  and  barren ;  it  will  bring  to  bear 
on  this  concern  the  energy  and  strong  practical  sense  of 
the  middle  class  itself. 

But  the  middle  class  must  make  it  do  this.  They  must 
not  expect  others  to  do  the  business  for  them.  It  is  they 
whose  interest  is  concerned  in  its  being  done,  and  they 
must  do  it  for  themselves.    Why  should  the  upper  da^ 

—  the  aristocratic  class  —  do  it  for  them  ?    What  motive 

—  except  the  distant  and  not  very  peremptory  one  of 
their  general  political  sense,  their  instinct  for  taking  the 
course  which,  for  the  whole  country's  sake,  ought  to  be 
taken  —  have  the  aristocratic  dass  to  impel  them  to  go 
counter  to  all  their  natural  maxims,  nay,  and  to  all  their 
seeming  interest?  They  do  fiot  want  new  schools  for 
their  children.  The  great  public  schools  of  the  country 
are  theirs  already.  Their  numbers  are  not  such  as  to 
overflow  these  few  really  public  sdiools;  their  fortunes 
are  such  as  to  make  the  expensiveness  of  these  schools  a 
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matter  of  indifference  to  them.  The  Royal  Commission- 
ers, whose  report  has  just  appeared,  do  not,  indeed,  give 
a  very  brilliant  picture  of  the  book-learning  <^  these 
schools.  But  it  is  not  the  book-learning  (easy  to  be  im- 
proved if  there  is  a  will  to  improve  it)  that  this  class 
make  their  firfit  care  ;  they  make  their  first  care  the  tone, 
temper,  and  habits  generated  in  these  schools.  So  long 
as  they  generate  a  public  spirit,  a  free  spirit,  a  high  spirit, 
a  governing  spirit,  they  are  not  ill-satisfied.  Their  chil- 
dren are  fitted  to  succeed  them  in  the  government  of  the 
country.  Why  should  they- concern  themselves  to  change 
this  state  of  things?  Why  should  they  create  competi- 
tors for  their  own  children  ?  Why  should  they  labor  to 
endow  another  class  with  those  great  instruments  of 
power,  — a  public  spirit^  a  free  spirit,  a  high  spirit,  a 
governing  spirit?  Why  should  they  do  violence  to  that 
distaste  for  state-action,  which,  in  an  aristocratic  class,  is 
natural  and  instinctive,  for  the  benefit  of  the  middle 

class  ? 

No ;  the  middle  doss  must  do  this  work  for  themselves. 
From  them  must  come  the  demand  for  the  satisfaction  of 
a  want  that  is  theirs.  They  must  leave  off  being  fnght- 
ened  at  shadows.  They  may  keep  (I  hope  they  always 
wUl  keep)  the  maxim  that  self-reliance  and  independence 
are  the  most  invaluable  of  blessings,  that  the  great  end 
of  society  is  the  perfecting  of  the  individual,  the  fuUest, 
freest,  and  worthiest  development  of  the  mdividua,l'8  ao- 
tivity.  But  that  the  individual  may  be  perfected,  that, 
his  activity  may  be  worthy;  he  must  often  learn  to  quit 
old  habits  to  adopt  new,  to  go  out  of  himself,  to  transform 
himself.  It  was  said,  and  truly  said,  of  one  of  the  most 
unwearied  and  successful  strivers  after  human  perfection 
that  have  ever  lived,  — Wilhelm  von  B^^m>-  that 
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it  waa  a  joy  to  him  to  feel  himself  modified  by  the  opera- 
tion of  a  foreign  infloence.  And  this  may  well  be  a  joy 
to  a  man  whoae  eentre  of  character  and  whose  manl 
force  are  once  aecorely  established.  Through  this  he 
makes  growth  in  perfection.  Through  this  he  enlarges 
his  being  and  fills  up  gaps  in  it ;  he  unlearns  old  preju- 
dices and  learns  new  excellences ;  he  makes  advance  to- 
wards inward  light  and  freedom.  Societies  may  use  this 
means  of  perfection  as  well  as  individuals,  and  it  is  a 
characteristic  (perhaps  the  best  characteristic)  of  our  age, 
that  they  are  using  it  more  and  more.  Iiet  us  look  at 
our  neighbor,  France.  What  strikes  a  thoughtful  ob- 
serrer  most  in  modern  France,  is  the  great,  wide  breach 
which  is  being  made  in  the  old  French  mind ;  the  strong 
flow  with  which  a  foreign  thought  is  pouring  in  fuid  mix- 
ing with  it  There  is  an  extraordinary^  increase  in  the 
number  of  German  and  English  books  read  there,  books 
the  most  unlike  possible  to  the  native  literary  growth  of 
France.  There  is  a  growing  disposition  there  to  pull  to 
pieces  old  stock  French  c(Mnmonplaces,  and  to  put  a  bri- 
dle upon  old  stock  French  habitudes.  France  will  not, 
and  shouh}  not,  like  some  English  liberals,  run  a-muck 
against  state-action  altogether ;  but  she  shows  a  tendency 
to  control  her  excessive  state^actioo,  to  reduoe  it  within 
just  limits  where  it  has  overpassed  them,  to  make  a 
larger  part  for  free  local  activity  and  for  individuals. 
She  will  not,  and  should  not,  like  Sir  Archibald  Alison, 
cry  down  her  great  Be  volution  as  the  work  of  Satan; 
but  she  shows  more  and  more  the  power  to  discern  the 
real  &ults  of  that  Revolution,  the  real  part  of  delusion, 
impotence,  and  transitoriness  in  the  work  of  '89  or  of  '91, 
and  to  profit  by  that  discernment. 

Our  middle  class  has  secured,  for  itself  that  centre  ot 
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eharaeter  and  that  moral  force  which  are,  I  have  said, 
the  indispensable  basis  upon  which  perfection  is  to  be 
founded.  To  securing  them,  its  vigor  in  resisting  the 
state,  when  the  state  tried  to  tyrannize  over  it,  has  con* 
tributed  not  a  little.  In  this  sense  it  maj  be  said  to 
have  made  way  towards  perfection  by  repelling  the 
state's  hand.  Now  it  Has  to  enlarge  and  to  adorn  its 
spirit.  I  cannot  seriously  argue  with  those  who  deny 
that  the  independence  and  free  action  of  the  middle  class 
is  now,  in  this  country,  immutably  secure ;  I  cannot  treat 
the  notion  of  the  state  now  overriding  it  and  doing  vio- 
lence to  it,  as  anything  but  a  vain  chimera.  Well,  then, 
if  the  state  can  (as  it  can)  be  of  service  to  the  middle 
class  in  the  work  of  enlarging  its  mind  and  adorning  its 
spirit,  it  will  now  make  way  towards  perfection  by  taking 
the  state's  hand.  State-action  is  not  in  itself  unfavorable 
to  the  individual's  perfection,  to  liis  attaining  his  fullest 
development.  So  far  from  it,  it  is  in  ancient  Greece, 
where  state-action  was  omnipresent,  that  we  see  the  indi- 
vidual at  his  very  highest  pitch  of  free  and  fair  activity. 
This  is  because,  in  Greece,  the  individual  was  strong 
enough  to  fashion  the  state  into  an  instrument  of  his  own 
perfection,  to  make  it  serve,  with  a  thousand  times  his 
own  power,  towards  his  own  ends.  He  was  not  enslaved 
by  it,  he  did  not  annihilate  it,  but  he  used  it.  Where,  in 
modem  nations,  the  state  has  maimed  and  crushed  indi- 
vidual activity,  it  has  been  by  operating  as  an  alien,  ex- 
terior |)ower  in  the  community,  a  power  not  originated 
by  the  community  to  serve  the  common  weal,  but  en- 
trenched among  them  as  a  conqueror  with  a  weal  of  its 
own  to  serve.  Just  because  the  vigor  and  sturdiness  of 
the  people  of  this  country  have  prevented,  and  will  al- 
ways prevent,  the  state  from  being  anything  of  this  kind. 
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I  believe  we,  more  than  any  modern  people,  have  the 
power  of  renewing,  in  our  national  life,  the  example  of 
Greece.  I  believe  that  we,  and  our  American  kinsmen, 
are  specially  fit  to  apply  state-action  with  advantage,  be- 
cause we  are  specially  sure  to  apply  it  voluntarily. 

Two  things  must,  I  think,  strike  any  one  who  atten- 
Uvely  regards  the  English  middle  class  at  this  moment. 
One  is  the  intellectual  ferment  which  is  taking  place,  or 
rather,  which  is  beginning  to  take  place,  amongst  them. 
It  is  only  in  its  commencement  as  yet ;  but  it  shows  it- 
self  at  a  number  of  points,  and  bids  fair  to  become  a  great 
power.  The  importance  of  a  change,  placing  in  the  great 
middle  class  the  centre  of  the  intellectual  life  of  this 
country,  can  hardly  be  over-estimated.  I  have  been  re- 
proved for  saying  that  the  culture  and  intellectual  life  of 
our  highest  class  seem  to  me  to  have  somewhat  flagged 
since  the  last  century.  That  is  my  opinion,  indeed,  and 
all  that  I  see  and  hear  strengthens  rather  than  shakes  it. 
The  culture  of  this  class  is  not  what  it  used  to  be.  Their 
value  for  high  culture,  their  belief  in  its  importance,  is 
not  what  it  used  to  be.  One  may  see  it  in  the  public 
schools,  one  may  see  it  in  the  universities.  Whence 
come  the  deadness,  the  want  of  intellectual  life,  the  pov- 
erty of  acquirement  after  years  of  schooling,  which  the 
Commissioners,  in  their  remarkable  and  interesting  re- 
port, show  us  so  prevalent  in  our  most  distinguished  pub- 
lic schools?  What  gives  to  play  and  amusement,  both 
there  and  at  the  universities,  their  present  overweening 
importance,  so  that  home  critics  cry  out:  "The  real 
studies  of  Oxford  are  its  games,"  and  foreign  critics  cry 
out:  "At  Oxford  the  student  is  still  the  mere  school- 
boy "  ?  The  most  experienced  and  acute  of  Oxford  heads 
of  houses  told  me  himself,  that  when  he  spoke  to  an  un- 
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dergradaate  the  other  day  ahout  trying  for  some  distin- 
gaished  scholarship,  the  answer  he  got  was:  ^'O,  the 
men  from  the  great  schools  don't  care  for  those  things 
now ;  the  men  who  care  about  them  are  the  men  from 
Marlborough,  Cheltenham,  and  the  second-rate  schools/' 
Whence,  I  say,  does  this  slackness,  this  sleep  of  the  mind, 
come,  except  from  a  torpor  of  intellectual  life,  a  dearth 
of  ideas,  an  indifference  to  fine  culture  or  disbelief  in  its 
necessity,  spreadiijg  through  the  bulk  of  our  highest  class, 
and'infiuencing  its  rising  generation  ?  People  talk  as  if 
the  culture  of  this  class  had  only  changed ;  the  Greek 
and  Roman  classics,  they  say,  are  no  longer  in  vogue  as 
they  were  in  Lord  Chesterfield's  time.  Well,  if  this  class 
had  only  gone  from  one  source  of  high  culture  to  another ; 
if  only,  instead  of  reading  Homer  and  Cicero,  it  now  read 
Goethe  and  Montesquieu ;  —  but  it  does  not ;  it  reads  the 
Times  and  the  AgricuUurat  Journal.  And  it  devotes  itself 
to  practical  life.  And  it  amuses  itself.  It  is  not  its  rising 
generation  only  which  loves  play ;  never  in  all  its  his- 

• 

tory  has  our  whole  highest  class  shown  such  zeal  for 
enjoying  life,  for  amusing  itself.  It  would  be  absurd  to 
make  this  a  matter  of  reproach  against  it.  The  triumphs 
of  material  progress  multiply  the  means  of  material  enjoy- 
ment ;  they  attract  all  classes,  more  and  more,  to  taste  of 
this  enjoyment ;  on  the  highest  class,  which  possesses  in 
the  amplest  measure  these  means,  they  must  needs  exer- 
cise this  attraction  very  powerfully.  But  every  thought- 
ful observer  can  perceive  that  the  ardor  for  amusement 
and  enjoyment,  often  educative  and  quickening  to  a  toil- 
numbed  working  class  or  a  strait-laced  middle  class, 
whose  great  want  is  expansion,  tends  to  become  enerva- 
tive  and  weakening  to  an  aristocratic  class,  —  a  class 
which  must  rule  by  superiority  of  all  kinds,  superiority 
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not  to  be  won  without  coateotion  of  spirit  and  a  eertan 
iteveritj.  I  thinks  therefore,  both  that  the  caltnie  of  our 
highest  class  has  declined,  and  that  this  dedension,  though 
natural  and  menial,  impairs  its  powef . 

Tet  in  this  vigorous  country  everything  has  a  wondo^ 
ful  ability  for  self-restoration,  and  he  would  be  a  boM 
prophet  who  should  deny  that  the  culture  of  oar  highest 
class  may  recover  itself.  But  however  this  may  be,  there 
is  no  doubt  that  a  liberal  culture,  a  fulness  of  intelleetoal 
life,  in  the  middle  dass,  is  a  far  more  important  matter,  a 
far  more  efficacious  stimulant  to  national  progress,  than 
the  same  powers  in  an  anstpcratic  class.  Whatever  may 
be  its  culture,  an  aristocratic  class  will  always  have  at 
bottom,  like  the  young  man  in  Scripture  with  great  pos- 
sessions, an  inaptitude  for  ideas ;  but  besides  this,  h^ 
culture  or  ardent  intelligence,  pervading  a  large  body  of 
the  community,  acquire  a  breadth  of  basis,  a  sum  of  force, 
an  energy  of  central  heat  for  radiating  further,  which  they 
can  never  possess  when  they  pervade  a  small  upper  dass 
only.  It  is  when  such  a  broad  basis  is  obtained,  that  in- 
dividual genius  gets  its  proper  nutriment,  and  is  animated 
to  put  forth  its  beat  powers ;  this  is  the  secret  oi  rich  and 
beautiful  epochs  in  national  life ;  the  epoch  of  Pericles  in 
Greece,  the  epoch  of  Michael  Angelo  in  Italy,  the  qpodi 
of  Shakespeare  in  England.  Our  actual  middle  dass  has 
not  yet,  certainly,  the  fine  culture,  or'  the  living  intelli- 
gence, which  quickened  great  bodies  of  men  at  theee 
epochs  ;  but  it  has  the  forerunner,  the  preparer,  the  in- 
dispensable initiator ;  it  is  traversed  by  a  strcmg  intel- 
lectual ferment  It  is  the  middle  dass  which  has  real 
mental  ardor,  real  curiosity  ;  it  is  the  middle  class  whidi 
is  the  great  reader ;  that  inunense  literature  of  the  day 
which  we  see  surging  up  all  round  us, — liteEatorey  tiie 
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flb^lttte  value  of  which  it  is  almost  impossible  to  rate  too 
humbly,  literature,  hardly  a  word  of  which  will  reach,  or 
deserves  to  reach,  the  future,  —  it  is  the  middle  class 
which  calls  it  forth,  Qud  its  evocation  is  at  least  a  sign  of 
a  widespread  mental  movement  in  that  class.  Will  this 
movement  go  on  and  become  fruitful :  will  it  conduct  the 
middle  class  to  a  high  and  commanding  pitch  of  culture 
and  intelligence  ?  That  depends  on  the  sensibility  which 
the  middle  class  has  for  perfection  ;  that  depends  on  its 
power  to  transform  itself 

And  it  13  not  yet  manifest  how  far  it  possesses  this 
power.  For  —  and  here  I  pass  to  the  second  of  those 
two  things  which  particularly,  I  have  said,  strike  any  one 
who  observes  the  English  middle  class  just  now— *  in  its 
public  action  this  class  has  hitherto  shown  only  the  power 
and  dispotttion  to  affirm  itself,  not  at  all  the  power  and 
disposition  to  transform  itself  That,  indeed,  is  one  of 
the  deep^eated  instincts  of  human  nature,  but  of  vulgar 
kuman  nature,-^ of  human  nature  not  high-souled  and 
aspiring  after  perfection,  —  to  esteem  itself  for  what  it  is, 
to  try  to  establish  itself  just  as  it  is,  to  try  even  to  impose 
itoelf  with  its  stock  of  habitudes,  pettinesses,  narrownesses, 
•horteomings  of  every  kind,  on  the  rest  of  the  world  as  a 
conquering  power.  But  nothing  has  really  a  right  to  be 
satisfied  with  itself,  to  be  and  remain  itself,  except  that 
which  has  reached  perfection ;  and  nothing  has  the  right 
to  impose  itself  on  the  rest  of  the  world  as  a  conquering 
force,  except  that  which  is  of  higher  perfection  than  the 
Test  of  the  world.  And  such  is  the  fundamental  constitu- 
tion of  human  affairs,  that  the  measure  of  right  proves 
also,  in  the  end,  the  measure  of  power.  Before  the  Eng- 
lish middle  class  can  have  the  right  or  the  power  to  assert 
itself  absolutely,  it  must  have  gi«atly  perfected  itself.    It 
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1ms  been  jokingly  said  of  this  class,  that  all  which  the 
best  of  it  cared  for  was  summed  up  in  this  alliteratiye 
phrase :  Business  and  Bethels :  and  that  all  which  the 
rest  of  it  cared  for  was  the  Business  without  the  Bethels, 
No  such  jocose  and  slighting  words  can  conyej  any  true 
sense  of  what  the  religion  of  the  English  middle  class  has 
really  been  to  it,  —  what  a  source  of  vitality,  energy,  and 
persistent  vigor.  "They  who  wait  on  the  Lord,"  says 
Isaiah,  in  words  not  less  true  than  they  are  noble,  "  shall 
renew  their  strength  "  ;  and  the  English  middle  class  owes 
to  its  religion  not  only  comfoi*t  in  the  past,  but  also  a  vast 
latent  force  of  unworn  life  and  strength  for  future  pro* 
gress.  But  the  Puritanism  of  the  English  middle  class, 
which  has  been  so  great  an  element  of  strength  to  them, 
has  by  no  means  brought  them  to  perfection ;  nay,  by  the 
rigid  mould  in  which  it  has  cast  their  spirit,  it  has  kept 
them  back  from  perfection.  The  most  that  can  be  said 
of  it  is,  that  it  has  supplied  a  stable  basis  on  which  to 
build  perfection ;  it  has  given  them  character,  though  it 
has  not  given  them  culture.  But  it  is  in  making  endless 
additions  to  itself,  in  the  endless  expansion  of  its  powers, 
in  endless  growth  in  wisdom  and  beauty,  that  the  spirit 
of  the  human  race  finds  its  ideal;  to  reach  this  ideal,  cul* 
ture  is  an  indispensable  aid,  and  that  is  the  true  value  of 
culture.  The  life  of  aristocracies,  with  its  large  and  free 
use  of  the  world,  its  conversance  with  great  affiurs,  its 
exemption  &om  sordid  cares,  its  liberation  from  the  hum- 
drum provincial  round,  its  external  splendor  and  refine- 
ment, is  a  kind  of  outward  shadow  of  this  ideal,  a 
prophecy  of  it;  and  there  lies  the  secret  of  the  charm 
of  aristocracies,  and  of  their  power  over  men's  minds. 
In  a  country  like  England,  the  middle  dass,  with  its 
industry  and  its  Puritanism,  and  nothing  more,  will  never 
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be  able  to  make  way  beyond  a  certain  point,  will  never- 
be  able  to  divide  power  with  the  aristocratic  dass,  much 
less  to  win  for  itself  a  preponderance  of  power.  While 
it  only  tries  to  affirm  its  actual  self,  to  impose  its  actual 
self,  it  has  no  charm  for  men's  minds,  and  can  achieve  no 
great  triumphs.  And  this  is  all  it  attempts  at  present 
The  Conservative  reaction,  of  which  we  hear  so  much 
just  now,  is  in  great  part  merely  a  general  indisposition 
to  let  the  middle-class  spirit,  working  by  its  old  methods, 
and  having  only  its  old  self  to  give  us,  establish -itself  at 
all  points  and  become  master  of  the  situation.  Particu- 
larly  on  Church  questions  is  this  true.  In  this  sphere  of 
reli^on,  where  feeling  and  beauty  are  so  all-important, 
we  shrink  from  giving  to  the  middle-dass  spirit,  limited 
as  we  see  it,  with  its  sectarianism,  its  under-culture,  its 
intolerance,  its  bitterness,  its  unloveliness,  too  much  its 
own  way.  Before  we  give  it  quite  its  own  way,  we  in- 
sist on  its  making  itself  into  something  larger,  newer, 
more  fruitfuL  This  is  what  the  recent  Church-Rate  di- 
visions really  mean,  and  the  lovers  of  perfection,  there- 
fore, may  accept  them  without  displeasure.  They  are  the 
voice  of  the  nation  crying  to  the  untransformed  middle 
dass  (if  it  will  receive  it)  with  a  voice  of  thunder:  <^The 
fiiture  is  not  yours ! " 

And  let  me  say,  in  passing,  that  the  indifference,  so 
irritating  to  some  persons,  with  which  European  opinion 
has  received  the  break-up  of  the  old  American  Union  has 
at  bottom  a  like  ground.  I  put  the  question  of  slavery 
on  one  side ;  so  far  as  the  resolution  of  that  question  de- 
pends on  the  issue  of  the  conflict  between  the  North  and 
the  South,  every  one  may  wish  this  party  or  that  to  pre- 
vail. But  Mr.  Bright  and  Mr.  Cobden  extol  the  old 
American  Republic  as  something  interesting  and  admira- 
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Ue  in  itself,  and  are  displeased  with  those  who  are  not 
afflicted  at  its  disaster,  and  not  jealous  for  its  restoration. 
Mr.  Bright  is  an  orator  of  genius ;  Mr.  Cobden  is  a  man 
of  splendid  understanding.  But  why  do  they  refuse  to 
perceiye,  that,  apart  from  all  class-jealoosy  of  aristocra- 
cies towards  a  democratic  republic,  there  existed  in  the 
most  impartial  and  thoughtful  minds  a  profound  dissatis- 
faction with  the  spirit  and  tendencies  of  the  old  American 
Union,  a  strong  aversion  to  their  unchecked  triumph,  a 
sincere  wish  for  the  disciplining  and  correcting  of  them  ? 
And  what  were  the  old  United  States  but  a  colossal  ex- 
pression of  the  English  middle-class  spirit,  somewhat 
more  accessible  to  ideas  there  than  here,  because  of  the 
democratic  air  it  breathed;  much  more  arrogant  and  over- 
weening there  than  here,  because  of  the  absence  of  all 
check  and  counterpoise  to  it,  —  but  there,  as  here,  full 
of  rawness,  hardness,  and  imperfection ;  there,  as  here, 
greatly  needing  to  be  liberalized,  enlarged,  and  ennobled, 
before  it  could  with  advantage  be  suffered  tp  assert  itself 
absolutely?  All  the  energy  and  success  in  the  world 
could  nqt  have  nuidQ  the  United  States  admirable  so  long 
as  their  spirit  had  this  imperfecticm.  Even  if  they  had 
overrun  the  whole  earth,  their  old  national  style  would 
have  still  been  detestable,  and  Mr.  Beecher  would  have 
still  been  a  heated  b^ri^arian.  But  they  could  nqt  thus 
triumph,  they  could  not  make  their  rule  thus  universal, 
so  long  as  their  spirit  was  thus  imperfect.  They  had  not 
power  enough  over  the  minds  of  men*  Now  they  are 
transforming  their  spirit  in  the  furnace  of  civil  war ;  with 
what  success  we  shall  in  due  time  see.  But  the  lovers 
of  perfection  in  America  itself  ought  to  rejoice  —  some 
of  them,  no  doubt,  do  rpjoice  —  that  the  national  spirit 
should  bQ  CQippelled,  even  at  any  cpst  of  suffering,  to 
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transform  itself  to  become  something  higher,  ampler, 
more  gracious.  To  be  glad  that  it  should  be  compelled 
thus  to  transform  itself,  that  it  should  not  be  permitted  to 
triumph  untransformed,  is  no  insult,  no  unkindness ;  it  is 
a  homage  to  perfection.  It  is  a  religious  devotion  to  that 
providential  order  which  forbids  the  final  supremacy  of 
imperfect  things.  God  keeps  tossing  back  to  the  human 
race  its  failures,  and  commanding  it  to  try  again. 

In  the  Crusade  of  Peter  the  Hermit,  where  the  hosts 
that  marched  were  not  filled  after  Ihe  usual  composition 
of  armies,  but  contained  along  with  the  fighters  whole 
fiunilies  of  people, — old  men,  women,  and  children,  swept 
by  the  universal  torrent  of- enthusiasm  towards  the  Holy 
Land,  —  the  marches,  as  might  have  been  expected,  were 
tedious  and  painful.  Long  before  Asia  was  reached,  long 
bef(M^  even  Europe  was  half  traversed,  the  little  children 
in  that  travelling  multitude  began  to  fancy,  with  a  natural 
impatience,  that  their  journey  must  surely  be  drawing  to 
an  end ;  and  every  evening,  a^  they  came  in  sight  of  some 
town  which  was  the  destination  of  that  day's  march,  they 
cried  out  eagerly  to  those  who  were  with  them,  ^  Is  this 
Jert^sakm  f  "  No,  poor  children,  not  this  town,  nor  the 
next,  nor  yet  the  next,  is  Jerusalem ;  Jerusalem  is  &r  ofi^, 
and  it  needs  time,  and  strength,  and  much  endurance  to 
reach  it  Seas  and  mountains,  labor  and  peril,  hunger 
and  thirst,  disease  and  death,  are  between  Jerusalem  and 
you. 

So,  when  one  marks  the  ferment  and  stir  of  life  in  the 
middle  class  at  this  moment,  and  sees  this  dass  impelled 
to  take  possession  of  the  world,  and  to  assert  itself  and  its 
own  actual  spirit  absolutely,  one  is  disposed  to  exclaim  to 
it,  ^Jerusalem  u  not  yet.*  Your  present  spirit  is  not 
Jerusalem,  is  not  the  goal  you  have  to  reach,  the  place 
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ytm  may  be  satisfied  in.  And  when  one  says  this,  thej 
sometimes  fimcy  that  one  has  the  same  object  as  others 
who  say  the  same  to  them ;  that  one  means  that  they  are 
to  yield  themselves  to  be  moulded  by  some  existing  force, 
their  rival ;  that  one  wishes  Nonconformity  to  take  the 
law  from  actual  Anglicanism,  and  the  middle  class  from 
the  present  governing  class;  that  one  thinks  Anglican- 
ism Jerusalem,  and  the  English  aristocratic  (dass  Jeru- 
salem. 

I  do  not  mean,  or  wish,  or  tlunk  this,  though  many,  no. 
doubt,  do.    It  is  not  easy  for  a  reflecting  man,  who  has 
studied  its  origin,  to  feel  any  vehement  enthusiasm  for 
An^canism ;  Henry  the  Eighth  and  his   Parliaments 
have  taken  care  of  that.    One  may  esteem  it  as  a  benefi- 
cent social  and  dvilizing  agent    One  may  have  an  af- 
fection for  it  firom  life-long  associations,  and  for  the  sake 
of  much  that  is  venerable  and  interesting  which  it  has  in- 
herited fiK)m  antiquity.     One  may  cherish  gratitude  to  it 
—  and  here,  I  think,  Mr.  Goldwin  Smith,  who  fights 
against  it  the  battle  of  the  Nonconformists  with  so  much 
fwoe  and  so  much  ability,  is  a  littie  ungrateful — for  the 
shelter  and  basis  for  culture  which  this,  like  other  great 
nationally  established  forms  of  religion,  affords;   those 
who  are  bom  in  them  can  get  forward  on  their  road, 
instead  of  always  eyeing  the  ground  on  which  they  stand 
and  disputing  about  it.    But  actual  Anglicanism  is  cer- 
tainly not  Jerusalem,  and  I  should  be  sorry  to  think  it 
the  end  which  Nonconformity  and  the  middle  class  are  to 
reach.     The  actual  governing  class,  sgaiuy  the  English 
aristocratic  class  (in  the  widest  sense  of  the  word  ortito- 
eroftc),  —  I  cannot  wish  that  the  rest  of  the  nation,  tbe 
new  and  growing  part  of  the  nation,  should  be  trsns> 
^cttmed  in  spirit  exactly  according  to  the  image  of  that 
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clafiB.  The  merits  and  services  of  that  class  no  one  rates 
higher  than  I  do ;  no  one  appreciates  higher  than  I  do 
the  valae  of  the  relative  standard  of  elevation,  refinement, 
and  grandeur,  which  thej  have  exhibited;  no  one  would 
more  strenuously  oppose  the  relinquishing  of  this  for  any 
lower  standard.  But  I  cannot  hide  from  myself  that 
while  modern  societies  increasingly  tend  to  find  their 
best  life  in  a  free  and  heightened  spiritual  and  intellec- 
tual activity,  to  this  tendency  aristocracies  ofier  at  least 
a  strong  passive  resistance,  by  their  secular  prejudices, 
their  incurable  dearth  of  ideas.  In  modem,  rich,  and 
industrial  societies,  they  tend  to  misplace  the  ideal  for 
the  classes  below  them ;  the  immaterial  chivalrous  ideal 
of  high  descent  and  honor  is,  by  the  very  nature  of  the 
case,  of  force  only  for  aristocracies  themselves ;  the  im- 
material modem  ideal  of  spiritual  and  intellectual  per- 
fection through  culture,  they  have  not  to  communicate. 
What  they  can  and  do  communicate  is  the  material  ideal 
of  splendor  of  wealth,  and  weight  of  property.  And  this 
ideal  is  the  ideal  truly  operative  upon  our  middle  classes 
at  this  moment.  To  be  as  rich  as  they  can,  thpt  they 
may  reach  the  splendor  of  wealth  and  weight  of  property, 
and,  with  time,  the  importance,  of  the  actual  heads  of  So- 
dety,  is  their  ambition.  I  do  not  blame  them,  or  the 
class  from  which  they  get  their  ideal ;  all  I  say  is,  that 
the  good  ideal  for  humanity,  the  trae  Jerusalem,  is  an' 
ideal  more  spiritual  than  brilliant  wealth  and  boundless 
property,  an  ideal  in  which  more  can  participate.  The 
beloved  friends  of  humanity  have  been  those  who  made 
it  feel  ila  ideal  to  be  in  the  things  of  the  mind  and  spirit, 
to  be  in  an  internal  condition  separable  from  wealth  and 
accessible  to  all,  —  men  like  St.  Francis,  the  ardent 
bridegroom  of  poverty;  men  like  the  great  personages 
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<^  antiquity^  ftlmoBt  all  of  them,  as  Laoordaire  w&b  so 
fond  of  saying,  poor.  Therefore,  that  the'  iniddle  class 
should  siQiplj  take  its  ideal  from  the  aristocratic  class,  I  do 
not  wish.  That  the  aristocratic  dass  shoald-  be  able  abso- 
lutely to  assert  itself  and  its  own  spirit,  is  not  my  desire. 
No,  no ;  they  are  not  Jerusalem. 

The  truth  is,  the  English  spirit  has  to  accomplish  an 
immense  evolution;  nor,  as  that  spirit  at  this  momeBt 
presents  itself  m  any  class  or  description  amongst  qb,  can 
one  be  p^fectly  satii^ed  with  it,  can  one  wish  it  to  pre> 
vail  just  as  it  is. 

But  in  a  transformed  middle  class,  in  a  middle  dass 
raised  to  a  higher  and  more  genial  culture,  we  may  find, 
not  perhaps  -Jerusalem,  but,  I  am  sure,  a  notable  stage 
tow^ffds  it  In  that  great  dass,  strong  by  its  numbers, 
its  energy,  its  industry,  sl3X>ng  by  its  freedom  from  friyol- 
ity,  not  by  any  law  of  nature  prone  to  immobility  of 
mind,  actually  at  this 'moment  agitated  by  a  SfM-eading 
ferment  of  mind,  —  in  that  dass,  liberalised  by  an  ampler 
culture,  admitted  to  a  Wider  sphere  of  thought^  living  by 
larger  ideas,  with  its  provindialism  dissipated,  its  intoler- 
ance cured,  its  pettinesses  purged  away,  —  what  a  power 
there  will  be,  what  an  element  of  new  life  for  England  1 
Th^  let  the  middle  class  rule,  then  let  it  affinhi  its  own 
^irit,  when  it  has  thus  perfected  itself. 

And  I  cannot  see  any  means  so  direct  atid  powerful  for 
developing  this  great  and  beneficent  power  as  the  puUic 
establishment  of  schools  for  the  middle  class.  By  public 
establishment  they  may  be  made  cheap  and  accessible  to 
all.  By  public  establishment  they  may  give  securities 
for  the  culture  offered  in  them  being  really  good  and 
sound,  and  the  best  that  our  time  knows.  By  public  ea- 
tablishment  they  may  communicate  to  those  reared  in 
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them  tbe  sense  of  being  brought  in  contact  with  their 
oountrj,  with  the  national  life,  with  tbe  life  of  the  world ; 
and  they  will  expand  and  dignify  their  spirits  bj  com- 
niimicating  this  sense  to  them.  I  can  see  no  other  mode 
of  institution  which  will  offer  the  same  advantages  in  the 
same  degree. 

I  cannot  think  that  the  middle  class  will  be  much 
l<»iger  insensible  to  its  own  evident  interests.  I  cannot 
think  that,  for  the  pleasure  of  being  complimented  on 
their  self-reHance  bj  Lord  Fortescue  and  the  Times, 
thej  will  much  longer  forego  a  coarse  leading  them  to 
their  own  true  dignity  instead  of  away  from  it.  I  know 
that  with  men  who  have  reached  or  passed  the  middle  of 
life,  the  language  and  habits  of  years  form  a  network 
round  the  spirit  through  which  it  cannot  easily  break; 
and  among  the  elder  leaders  of  the  middle  class  there  are 
men  whom  I  would  give  much  to  persuade,  —  men  of 
weight  and  character,  like  Mr.  Baines,  men  of  character 
and  culture  too,  like  Mr.  Miali,  —  whom  I  must  not,  I 
fear,  hope  to  persuade.  But  among  the  younger  leader^ 
of  this  class  —  even  of  that  part  of  it  where  resistance  is 
most  to  be  apprehended,  atnong  the  younger  Dissenting 
ministers,  for  instance — there  exil^ts,  I  do  believe,  k  di8>- 
position  not  fixedly  averse  to  the  public  establishment  of 
education  for  the  middle  classes,  —  a  willingness,  at  any 
rate,  to  consider  a  project  of  this  kind  on  its  merits^ 
Amongst  them  particularly  is  the  ferment  and  expansion 
of  mind,  of  which  I  have  spoken,  perceptible ;  their  sense 
of  the  value  of  culture,  and  their  culture  itself,  increases 
every  day.  Well,  the  old  bugbear  which  scares  us  all 
away  from  the  great  confessed  means  of  best  promoting 
this  culture  —  the  religious  difiiculty,  as  it  is  called— is 
potent  only  so  long  as  these  g^entlemeif  please.    It  rests 


504  A  FRENCH  ETON. 

solely  with  themselves  to  procure  the  public  establisli- 
ment  of  secondary  instruction  upon  a  perfectly  equitable 
basis  as  regards  religious  diffei*ences.  If  its  establish- 
ment is  suffered  to  fix  itself  in  private  hands,  those  hands 
will  be  the  clergy's.  It  is  to  the  honor  of  the  clergy — 
of  their  activity,  of  their  corporate  spirit,  of  their  sense 
of  a  pressing  want  —  that  this  should  be  so.  But  in 
that  case  the  dominant  force  in  settling  the  teaching  in 
these  schools  will  be  clerical.  Their  organization  will  be 
ecdesiasticaL  Mr.  Woodard  tells  us  so  himself;  and  in- 
deed he  (very  naturally)  makes  a  merit  of  it.  This  is 
not  what  the  Dissenters  want,  neither  is  it  what  the 
movement  of  the  modem  spirit  tends  ta  But  when  in- 
struction has  once  been  powerfully  organized  in  this 
manner,  it  ia  very  difficult  for  the  state  afterwards  to  in- 
terfere for  the  purpose  of  giving  effect  to  the  require- 
ments of  the  modem  spirit.  It  is  met  by  vested  interests 
— by  legitimate  vested  interests  —  not  to  be  conciliated 
without  great  delay  and  difficulty.  It  is  not  easy  for  the 
state  to  impose  a  conscience  clause  on  primary  schools, 
when  the  establishment  of  those  schools  has  been  for  the 
most  part  made  by  the  clergy.  It  is*  not  easy  to  procure 
the  full  benefits  of  the  national  universities  to  Noncon- 
formists, when  Anglicanism  has  got  a  vested  interest  in 
the  colleges.  Neither  will  it  be  easy  hereafter,  in  second- 
ary instruction,  to  settle  the  religious  difficulty  equita- 
bly, if  the  establishment  of  that  instruction  shall  have 
been  effected  by  private  bodies  in  which  clerical  influ- 
ence predominates. 

I  hope  the  middle  class  will  not  much  longer  delay  to 
take  a  step  on  which  its  fiiture  value  and  dignity  and  in- 
fluence so  much  depend.  By  taking  this  step  they  will 
indirectly  confer  a  great  boon  upon  the  lower  class  also. 
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This  obscure  embryo,  only  jast  beginning  to  move,  tray- 
ailing  in  labor  and  darkness,. so  much  left  out  of  account 
when  we  celebrate  the  glories  of  our  Atlantis,  now  and 
then,  by  bo  mournful  a  glimpse,  showing  itself  to  us  in 
Lambeth,  or  Spitalfields,  or  Dorsetshire;  this  immense 
working  class,  now  so  without  a  practicable  passage  to 
all  the  joy  and  beauty  of  life,  for  whom  in  an  aristocratic 
class,  which  is  unattainable  by  them,  there  is  no  possible 
ideal,  for  whom  in  a  middle  class,  narrow,  ungenial, 
and  unattractive,  there  is  no  adequate  ideal,  will  have, 
in  a  cultured,  liberalized,  ennobled,  transformed  middle 
class,  a  point  towards  which  it  may  hopefully  work,  a 
goal  towards  which  it  may  with  joy  direct  its  aspira- 
tions. 

Children  of  the  future,  whose  day  has  not  yet  dawned, 
you,  when  that  day  arrives,  will  hardly  believe  what  ob- 
structions were  long  suffered  to  prevent  its  coming  I  You 
who,  with  all  your  faults,  have  neither  the  aridity  of  aris- 
tocracies, nor  the  narrow-mindedness  of  middle  classes, 
yon,  whose  power  of  simple  enthusiasm  is  your  great  gift, 
will  not  comprehend  how  progress  towards  man's  best 
perfection  —  the  adorning  and  ennobling  of  his  spirit  — 
should  have  been  reluctantly  undertaken ;  how  it  should 
have  been  fbr  years  and  years  retarded  by  barren  com- 
monplaces, by  worn-out  clap-traps.  You  will  wonder  at 
the  labor  of  its  friends  in  proving  the  self-proving ;  you 
will  know  nothing  of  the  doubts,  the  fears,  the  prejudices 
they  had  to  dispel ;  nothing  of  the  outcry  they  had  to  en- 
counter ;  of  the  fierce  protestations  of  life  from  policies 
which  were  dead  and  did  not  know  it,  and  the  shrill 
querulous  upbraiding  from  publicists  in  their  dotage. 
But  yon,  in  your  turn,  with  difficulties  of  your  own,  wiU 
then  be  mounting  some  new  step  in  the  arduous  ladder 
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wherebj  man  dimbs  towardg  his  perfection ;  towards 
that  unattainable  bat  irresistible  loadstar,  gazed  after 
with  earnest  longing,  and  invoked  with  bitter  tears ;  the 
longing  of  thousands  of  hearts,  the  tears  of  many  genera- 
tions. 
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theFrendL    B7  Dbs.  Outsb  Mid  Moilaxd.    Ivcd.    Svow    $8.00. 

CLARKE'S  (Mart  Cowden)  Kit  Barn's  Adventures ;  Or, 

^  The  Tanu  of  an  Old  Mariner.    Dlnstrated.    1  rol.    l6mo.    $  1.2S. 

CLOUGirS  (Arthur  Hugh)  Poems.     With  Memoir  by 

Ohauh  Euot  Nortov.    1  ToL    82mo.    Blue  and  gold.    $  1.60. 

COALE'S  (William  Edward,  M.  D.)  Hints  on  Health. 

Third  Edition.    ItoL    lemo.    tl.00. 

COMBE'S  (George)  Constitution  of  Man.     Txaenty-Eighih 

American  Edition.    ItoL    ISmo.    $1.25. 

COiVTF^  r 5  (Rev.  M.  D.)  The  Golden  Hour.    1  voL    16mo. 
SI.00. 

CORNWALL'S  (Barrt)  English  Songs  and  Other  Poems. 

lv«L    10nu».    $1.50. 

Dramatic  Scenes.    1  voL    16mo.    S  1.50. 

Essays  and  Tales  in  Prose.    2  vols.     16mow 

With  Portrait.    $2.60. 

^COUNTRY  PARSONS"  (The)   Recreations.     2  vols. 

IGmo.    $4.00.  Cke^  Edition,  %i.Wi. 

Leisure  Hours.    1  voL     16mo. 

Graver    Thoughts.        1   vol. 

Every-day  Philosopher.    1  yoL 

Counsel  and  Comfort     1  yoL 

Autumn  Holidays.  1vol.  IGmo. 

Graver  Thoughts.    Second  Se- 
ries.   1  Yol.    lOmo.    Nearly  ready. 

CROSLANUS  (Mrs.  Newton)  English  Tales  and  Sketches. 

lYol     16mo.    $1.25. 

—    Memorable   Women.     With   Blustralions. 

iTol.    lOmo.    $1.50. 

Lydia:  A  Woman's  Book.    1  vol.     16mo. 


$2.00. 

16mo. 

$2.00. 

16mo. 

$2.00. 

16mo. 

$2.00. 

$2.00. 

75etB. 

CRO SWELL'S  (Rev.  William,  D.D.)  Poems,  Sacred  and 

Secular.    With  Memoir  and  Notes,  by  Bcr.  A.  Glivblaiib  Coxx,  D.  D.. 
and  a  Portrait    1vol.    18mo.    $1.25. 

CC7MM/i^5*5  (Maria  S.)  El  Fureidis.  1vol.  16mo.  Sl.50. 

■   The  Lamplighter.     1  vol.    16mo.    $1.75. 
CURIOUS    STORIES  about   Fairies    and    other  Funny 

People.    Illustrated  by  Billikgb.    1  voL    16mo.    $  1.25. 

CURTIS* S  (Herbert  Pelham)  Arabian  Days'  Entertain- 
ments. From  the  German  of  HAun.  TlhiHtnited  bj  Hopvdt.  1  voL 
I2mo.    $1.60. 


TlAtor  amd  Fidii. 


nANA'S  (Richard  H.,  Jr.)  To  Cuba  and  Bade :  A  Yaca- 

tioo  Yc^jage.    1  tqL    I6D10.    ai-2S. 

I>A  VIS'S  (Mrs.  S.  M.)  Life  and  Tunes  of  Sir  Fhflip  Sidney. 

With  Steel  Portrait  and^SngcsTiivk    ItoL    19mo.    $1.50. 

DE  QUINCE rS  (Thomas)    Ck>nfesBions  of  an   English 

Opium-Eater.    Wtth  Portrait.    IrcL    ICbmi.    S  1.2ft. 

Biographical  Essays.   1  voL   16mo.  $1.25. 

Miscellaneous  Essays.  IW.  16ma  $1.25. 

Narrative  and  Miscellaneous  Papers.     2 

Tola.    I61D0.    $  2.50. 

Essays  on  the  Poets  and  other  English 


Writer*.    ItqL    lOmo.    ai.Sft. 

Literary  Beminiscences.     2  toIs.    16nia 


$2.60. 

TheCsesan.     1vol.     16mo.     $1.25. 

Historical   and   Critical  Essays.    2  vols. 


lOmo.    $  2.50. 

Autobiographic  Sketches.     1  voL    16xqo. 


$1.26. 

Essays  on  Philosophical  Writers  and  other 


Hen  of  Lettrn.    2to1s.    lOmo.    $2.60. 

Letters    to  a   Young  Man,   and  other 


Pftpera.    1  vol.    16mo.    S  1.25. 

Theological   Essays,  and   other  Papers. 


2  Tola.    ISmo.    $  2.60. 

The  Note-Book  of  an  English   Opium. 


Eater.    IvoL    lOmo.   JL26. 

Memorials,  and  other  Papers.      2  vols. 


16mo.    $2.60. 

The  Avenger,  and  other  Papen.    i  yol. 


16i»>.    $1.26. 

■ The   Logic  of  Political  Economv.   and 

otherPapenL    IroL    lOno.    $1.26.  ^^ 

.  Beauties  Selected  fiom  his  Writinim.  i  vol. 

12109.    $1.76.  ®^ 

I>ICKENSrS  (Chabuw)  Pickwick  Papen.   3  rek.    12mo. 

Nicholas  Nickleby.    2  vols.    12ma    $4.00. 

Martin  Chuzzlewit    2  vols.    12mo.    $4.00. 

' J;;5n2i2?'^$^r'"'^  ^^"^^  ^  KepHnted  Pieces. 

~ Sketches,  by  Boz.    1  vol    12mo.    $ioo, 

Oliver  Twisfc    1  voL    1^||^    $  2.00. 
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DICKENS'S  (Charles)  Dombey  and  Son.    2  vols.     12iiia 

$4.00. 

David  Copperfield.    2  vols.    12mo.    $  4.00. 

Pictures   from   Italy,  and    American    Notes. 

1  ToL    l&no.    $  2.00. 

Bleak  House.     2  vols.     12mo.    $4.00. 

Little  Dorrit     2  vols.     12mo.    $4.00. 

Christmas  Books.     1vol.     12ma    $2.00. 

Tale  of  Two  Cities.     1  vol.     12mo.    $  2.00. 

Great  Expectations.    1  voL     12ma    $2.00. 


DIXON'S  (W.  Hkpworth)  The  Personal  ffistory  of  Lord 
Bacon.    Fran  UnpubUahed  Docoments.    IvcL    ISino.    $1.60. 

D05EZZ'5  (Sydney)  Poems.  1vol.  Blue  and  gold.   $1.50. 
DOLL  AND  HER  FRIENDS.  Illustrated.   IvoL    75cts. 

DOUGHTY S  (Mrs.  a  P.)  Little  Child's  Friend.     Illus- 
trated.   iToL    Small  4to.    60  eta. 

DUFFERINS  (Lord)  A  Yacht  Voyage :   Letters  from 

High  Latitadea.    IyoL    lOmo.    $1.60. 

EDGARS  (John  6.)   The   Crusades  and  the  Crusaders. 

Illustrated.    1  toL    IGmo.    $1.25. 

EMERSONS   (Ralph   Waldo)    Essays.     First    Series. 

With  Portrait    ItoI.    12mo.    $1.50. 

■  Essays.    Second  Series.   1vol.  12mo.  $1.50. 
Miscellanies.     1  vol.     12mo.    $  1.50. 

Representative  Men.    1vol.    12mo.     $1.50 

English  Traits.     1  vol.    12mo.    $  1.50. 

Poems.  With  Portrait.    1vol.   12mo.   $1.50 

Conduct  of  Life.    1vol.    12mo.    $1.50. 

EMILY  CHESTER.     1vol.     12mo.    $1.76. 

ERNEST  CARROLL;  Or,    Artist-Life   in  Italy.     1   voL 

16ino.    $  1.50. 

ESSAYS  ON  SOCIAL  SUBJECTS.    1  voL    16mo,  bev- 

eUedandgUt    $1.75. 

FAVORITE  AUTHORS.    A  Companion-Book  of  Prose 

and  Poetry.    With  26  Steel  Engrarings.    1  yol.    BmaU  4to.    %  S.fiO. 

JP^ZrOiV*S  (Cornelius  Conway)  Familiar  Letters  firom 

Sarope.    ItoL    16mo.    $1.50. 

FR^MONTS  (Mrs.  Jessie  Benton)  The  Story  of  tbe 

Guard  t  A  Chronicle  of  the  War.  1  yol.  16mo.  $1.25.  Knapsack 
Edition,  paper,  50  cts.}  doth,  75  otB.  German  Edition,  paper,  60  eta. } 
cloth,  75  cts. 

FROTHINGHAM*S  (Richard).    A  Tribute  to  Thomas 

Starr  King.    ItoL    lOmo.    $1.50. 


Ttcinar  and  Fields. 


FULLER* S  (Thomas)  Good  Thoughta  in  Bad  Tunes.    1  voL 

16mo.    With  Portrait    $2.00. 

FURNESS'S  (Rev.  W.  H.)  The  Veil  Partly  Lifted :  Jesus 

Becoming  l^ible.    ItoL    Iflmo.    $1.50. 

GARRA  TTS  (Alfred  C,  M.  D.)  Electro-Physiology  and 

Electro-Therapeutics )  showing  the  Best  Methods  for  the  Medical  Uses 
of  Electricity.    ItoL    8to.    lUostratod.    $3.00. 

GILES'S  (Rev.  Henry)  Illustrations  of  Genius.     1   yoL 

16mo.    $1.60. 

GOETHE'S  Faust.     Translated  by   A.   Hayward,  Esq. 

1  voL    lOmo.    1 1.26. 

Translated  by  Rev.  C;  T.  Brooks. 

ItoL    16dio.    $1.26. 

Correspondence  with  a  Child.     1  vol.     12mo. 


With  Portrait  of  BBrrarA  Bbsmtaxo.    $  1.76. 

Wilhelm    Meister.      Translated  by  Thomas 


Garltli.    With  a  fine  Portrait  of  Qoethe,  engrared  for  this  edition. 
2  vols.    12mo.    S8.&0. 

GREENE'S  (G.  W.)  Historical  View  of  the  American  Revo- 

lutioD.    1  vol.    16mo.    Nearly  ready, 

GREENWELVS  (Dora)  The  Patience  of  Hope.    With 

ma.  Introdnction  \fj  John  G.  WBrmzR.    1  t<A.    16mo.    $  1.26. 

A  Present  Heaven.   1  voL    IGmo.  $1.25. 

.  Two  Friends.    1  vol.     16mo.    $  1.26. 

Poems.     1  vol.    16ma    Nearly  ready. 

GREENWOOD'S    (Grace)   Greenwood  Leaves.    Second 

Seriea.    IroL    12mo.    $1.60. 
. Poems.  With  Portrait  1vol.  16mo.  $1.25. 

Haps  and  Mishaps  of  a  Tour  in  Europe. 


1  vol.    12nBD.    $  1.60. 

Forest  Tragedy,  and  Other  Tales.    1  yoL 


76ots. 


1  ToL    76  eta. 


1601O.    $1.26. 

History  of  my  Pets.    Illustrated.    1  vol. 
Recollections  of  my  Childhood.  Illustrated. 
Merrie  England.  Illustrated.  1  vol.  16mo. 

•  1.26. 

— : Stories  and  Legends  of  Travel  and  Hls- 

torj,    Blttstrated.    ItoL    16mo.    S1.26. 

Stories  from  Famous  Ballads.    With  Steel 


Vrontlipleoe  and  EngraTlngi.    1  toL    76  cts. 

Bonnie  Scotland.  Illustrated.  1vol.  16mo. 


tl.26. 

HALLAAPS  (Arthur  Henbt)  Literary  Remains.    1  voL 

leino.    $1.76. 
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HAMILTON*S  (Gail)  Conntry  Living  and  Country  Tliink- 

Ing.    iToL    I61110.    $2.00. 

Gala-Days.    1  toI.    16ma   $2.00. 

Stumbling-Blocks.     1  voL    16mo.    S2.00. 

A  New  Atmosphere.     1vol.     16mo.     $2.00. 

^^ Skirmishes  and   Sketches.      1   vol.     16mo. 

Neariy  ready » 

HARKS  (Augustus    William  and  Julius   Chables) 

OaeMesaiThxth.    With  Portrait.    IyoI.    12mo.    $1.7& 

HAWTHORNE'S  (Nathaniel)  Out  Old  Home :  A  Series 

of  Bngliflh  Sketches.    ItoU    I61110.    $1.50. 

The  Marble  Faun ;   Or,  The  Bomance  of 

MoDte  Beni.    2  voli.    IQmo.    $  3.00. 

.  The  Scarlet  Letter.    1  voL    16ma    $  1.50. 
The  House  of  the  Seven  Gables.    1  voL 


IflBKX    $1.50. 

Twice-Told  Tales.  THth  Portrait.    2  vols. 


lOmo.    $  8.09. 

The  Snow-Lnage,  and  other  Twice-Told 


TUee.    iToL    16mo.    $1.50. 

The  Blithedale  Bomance.     1vol.    16mo. 


$1.60. 

Mosses  from  an  Old  Manse.   2  vols.    16mo. 


$8.00. 

True  Stories  from  History  and  Biography. 


DlQltrated.    IyoL    lOmo.    tl.25. 


The  Wonder-Book,  for  Girls  and  Boys. 

JUuBtnifted.    iTol.    ISmo.    tl.26. 

Tanglewood   Tales.     Illustrated.     1  y<^ 


lOmo.    1 1.25.  % 

Twice-Told  Tales.     New  and  Complete 


Edition.    With  Portrait    2toIb.    82mo.    Blue  and  gold.    $3.00 

HAYNE'S  (Paul  H.)  Poems.    1  vol.    16mo.    68  cte. 
Avolio:  A  Lesend  of  the  Island  of  Cos,  and  other 

Poems.    1  vol.    ISmo.    75  cts. 

HEWLETT'S  (Henry  G.)  The  Heroes  of  Europe.    With 

le  ninstrationB.    Ivol.    lOmo.    $1.25. 

HILLARD'S  (George  S.)   Six  Months  in  Italy.     1  toL 

IGmo.    $  2.00. 

Dangers  and  Duties  of  the  MercantOe  Profes- 
sion.   Sto.    Paper.    25  cents. 

Selections    from    the  Writings    of  Walteb 


Sayaok  Lahdob.    1  ToL    16ma  1 1.00.  Large  Paper^  $  2.5a 

HIGGINSON'S  (T.  W.)  OutrDoor  Papers.    1  voL     16ma 

$1.60. 

HODSON'S  (Major  W.  S.  R.)  A  Soldier's  life  in  India. 

IvoL    ieou>.    $1.60. 


TUiknar  and  Fields.  ^ 


HOLMES'S  (Olivkr  Wendell,  M.  D.)  Poetical  Works. 

iToL    16mo.    With  Portrait.    $1.60. 

Astraea:    The    Balance    of  DluMonfl.     1  voL 

ISmOk    80  eta. 

. .   Songs  in  Many  Keys.    1  voL    16ma    S  1.60. 

Poems.     Complete.     1  vol.    82mo.    Blue  and 


gold.    With  New  Portrait.    $1.60. 

HOLMES'S  (Oliver  Wendell,M.D.)P^dm.    Complete. 

IvoL    lemo.    Cabinet  Bditton.    With  New  Portrait,    fzw. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table.    Dlua- 

mted  by  Hoppxir.    ItoL    lOmo,  $  1.76  j  8vo,  $  3.60. 

The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast-Tawe.    With 

the  Story  of  Iris.     1  toL    lOmo,  $  L76  j  8vo,  $  3.60.       ^ 

.  Elsie  Venner :  A  Romance  of  Destiny.    2  vols. 


16mo.    $3.00.  ^       •       -fciT  J-     • 

Currents    and    Counter-Currents    m  Medical 

Bdeiice,  with  other  Essays.    1  yoL    16mo.    $  L76. 

Border  Lines  in  some  Provinces  of  Medical 


Science.    1vol.    lOmo.    76ct8. 

Soundings  from  the  Atlantic.     1  voL    16mo. 


HOOD'S  CThomas)  Memorials.    Edited  by  his  Daughter, 

with  a  Preface  and  Notes  by  his  Son.    Dlustrated  with  his  own  Sketches 
2  vols.    16mo.    $3.00. 

HORACE'S  Odes.     An  English  Metrical  Translation.    By 

Thbodobk  MABTiir.    With  Notes  and  a  Life  of  Horace.    1  voL    82nio. 
Blue  and  gold.    $  1.60. 

HOSPITAL  TRANSPORTS :  A  Memoir  of  the  Embarka- 
tion of  the  Sick  and  Wounded  fh>m  the  Peninsula  of  Virginia,  In  th« 
Summer  of  1862.  Compiled  and  Published  at  the  RequMt  of  the  Sanl- 
tary  Commission.    1  voL    lOmo.    S  1.00. 

HOUSEHOLD    FRIENDS:    A  Book   for   all    Seasons. 

With  18  Portraits  on  SteeL    Uniform  with  "  Favorite  Authors."    1  yoL 
Small  4to.    $3.60. 

HOWE'S  (Mrs.  Julia  Wari>)  A  IVip  to  Cuba.    1  vol. 

16mo.    S1.00. 

Passion  FloWers.    1  vol.  ,  I6mo»    $  1.00. 

Words  for  the  Hour.     1  voL    16mo.    $  1.00. 

^Jie  World's  Own.    1  vol.    16mo.     76  cts. 

HO  WITT'S  (William)  Land,  Labor,  and  Gold ;  Or,  Two 

Years  in  Victoria :  With  Vlrits  to  Sydney  and  Van  Piemen's  Land. 
2to1s.    16mo.    $2.60. 

A  Bo/s  Adventures  in  the  Wilds  of  Australia. 

Illustrated.    IvoL    16mo.    81.26. 

HUFELANDS  (Christopher)   The  Art  of  Prolonging 

JAte.    Edited  by  Erasmus  Wilson,  P.  E.  S.    1  vol.    Ifimo.    81.26. 

HUNT'S  (Leigh)  Poetical  Works.     With  Portrait  after 

Hattbr.    2  vols.    Sana    Blue  and  gold.    $3.00. 
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HUOHES'S  (Thomas)  Tom  Brown's  School-Days  at  Kngbj;. 

IvoL  16mo.   $1.50.     Bfo  Bditkm,  Dliulnted  hj  Labkot  G.  l£bu», 
Jb.    $2.60. 

Tom  Brown  at  Oxford.    With  Portrait  on  Sted 

QftbeAathor.    2Toto.    IBmo.    $3.00. 

The  Scouring  of  the  White  Horse ;  Or,  The  Long 


Tacation  Ramble  of  a  LoDdon  Cleric    nioBtrated  1^^  Biohard  DoTUk 
lyoL    16mo.    $1.26. 

HYMNS    OF    THE  AGES,     First  and   Second   Series. 

mastrated  wittPSteel  TlKnettes,  after  Trana.    Each  in  1  roL    ISbao, 
$2.26.    8to  Edition,  $3.60. 

, Third   Series.      With   Steel 

Plate.    1  voL    12mo.    9  2.60.    Jutt  ready. 

JACK  HALLIARD'S  Voyages  in  the  Arctic  Ocean.    With 

manj  Wood-cats.    1  toL    60  cts. 

JACKSON'S  (Dr.  JamSs)  Letters  to  a  Young  Physician. 

lY«L    l&no.    $1.00. 

Another  Letter  to  a  Young  Physician.     1  voL 

12UI0.    80  eta. 

JAMES'S  (Hkxrt)  Substance  and  Shadow;  Or,  Morality 

and  Religion  in  their  Relation  to  life :  An  Eaaaj  npon  the  Phyaica  of 
Creation.    1  toL    12ino.    $2.00. 

JAMESON'S  (Mrs.)  Sisters  of  Charity,  Catholic  and  Prot- 

eatant,  and  Uie  Communion  of  Labor.    1  vol.    IGmo.    9 1.00. 

Characteristics  of  Women.    With  Steel  Por- 
trait   IvoL    82mo.    Bine  and  gold.    $1.60. 

Diary  of  an  Ennuy^e.    With  Steel  Portrait. 


1 TOL    82mo.    Blue  and  gold.    $  1.60. 

Sketches  of  Art,  Literature,  and  Character. 


With  Btedl  Portrait    IyoL   82mo.    Bine  and  gold.    $1.60. 

Loves  of  the  Poets.      With  Steel   Portndt. 


iToL    S2mo.    Bine  and  gold.    $1.60. 

Studies  and  Stories.    With  Steel  Portrait. 


iToL    82mo.    Bine  and  gold.    $1.60. 

Memoirs  of  the  Early  Italian  Painters.    With 


Steel  Povtiait    1  toL    Sftno.    Bine  and  gold.    $  1.60. 

Legends  of  the  Madonna.    With  Steel  Por- 


trait   1  rol.    82mo.    Blue  and  gold.    $  1.60. 

Sacred  and  Legendary  Art  ^  With  Steel 


Portrait    2  Tola.  3^o.    Blue  and  gold.    9  3.00. 

Legends  of  the  Monastic  Orders.    With  Steel 


Portrait    ItoI.  82mo.  Blue  and  gold.    S1.60. 

JERROLUS  (Douglas)  Wit    1  vol.    16mo.    $1.25. 

. Life  and  Bemains.    With  Portrait    1   yoL 

lOmo.    $  1.60. 

JOHNSON'S  (BosA  Yerxnxr)  Poems.    With  Portrwt 

iToL    lamo.    $1.26. 


i 
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JUDSON'S  (Mrs.  Ebcilt  C.)  Alderbrook.    With  Portrait. 

Complete  JBdition.    1  toL    16moL    $1.76. 

.. Kathayan  Slave,  and  odier  Papers.     1  toI. 

16mo.    75  cts. 

My  Two  Sisters.    1  toL    16mo.    60  cts. 


KEMBLE'S  (Frances  Anke)  Poems.    EnUxnged  Edition. 

lYoL    lemo.    $1.2&. 

KINGSLEYS  (Charles)  Poems.    1  vol.    16mo.    $  1.25. 

: Andromeda.    1  vol.     16mo.     76  cts. 

Amjas  Leigh.     1  voL     12mo.    $  1.75. 

Two  Years  Ago.    1  vol.    12mo.    $  1.75. 

Sir  Walter  Raleigh  and  his  Time,  with  other 

Fftpen.    iToL    12iiio.    $1.60. 

;  New  Miscellanies.    1vol.    12mo.    $1.25. 


Glaacus ;   Or,  The  Wonders  of  ihe  Shore. 

1  YoL    IQmo.    76  cts. 

The  Heroes ;  Or,  Greek  Fairy-Tales  for  my 


Children.    XUnatrated  by  the  Author.    IyoL    Idmo.    91.26. 

KINGSLEYS  (Henry)  The  Recollections  of  Geoffry  Ham- 

Ijn.    IyoL    12iiio.    $1.76. 

.  Bavenshoe.    1  voL    12mo.    $  1.75. 

Austin  Elliot.     1vol.    12mo.    $1.75. 

. The  Hillyars  and  the  Burtons.    A  Story  of 

Tiro  Families.    1  Yol.    12mo.    Nearly  ready. 

KINGSTON'S  (W.  H.  G.)  Ernest  Bracebridge :  A  Story  of 

School-DajB.    With  16 lUostratioae.    IyoL    16qm.    91.26. 

KRAPF'S  (Rev.  Dr.  J.  Lewis)  Travels,  Researches,  and 

Missionary  Labors,  during  an  Eignteen-Years'  Besldenoe  in  Eastern 
Afri^ }  together  with  Joomejs  to  Jagga,  Usambara,  Ukambani,  8hoft| 
Abessinia,  and  Khartom ;  and  a  Coasting  Voyage  from  If ombas  to 
Cape  Delgado.  With  an  Appendix  concerning  the  Sources  of  the  Nils, 
etc,  bj  E.  J.  Raybhstsih,  V,  B.  8.,  and  Slaps.    1  yoL    12mo.    $  1.60. 

LABOR  AND  LOVE.    A  Tale  of  English  Life.    1  voL 

16mo.    76  cts. 

LAWRENCES  (Mrs.  Margarette  Woods)  Light  on 

the  Baric  River  ;  Or^emorials  of  Mrs.  Henrietta  A.  L.  Hamlin,  Mis- 
sionary in  Turlcey.  With  an  Introdnotion  by  £■▼.  A.  S.  Stobbs,  and  A 
Portrait    1  voL    12mo.    $1.60. 

LEES  (Eliza  Buckminstrr)  Memoir  of  Joseph  Buckmin- 

ster,  B.  B.,  and  of  his  Son,  ReY.  Joseph  Stevens  Buckminster.  With  A 
fine  Portrait  of  the  elder  Buckminster.    1  vol.    ISmo.    $  1.60. 

^ Florence :  The  Parish  Orphan.    1  vol    16mOb    70  cti. 

Farthenia ;  Or,  The  Last  Days  of  Paganism.    1  vol. 

16mo.    $  1.26. 

Life  of  Jean  Panl.     Preceded  hy  his  Autobiography. 


1  Yol.  12mo,  with  Portrait    •  2.00. 

LESLIE'S  (Charles    Robert,  B.  A.)  Autobiographical 

Beooitoetions.  SdlteA.  wtth  a  PvelMory  Imm  ob  LmUs  m  an  ArtiM, 
and  SeleetloDi  tnm  his  Ourwepoodeapa,  hf  Tom  Tatlob,  Bbq.  WMh 
taeFortnlt.   ItW.    Umo.    $1.60. 
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LEW  ALUS  (Fannt)  Lake  House.    A  Romance.    Trans- 
lated firom  the  German  by  Njlthaxiil  OBBun.    1  voL    Iflmo.    %  1.00. 

LEWIS'S  (Ladt   Theresa)  The  Semi-Detached  House. 

1  yoL    10mo.    •  1.00. 

LEWIS'S  (Dr.  Dig)  The  New  Gymnastics  for  Men,  WomeOi 

•nd  CEUdren.    With  800  niiutrationa.    1  voL    12iiio.    $1.60. 

Weak  Lungs,  and  How  to  Make  them  Strong ;  Or, 

Diaeaaes  of  the  Organs  of  the  Chest,  with  their  Home-Treatment  bj  the 
MoTeaMat-Ciire.    PlroAuelj  lUostrated.    1  yoL    12mo.    $  1.60. 

LILIAN.    A  Romance.    1  toL    16mo.    $  1.25. 

LITTLE  ANNA :  A  Stoiy  for  Pleasant  Little  Children. 

By  A.  Snot.  Translated  from  the  German.   1  yoL   Dlostrated    •  1.00. 

LOCKHARTS  (J.  G.)  Ancient  Spanish  Ballads,  Historical 

and  Romantic.    With  Biographical  Notice  and  Portrait.    1  yoL    lOmo. 
•  1.00. 

LONGFELLOW'S  (H.  W.)  Poems.    With  Portrait.    2  vols. 

lOmo.    $  8.00. 

. —  Poetical  Works.    Complete.    Wiih  Por- 
trait.   C€U>inet  Edition,   2  yols.    Idmo.    $  4.00. 

Prose  Works.      Complete.     With  Por- 


trait.   Cabinet  Edition.    2  yols.    Idmo.    •  4.00. 

.         Poetical  Works.  •  Complete.    With  Pap- 
trait.    Blue  and  gold  Edition.    2  yols.    82mo.    $8.00. 

.  Prose  Works.      Complete.      With  Por- 

trait   Blue  and  gold  Edition.    2  yols.  82mo.    93.00. 

The  Wayside  Inn,  and   other  Poems. 


1  yoL    lOmo.    Cloth,  beyelled  boards  and  gilt  top,  $  1.60. 

The  Coortship  of  Miles  Standish.     1  voL 


lOmo.    91.26. 

The  Song  of  Hiawatha.    1  vol.    IGmo. 


$1.60.    Large  Papery  $2.50. 

The    Golden   Legend.     1   vol.     16mo. 

$1.60. 

Evangeline.    1  vol.    16mo.    $  1.25. 

Hyperion.   1  vol.   16mo.  $  1.50. 

Outre-Mer.     1  vol.     16mo.    $  1.50. 

__—  Kavanagh.     1  vol.     16mo.    $  1.25. 
The  Seaside  and  the  Fireside.    1  voL 


lOmo.    91.00. 

LONGFELLOW'S  (Rev.  Samuel)  and  Johnson'8  (Kiev. 

Samukl)  a  Book  of  Hymns,  for  Public  and  Priyate  Devotion.    1  toL 
16mo.    9 1.00. 

Hymns  of  the  Spirit    1  vol.     ISino. 

$  1.26. 

and  HiGomsoN's   (T.  W.)  Thalatia : 


A  Book  for  the  Seaside.    IvoL    Ukna    91.00. 
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LOWELL* S  (Rev.  Dr.  Chables)  Sermons,  Chiefly  Frao- 

tieaL    IyoL    12mo.   $1.50. 

Occasional  Sermons.  'With  Portrait.    1  toL 

12mo.   $i.so. 

LOWELLS  (Mrs.  Anna  C.)  Thoughts  on  the  Education  of 

Oirls.    1  voU    lOmo.    80  cti. 


.... Seed-Grain  for  Thought  and  Discussion.    2  vols. 

ISiiio.    $  2.60. 

LOWELLS  (James  Russell)  Poems.    With  Portrait    2 

yolB.    Itaio.    $  2.75. 

Poetical  Works.      Ck)mplete.      CkUbvna  Edition, 

2  yolB.    16mo.    9  4.00. 

..  Poetical  Works.     Complete.    Blue  and  gold. 


2to]b.    32ino.    $3.00. 

Fireside  Travels.     1vol.     16mo.    $1.75. 

A  Fable  for  Critics.     1  vol.     16mo.     75  cts. 

The  Biglow  Papers.    1  vol.     16mo.    $  1.25. 

The  Vision  of  Sir  Launfal.    1  vol.   16mo.   80  cts. 


LOWELL* S  (Rev.  R.  T.  S.)  Fresh  Hearts  that  Failed  Three 

Thoufland  Tean  Ago.    With  other  Poems.    1  yoL    16mo.    60  cts. 

LUNT*S  (Geoeoe)  Lyric  Poems,  Sonnets,  and  Miscellanies. 

1  yoL    Idmo.    03  cts. 

Julia:  A  Poem.     1vol.     16mo.    50  cts. 

Three  Eras  of  New  England  Hbtory,  and  other 


Papers.    lyoL    16mo.    $1.00. 

MACKENZIE* S  (Kenneth  R.  H.,  F.  S.  A.^  The  Marvel- 
lous Adventures  and  Rare  Oonoelts  of  Master  ^11  Owlglass.  Adorned 
with  many  most  Diverting  and  Cunning  Devices,  by  Alfbxo  Cbovquill. 
IvoL    lOmo.    $2.60.  ^ 

MAGICIANS  SHOW-BOX.    Illustrated.     1  vol.     16mo. 

•  1.25. 

MARCUS  ANTONINUS  (The  Emperor),  Thoughts  of. 

1  voL    lOmo.    $  1.26. 

MANN'S  (Horace)  A  Few  Thoughts  for  a  Young  Man 

when  ^tering  upon  Life.    1  yoL    lOmo.    80  cts. 

-  Twelve  Sermons,  delivered  at  Antioch  Collese. 

IvoL    12mo.    $1.60. 

MANNS  (Mrs.  Horace)  Christianitv  in  the  Kitchen.    A 

Physiological  Cook-Book.    Ivol.    16mo.    (l.OO. 

. The  Flower  People.    With  Illustrations.    1  voL 

Square  16mo.    76  cts. 

MASSE  Y'S  (Gerald)  Poetical  Works.    Complete.    With 

a  Steel  Portrait.    Ivol.    82mo.    Blue  and  gold.    $1.60. 

MARGRET   HOWTH :    A  Story   of  Toniay.      1    voL 

Iflno.     •1.26. 
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M'CLINTOCK'S  (Castatk  Francis  L.)  The  VoTag3  of 

the  **  Fox**  in  tiie  Antic  Seas.  A  NamtiT«  of  the  Diaeoroy  uf  the 
Fate  €#  Sir  John  FrankUa  and  Ida  GanpanloaB.  Preface  fey  8ib  Bod- 
saiCK  McaCHDOSsF.ILS.  With  Mapa  and  Illiistzattana.  IroL  Vbax 
$1.60. 

MEREDITETS  (Owkn)  [Bobkrt  Bui.wer  Ltttoh]  Po- 
etical WoricB, — coDtaininK  The  Wanderer,  CljrtemDeatra,  etc  8  VQlk 
aftw>.    mneaadgoU.    $8.00. 

Lncfle.    IyoL  32ma  Blue  and  gold.   $1.50. 

MILL'S  (John  Stuart)  On  Liberty.   1  yoL    16mo.   $1.25. 

MITFORI/S  (Mart  Bussell)  Our  Yillage.    Blnstrated. 

2T0to.    16taa.    $3.00. 

Atiherton,  and  other  Tales.  'With  a  taie  Por- 
trait after  Locas.    lYOL    10OM>.    $1.60. 

MORLETS  (Henry)  The  Life  of  Bernard  Palias^,   of 

Baintea.   Hia  labon  and  Diaooreries  in  Art  and  Scienoe.   2  Tola.   liBtao. 
$2.00. 

MOTHER  WELL'S  (William)  Poetical  Works.    Complete. 

With  a  MeoMrir  hy  Jaioes  McCohmht,  Bbq.,  and  Fortraifc.     1  voL 
82mo.    Blneaadgold.    $L60. 

. Minstrelsy,  Ancient  and  Modem.    With 

a  Hiitorlcallntrodaction and  Notea.    2 Tola.    16mo.    $2.00. 

MOW  ATT  S  (Anna  Cora)  Autobiography  of  an  Actress; 

Or,  Eight  TearB  on  the  stage.    WithPortnat.    IroL    lOmo.    $1.60. 

. Mimic  Life ;  Or,  Before  and  Behind  the  Curtain. 

A  Series  of  NarratiTes.    1  yol.    lOmo.    $  1.60. 

, Twin  Roses.  A  Narrative.   1  yoL  16mo.  $1.00. 

Plays :  —  Armand ;  Or,  The  Peer  and  the  Peas- 


ant I    Fkahlon ;  Or,  Life  in  New  York.    1  yoL    lOmo.    %  1.00. 

MURDOCH  (Ja^es  E.)  and  Russell's  (William)  Or- 
thophony *,  Or,  The  CoItiTation  of  the  Human  Yoioe  In  Elocutioo.    With 
a  Supplement  on  Puri^  <A  Tone  by  Pbof.  G.  J.  Wkbb.    1  toL    llniia. 
$1.26. 

MULOCHS  (Dinah  Maria)  Poems.  1  voL    16mo.   $  1.25. 
iV!E^X'iSi  (John)  True  Womanhood.  A  Novel.   IyoL    ISmot 

$1.60. 

NORTON'S  (Charles  Eliot)  Notes  of  Travel  and  Study 

in  Italy.    1vol.    16mo.    9:1.25. 

OTIS'S  (Mrs.  Harrison  Gray)  The  Barclays  of  Boston. 

1  voL    12mo.    $  1.25. 

PARLE rS  (Peter)    Lambert   Lilly's    Histories:  —  The 

American  Revolution ;  The  Neir  England  States  \  The  Middle  States  ; 
The  Southern  States }  The  Western  States.  Illustrated.  6  vols.  IBbmw 
Each,  60  cts. 

PARSONS'S   (Prof.  Theophilus)    A  Memoir  of  C%ief 

Justice  Theophilus  Parsons,  with  Notices  of  Some  of  his  Oontemi 
^^  a  Portrait  tay  SmoFF,  alttr  Snrm.    ItoL    Iteo.    $l.Tl 
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PARSONS' 8  (Thomab  William)  Poems.    1  voL    12mo. 

$1.26. 

PATMORE'S  (Covbntbt)  The  Angel  in  the  Hoase.    A 

'Poem.    In  Two  Parts.    L  Tb&  Betrothal }  U.  The  iEsponsala.    2  yoIs. 
16mo.    Each,  91.26. 

Faithful  Forever.   An  Episode  of  "  The  Angel 

in  the  House.'*    1  vol.    16mo.    $  1.26. 

PERCIVAVS  (James  Gates)  Poetical  Works.     Newly 

collected.  With  a  Biographic  Sketch  and  authentic  Partrait.  2  vols. 
S2ino.    Blue  and  gold.    $  3.00. 

PHILLIPS'S  (George  S.)  [Januabt  Searle]  The  Gyp- 
sies of  the  Danes*  Dike.  A  Story  of  Hedgeside  Life  in  England  in  toe 
Year  1856.    lyol.   12mo.  •L76. 

PlOZZrS  (Mrs.   Thrale)   Autobiography,  Letters,  and 

Literary  Remains.  Edited,  with  Notes  ana  an  Introdnctory  Account  of 
her  Life  and  Writings,  by  A.  Hatwabd,  Esq.,  Q.O.  IyoL  12mo.  $1.76. 

PIPERS  (R.  N.,  M.  D.)  Operative  Surgery.    Illustrated  by 

over  1900  Engrayings.    1  voL    Svo.    $  6.60. 

PRIOR'S  (James)  Memoir  of  the  Life  and  Character  of 

Edmund  Burke,  with  Specimens  of  his  Poetry  and  Letters,  and  an  Esti- 
mate of  his  Genius  and  Talents  compared  with  those  of  his  great  Con- 
temporaries.   With  Portrait.    2  yols.    16mo.    $  8.00. 

PRESCOTT  (George  B.)  The  History,  Theory,  and  Prac- 
tice of  the  Electric  Telegraph.  With  100  Engravings.  1  vdL  12mo. 
$2.00. 

PRESCOTTS  (William  H.)  Life.  By  George  Ticknor. 

1  vol.  4to.  Illustrated.  $10.00.  Library  Edition.  Svo.  93.00. 
Popular  Edition,    I2mo.    9  2.00. 

PRESCOTT  (Harriet  E.)  The  Amber  Gods,  and  other 

Tales.   IvoL    16mo.    $1.76. 

_^ Azarian.     1  vol.     16mo.    $  1.25. 

PROCTER'S  (Adelaide  A.)  Poetical  Worka.    Complete. 

Ivol.    82mo.    Blue  and  gold.    $1.60. 

Poetical  Works.     Complete.    1  vol.     16mo. 

CaHntt  Edition,    9  2.00. 

PUTNAM'S  (Mary  Lowell)  The  Record  of  an  Obscure 

Man.    1vol.    16mo.    76cts. 

__- The  Tragedy  of  Errors.    1  vol.    16mo.    75  cts. 

The  Tragedy  of  Success.   1  vol.   16mo.    75  cts. 

QUINCTS  (JosiAH  Phillips)  Lyteria:  A  Dramatic  Poem. 

1  voL    Itaio.    60  cts. 

Charicles  :  A  Dramatic  Poem.    1  vol.    16mo. 

60  cu. 

QUINCTS    (Edmund)    Wensley.      A    Story  without    a 

MoraL    1  vol.    16mo.    Paper,  60  cts. ;  Cloth,  76  cts. 

RAMS  A  Y'S  (E.  B.,  M  A.,  LL.  D.,  F.  R.  &  E.,  Dean  of 

Edinburgh)  yiemtnfwwinwf  of  SooMsh  Lifc  and  Ohansiar.    Wtth  an 
American  PiMbos.    1  vol.    16n».    $  1.60. 
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RAINBOWS  FOR  CHILDREN.    1  voL   16ma    With  28 

Blttstntioiis.    $1.00. 

iJilF5  (Isaac,  M.D.)  Mental  Hygiene.   1vol.  16mo.  $1.50. 
REAUS  (Thomas  Buchanan)  Poetical  Works.    Including 

"Sjlria,"  «  The  House  by  the  8ea,*>  ^'IheNewPmstoralf^eCe.    2Tota. 
12nio.    $3.00. 

^BAjDS'iS  (CHABLB8)PegWoflington.    1vol.  16mo.  $1.25. 

, Christie  Johnstone.     1  vol.     16mo.     $  1.25. 

Clouds  and  Sunshine.     1  vol.     16mo.     $  1.25. 

Never  too  Late  to  Mend.     2  vols.    16mo.    $  2.50. 

. White  Lies.    1  voL     16mo.    $  1.50. 

Propria  Quae  Maribus,  and  the  Box-Tunnel.    1 

yol.    16mo.    Paper.    25cts. 

REID*S  (Mayne)  The  Desert  Home ;  Or,  The  Adventures 

of  •  Family  lost  in  the  Wilderaess.    Illustrated.    IroL    16mo.    $  L25. 

The  Forest  Exiles :  Or,  The  Perils  of  a  Peruvian 

Family  in  the  Wilda  of  the  Amason.    Blastrated.  1  roL   lOmo.    $1.2&. 

The  Boy  Hunters;  Or,  Adventures  in  Search  of  a 


White  BaflUo.    nioBtrated.    1  yoL    16mo.    $1.25. 

The  Young  Voyageurs ;  Or,  The  Boy  Hanters  in  the 

North.    Dlostrated.    IyoC    16mo.    $1.26. 

The  Bush-Boys ;    Or,   The    History   and    Adven- 


tures of  a  Gape  Fanner  and  his  Family  in  the  Wild  Karoos  of  South. 
emAfirica.    Illustrated.    1  yoI.    16mo.    $1.25. 

The  Young  Yagers :  A  Sequel  to  the  Bush-Boys. 

Illustrated.    1  vol.    16mo.     $125. 

The  Plant-Hunters.  Illustrated.  IvoL  16mo.  $1.25. 

Ban  Away  to  Sea.  Illustrated.  1vol.    16ma    $1.25. 

The  Boy  Tar;  Or,  A  Voyage  in  the  Dark.     Illus- 


trated.   lYol.    16mo.    $1.25. 

Odd  People  :  A  Description  of  Various   Singular 

BaoesofBIen.  Bluatrated.  Ivol.  18mo.  $1.25.  Cheeg*  Edition^  eOc^ 

Bruin ;  Or,  The  Grand  Bear-Hunt.    Illustrated.    1 

vol.    16mo.    $  1.25. 

The  Cliff-Climbers;  or,  The  Lone  Home  in  the 


Himalayas.    Illustrated.    1  yoL    16mo.    $1.25. 

The  Ocean  Waife.     A  Story  of  Adventure  by  Land 


and  Sea.    I  rol.   12mo.   Blnstrated.    9 1.50. 

The  Boy  Slaves ;  or,  Life  in  the  Desert.  Illustrated. 


Irol.    12mo.    81-50. 

REVELATIONS  OF  MOTHER  JULIANA,    an  An- 

chorete  of  Norwich  in  the  Days  of  Edward  the  Third.    1  voL    16mo. 
Cloth,  bevelled  boards  and  red  edges.    $  1.25. 

RICHTER*S  (Jean  Paul  Friedrich)  Utan :  A  Bomance. 

TransIafeedbyOKABUBT.BBOOKS.  THtfa Portrait.  2Yol8.  12ma.  %LVk 
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RICHTERS  (Jean  Paul  FRiBDRiCH)Levana;  Op,  The 

Doctrine  of  Education.    ly(d.    12mo.    $2.00. 

Flower,   Fruit,    and   Thorn    Pieces.    2  vols. 

12mo.    A  New  Edition,    $3.50. 

Campaner  Thai,  and  Other  Writings.    1  yoI. 


12mo.    $  2.00. 

Hesperus;  or,  Forty-five  Dog-Post-Days.      A 


Biography.  Translated  by  Chakles  T.  Bbooks.  2to1b.  12mo.   Nearly 
ready. 

Life  of.    See  Lee  (Mrs.  E.  B.). 


ROBERTS  ON*  S    (the    late    Frederick    W.)    Sermons. 

Preached  at  Trinity  Chapel,  Brighton,  England.  In  Five  Tolmnes; 
the  First  containing  a  Portrait,  and  the  Third  a  Memoir.  12mo.  Each 
vol.,  $  1.60.    Sold  separately  or  in  sets. 

. Lectures  and  Addresses  on  Literary  and 

Social  Topics.    IyqI.    12mo.    $1.50. 

Letters  on  Theological,  Scientific  and  So- 


cial "Subjects.   Preparing, 
S ALA'S  (George  Augustus)  A  Journey  Due  North :  Be- 

ii^  Notes  of  a  Residence  in  Russia.    1  rol.    16mo.    $  1.25. 

SARGENT S  (Epbs)  Songs  of  the  Sea^ and  other  Poems. 

1  vol.    lOmo.    75  cts. 

SARGENT'S  (Winthrop)  The  Life  and  Career  of  Major 

John  Andr6,  Adjutant-General  of  the  British  Army  in  America.    With 
Portrait    1  yol.    12mo.    $1.75. 

SAXE'S  (John  G.)  Humorous  and  Satirical  Poems.    With 

Portrait    1  vol.    lOmo.    $1.00. 

! —  The  Money-King,  and  other  Poems.    TVith  New 

Portrait    IyoI.    16mo.    91.00^ 

Poems.    The  two  preceding  volumes  bound  in  one. 


16mo.    $  1.75. 

Clever   Stories  of  Many  Nations.     Rendered  in 


Rhyme.    1  yoI.  small  4to.    Illustrated.    $8.50. 

Poetical  Works.    Complete.    With  New  Portrait 


iToL    ISmo.    CaHnet  Edition,    8200. 

Poetical  Works.    Complete.    With  New   Portrait. 


1  ToL    82mo.    Blue  and  gold.    $  1.50. 

ST.  JOHN'S  (Bayle)  ViUage-Life  in  Egypt,  with  Sketches 

of  the  Said.    2  vols.    IQmo.    $2.00. 

SEA  RLE  (January).    See  Phillips,  George  S. 
SEVEN  LITTLE  SISTERS  (The)  that  live  in  the  Round 

Ball  that  Floats  in  the  Air.    With  Illustrations.    1  vol.    Square  12mo. 
81.00. 

SHAKESPEARE    SONNETS.     A  new   and    beautiful 

edition,  printed  on  tinted  pa];>er,  and  handsomely  bound.  1  yol.  small  4to. 
Juat  ready*    $1.50. 

SHAKSPEAR'S  (Capt.  Henry)  The  Wild  Sports  of  India. 

With  Remarks  on  the  Breeding  and  Rearing  of  Horses,  and  the  Foraui- 
Uon  of  light  Irregular  Cayaliy.    1  yoL    16mo.    8 1.00. 

SHELLEY  MEMORIALS.     From    Authentic    Sources. 

Edited  by  Last  Shillbt.    1  y(d.    16mo.    8 1.25. 


18  lAU  of  Booh  PuiHshed  hy 

SCOTT S  (Sir  Walter)  The  Waverley  Novels.    lUustrated 

Hmuehold  Edition,    fiO  vols.    16ino.    per  yoI.,  $  1.60. 

O*  The  following  is  the  order  of  publication,  and  the  Novels  wUi  be  sold 
separately  or  in  sets,  at  the  option  of  porchaaers. 

Warerley.    2  rols.  St  Ronan's  Well;    2yols. 

Ouy  Mannering.    2  rols.  Redfrauntlet    2  yoIb. 

The  Antiquary.    2  vols.  The  Betrothed.  I «  ,^,^ 

Rob  Roy.    2  vols.  The  Highland  Widoir.   J  "*  ^"' 

Old  Mortality.    2  yols.  The  Talisman. 


2  vols. 


Black  I>warf.  ) «     j^  Two  Drovers. 

Legend  of  Montrose.   >  My  Aunt  Margaret's  Mirror. 

Beart  of  Mid-Lothian.    2  vols.  The  Tapestried  Chamber. 

Bride  of  Lammermoor.    2  vols.  The  Laird's  Jock. 

Ivanhoe.    2  vols.  Woodstock.    2  vols* 

The  Monastery.    2  vols.  The  Fair  Maid  of  Perth.    2  vols. 

The  Abbot.    2  vols.  Anne  of  Oeierstein.    2  vols. 

Kenilworth.    2  vols.  Count  Robert  of  Paris.    2  vols. 

The  Pirate.    2  vols.  The  Surgeon's  Daughter.  ^ 

The  Fortunes  of  NigeL    2  vols.  Castle  Dangerous.  >  2  rols. 

Peveril  of  the  Peak.    2  vols.  Index  and  Glossary.        3 

Quentin  Dunrard.    2  vols. 

Tales  of  a  Grandfather.    Uniform  with  the  Novels. 


niustrated.   6  vols.    ISmo.    $9.00.    The  Same.    6  volumes  boulsd  In  8. 
Idmo.    $7.50. 

Life.    By  J.  G.  Lockhart.    Uniform  with  the 


Novels.    Illustrated.    9  vols.    Idmo.    $18.50. 

Ivanhoe.     A  Romance.     Holiday  Edition,    Ulos- 


trated  and  elegantly  bound.    1  vol.    ISmo.    $  2.00. 

Poems.     Uniform  with  the  Novels.    9  vols.     16mo. 


•  12.00.    Jusf  ready. 

SILSBEE'S  (Mrs.)  Memory  and  Hope.    A  Collection  of 

Consolatory  Pieces.    1  vol.    8vo.    $  3.00. 

Willie  Winkle's  Nursery  Rhymes  of  Scotland. 

With  Frontispiece  by  BiLLiHOS.    1  voL    ISmo.    81*00. 

SMILES*S  (Samuel)  The  Life  of  George  Stephenson,  Rail- 
way Engineer.  With  a  copy  of  Luoas'b  Portrait,  on  steel,  by  ScBorr. 
1  voL    iSmo.    $  1.60. 

Self-Help.    With  Ulustrations  of  Character  and 

Conduct.  Containing  a  Complete  Analytical  Index,  and  fine  Portrait  of 
JohxFlaxmah.    IvoL  lOmo.  $1.25. 

Brief  Biographies.    With  6   Steel  Portnuts.     1 

voL    16mo.  $1.50. 

Industrial  Biography :   Iron-Workers  and  Tool- 


Makers.    I  vol.    16mo.    $  1.50. 
SMITH'S  (Alexander)  A  Life  Drama,  and  other  Poems. 

1  voU    16mo.    75  ots. 

City  Poems.  With  Portrait.    1vol.    16mo.   $1.00. 

Edwin  of  Deira.     1  vol.     16mo.    $  1.00. 

SMITH'S  (Goldwin)  Letter  to  a  Whig  Member  of  the 

Southern  Independenoe  Association.    ISmo.    Paper.    25  cents. 

SMITirS  (Horace  and  James)  Rejected  Addresses ;  Or, 

The  New  Theatrum  Poetarum.    With  Prefiaoe  and  Notes  by  the  Authon. 
A  New  Edition,    1  voL    16mo.    •  1.00. 
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SMITH'S  (William)  Thorndale ;  Or,  The  Condict  of  Opin- 
ions.   lYoL    12mo.    $1.76. 

STODDARI/S  (R.  H.)  Poems.    1  vol.    16mo.     75  eta. 

\ Songs  of  Summer.    1vol.    16mo.    $1.00. 

— Adventures  in  Fairy  Land.     A  Book  for 

Yodog  People.    DlttBtrated.    1  vol.    16mo.    8 1.00. 

SPEAGUE'S  (Charles)   Complete    Poetical    and   Prose 

Writings.    With  Portrait,    lyol.    16mo.    91.00. 

STRANGE,    SURPRISING    ADVENTURES  of  the 

Venerable  Oooroo  Simple  and  his  Five  Disciples,  Noodle,  Doodle,  Wise- 
acre, S^ny,  and  Foosle.  Adorned  with  50  Illustrations  by  Alfbid 
CbowquilXm    1vol.    16mo.   $2.50. 

STOWE*S  (Mrs.  Harriet  Beecher)  Agnes  of  Sorrento. 

An  Italian  Romance.    1  voL    12mo.    $  1.75. 

The  Pearl  of  Orr's  Island.    An  American  Story, 

1  vol.    12mo.    $  1.75. 

Uncle  Tom's  Cabin.     Zl\(k   Thousand.     1  vol. 


12mo.    $1.75. 

The  Minister's  Wooing.     1  vol.    12mo.    $  1.75. 

House  and  Home  Papers.     1  voL      16mo.    Just 


ready,    •  1.50. 

The  May-Flower,  and  other  Sketches.    A  New 


Edition,    If  early  Ready, 

SWORD  AND  GOWN.     A  Novel.     By  the  Author  of 

**  Guy  Livingstone.**    1  voL    lOmo.    fl.OO. 

TABERNACLE  (The).     A  Collection  of  Hymn-Tunes, 

Chants,  Sentences,  Motetts,  and  Anthems,  adapted  to  Public  and  Private 

Worship,  and  to  the  Use  of  Choirs,  Singing-Schools,  Musical  Societies. 

e  and  Conventions }  together  with  a  Complete  Treatise  on  the  Principles  of 

Musical  Notation.    By  B.  P.  Baub  and  W.  0.  Pbrkiks.    1  voL    $  1.25. 

TALES  FROM  CATLAND,    1vol.   Square  16mo.   76cts. 
TARDIEWS  Treatise  on  Epidemic  Cholera.     Translated 

trom.  the  French  by  S.  L.  Bioklow,  M.  D.    With  an  Appendix  by  a 
Fellow  of  the  Blassachusetts  Medical  Society.    IvoL    12mo.    $1.00. 

TAYLORS  (Bayard)  Poems  of  the  Orient    1  voL    16mo. 

SL25. 

Poems  of  Home  and  Travel.  1  vol.  16mo.  $  1.25. 

The  Poet's  Journal.    1  vol.     16mo.    $  1.25. 

_ Poetical  Works.     New  and  Complete  Edition. 

With  an  entirely  new  Portrait  of  the  Author.    1  vol.  82mo.    Blue  and 
gold,    •  1.50. 

2!4  ri;Oi2'5  (Henry)  Notes  from  Life.    1vol.   16mo.   $1.00. 
_ Philip  Van  Artevelde.    A  New  Edition.     1  vol. 

82nio.    Blue  and  gold.    $1.50. 

TERRTS  (Rose)  Poems.    1  vol.    16mo.    $  1.00. 

TH ACKER  AT  S(y[.lA,)'BsyisAA.    1vol.     16mo.    $1.00. 


so  Lia  ofBookg  JhiMiOed  2y 


TENNYSON*S  (Alvbkd)  Poema.    With  Portrait.     3  T^h. 

lOmo.     $8.00. 

.Poetical  Works.     Complete.   With  Portrait 


C«Mnet  JCdttion.    2Tolfl.    lOmo.    Si-OO. 

Poetical  Works.    Complete.    With  Pcrtrait 


Blu9  and  gold  Edition,    S  vols.   82mo.    S  8.00. 


Poetical  Works.     Complete.    Widi  Portrait. 

Pocket  Edition,    IyoU    ISrno.    S1.50. 

Enoch  Arden,  &c.    1  voL     16mo.    With  Six 


niastntiona.    $1.00. 

£noch  Arden,  &c.     1  vol.    82ma    Blue  and 


Gold,    $1.00. 

Enoch  Arden.    Illustrated  Edition,     Printed 


oa  tinted  paper,  with  Portnit,  YignetteTiUe,  and  filnrtrm  TUnifraftM 
1  YoL    Small  4to.    $  2.00. 

Enoch  Arden.  Cheap  Edition,   Paper  coTers. 


Three  IlliistratlonB.    26  cts. 

-The  Princess.  A  Medley.  1vol.  16mo.  Sl.OO. 

In    Memoriam.       1   voL      16mo.       $1.25. 


HoUdaif  Edition,    ItoL    4to.    $8.00. 

Idyls  of  the  King.     1  voL    16mo.     Sl.25. 


THOREA  U*S  (Hkitoy  D.)  Walden ;  Or,  Life  in  the  Woods. 

lYol.    lOmo.    $1.60. 

. A  Week  on  the  Concord  and  Merrimac  Bivers. 

iToL    12mo.    $1.76. 

-  Excurnons  in  Eield  and  Forest    With  Poi^ 


trait.    lOmo.    $  1.60. 

The  Mwne  Woods.    1  vol.    16mo.     $1.50. 

^  Cape  Cod.    1  vol.    16mo. 


TICKNOR'S    (George)    History   of  Spanish   Literature. 

^^v  and  Revised  Edition,    8yol8.    12mo.   $6.00. 

^  Life  of  William  Hicklino  Pbescott.  1  voL 

4to.    Illustrated  with  Steel  Portraits  and  Wood  EngraTings,  and  da- 
8*i>^  printed  and  boond.    $10.00. 

z- The  same.  Library  Edition,  IvoL   8vo.   $3.00. 

/^<^«'«- ^dttton.    Ivcd.    12mo.    $2.00. 

^^^^^VILLE'S  (Alexis  de)  Memoirs,  Letters,  and 

ftS**^'     Translated  from  the  French  of  Gustjitb  db  Bka^dmost. 
•*  vois.    lQin<>,    1 8^00^ 

^^^^^  ]^^ys  (E.  J.)  Recollections  of  the  Last  Days  of 

^rrrr'i^i^ «  *"'*  ®y™^  i^^-  i<^®-  ^^•^*' 

^        i^-^^^'S    (Henry  Theodore)  Poems.     1   voL 

'^^^T^^^^^'Sf  (Frederick  Goddard)  Poems.     1  voL 
'^^^^itf'^W?  (Prop.  John,  F.R  S.)  The  Glaciers  of  the 

CWi»t^   Behxj^  a  NarratiTe  of  Excursioni  and  Ascents,  an  Aooownt  of  the 
Phenomena  of  Gladers,  and  an  Exposition  of  the  Physical 
~^hioh  they  are  related.    With  numeroos  Illastratloas. 
1.76. 


Tidtmor  and  fiddM.  tl 

UPHAJtS^  (Hon.  Chames  W,)  Life,  Explorations,  and 


IvoL    Ktoo.    SIJS. 

walker: S  (James,  D.  D.)  Sennoos  Preached  in  Hairaid 

-^       "     IwL     IftM.    $1.75. 


WARREN*S  (John  C^  M.D.)  Etherizatioii  and  CUorofom; 

witb 8m)^cil Bcmaiks.    ItoL    Hnw».    Mcts* 

lis  PreYendon  and  Cure.    1  toL 


10 

The  Fresenration  of  Health,  with  Bemaifa  qh 


Onwtf|irtifln,OldAgc,ete,    IvoL    16tao.    Wda. 

Ufe.    Compfled  chiefly  from  his  Aatobiogimphj 


and  Jdmiali,  hj  Soviuu*  Wabbbv,  M.  D.    With  nfaHtntioiM  on  SLJ 
IV&son.    StoIs.    8fOw    $3.M.  ^^ 

WALLISrS  (S.  T.)  Spain:  Her  Institutiona,  PoUtics,  and 

PoMielfeii.    ItuL    Itao.    $L25.  ^         ^ 

WHE ATONES  (Robert)  Memoir.    With  Selectiona  fttwn 

hit  Writiiigi.    iTnL    lOmob    91.2ft. 

WHIPPLE S  (E.  p.)  Lectures  on  Subjects  connected  with 

litentore  aiMl  Life.    ItoL    Iftno.    S1.2ft. 

Essays  and  Beviews.     2  vols.     16mo.    tS.OO. 

Washington  and  the  Bevolation.   1  yoL  lemo. 

20ctB. 

WHITTIERS  (JoHW  G.)  Poetical  Works.  Complete,  With 

Portnifc.    Cabinet  EdUion.    2yola.    ISmo.    $4.00. 

In  War^Ume,  and  other  Poems.      1   vfj 

ICmo.    Cloth,  $1.2S. 

Poetical  Works.    Complete.    With  Portrait 


Blue  mtd  gold  Edition.    2  yob.    82iiia    $8.00. 

Songs  of  Labor.     1  voL    16mo.    76  cts. 


1  ToL    Khno.    75  cts. 


The  Chapel  of  the  Hermits,  and  other  Poems. 


The  Panorama,  and  other  Poems.  1  voL 

lOmo.    75  cts. 

Home  Ballads  and  Poems.    1  vol.  16mo. 

Old  Portraits  and  Modem  Sketches.  1  voL 


•  1.00. 


lOino.    9125. 


Leaves  from  Marauret  Smith's  Journal  in  the 

Province  of  Biassachusetts  Buy,  1678-9.    1  voL    16mo.    fl.25. 

Literary  Eecreations  and  Miscellanies.    1  vol. 


lOmo.      $  1.50. 

WILLIAMSrS  (Henry  W.,  M.  D.)  A  Practical  Guide  to 

theStodyortheDiieasesoftheEye.    IyoL    l^pio.    $2.00. 

WINTER  OP  S  (Robert  C.)  Life  and  Letters  of  John  Win- 

throp.    iTol     8yo.    With  Portnite  and  Woodcttte.    $8.00. 


n  List  of  Boob  PidUthed  hy 

WJNTHROrS  (Thtodou)  Cecfl  Dreeme.    Widi  Bio- 

liiliMi ■! ntiili h  >j  flBnuni  TTn i ii ■  rnum     ItbL    IAm.    SIM. 

John  Brent    1  yoL    16mou    %  1.50. 

Edwin  Brolhertoft.     1  toL    Iftno.    %  1.5a 

The  Canoe  and  the  Saddle.    1  t<^     IGdkx. 

$LM. 

Life  in  die  Open  Air,  and  other  Papers. 


With  Fortnil  en  fltad,  and  an  SkiipmTniK  of  ML 
BkeliA  ^  V.  K.  OraaciL    ItbL    IBmo.    $1.50. 

WORDSWORTH'S  (Chbistopher)  Memoirs  of  William 

WordavortlL,FMtInmeale,I>.aL.    Sdiftrd  l^HnvrBssDu    SvoIl 
latav.    $3,001 

ZSCHOKKE'S  Meditations  on  Death  and  Eternity.    Trans- 

lated  teat  the  Gcnnan  ^  hsDBacA.  BOW.AX.    iToL    laao.    $1.SQl 
Meditations  on  life  and  its  Beligiioos  Duties. 


IkanriatBd from  tihe  Qqian ly  gaw>B—* a  Bowah.  ItoL  IAhol  $1J0l 


■>^^»^»^^>%^»^»^^^^^^>^»^ 


CABIHET  EDinOHB  OF  THE  POETS. 

MB88B8.  TiCKNOB  AKD  FiELDS  are  publishing  a  new 
edition  of  the  writings  of  popular  Poets,  called  the  Cabinet 
Edition.  It  is  handsomely  printed  on  laid  tinted  paper,  and 
elegantly  boand  in  yellmn  cloth  with  gilt  top.  The  following 
are  now  published :  — 

Lonsfdhu^s  Poems.    2  yoIs.    $  4.00. 
Tennyson's  Poems,    2  yoIs.    $  4.00. 
WhilHer's  Poems.    2  toIs.    %  4.00. 
Holmet^s  Poems.    1  yoL    $  2.00. 
Sax^s  Poems.     1  yoL    $  2.00. 
LowelPs  Poems.    2  yoIs.    $  4.00. 
LongfeUoufs  Prose  Works.    2  vols.    $4.00. 
Adelaide  Procter's  Poems.    1  voL    $  2.00. 
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LongfeUoufs  Poems,     2  vols.     S3.00. 

Longfellow* s  Prose,     2  toIs.    $3.00. 

Whittier^s  Poems,     2  vols.     $3.00. 

Leigh  Hunt's  Poems,     2  vols.    $3.00. 

Tennyson's  Poems,    2  vols.    $  3.00. 

Gerald  Massey's  Poems.    $  1.50. 

LotoeWs  Poems,     2  vols.    $  3.00. 

PercivoTs  Poems,    2  vols.    $  3.00. 

MothertoeWs  Poems,    $  1.50. 

Owen  Meredith's  Poems,    2  vols.    $  3.00. 

Owen  Meredith's  Lucile,    $  1  50. 

Sydney  DoheWs  Poems,    $  1.50. 

Botoring's  Matins  and  Vespers,    $  1.50. 

Allingham's  Poems.    $  1.50. 

Horace.    Translated  by  Theodore  Maktin.    $1.50. 

Mrs,  Jameson's  Characteristics  of  Women,    $  1.60. 

Mrs,  Jameson's  Loves  of  the  Poets,    $  1.50. 

Mrs,  Jameson's  Diary,    $  1.50. 

Mrs.  Jameson's  Sketches  of  Art,    $  1.50. 

Mrs.  Jameson's  Legends  of  the  Madonna,    $  1.50. 

Mrs,  Jameson's  Italian  Painters.    $  1.50. 

Mrs.  Jameson's  Studies  and  Stories.    $  1.50. 

Mrs.  Jameson's  Sacred  and  Legendary  Art     2  vols.    $3.00. 

Mrs.  Jameson's  Legends  of  the  Monastic  Orders,     $  1.50. 

Saxe's  Poems,    $1.50. 

Clough's  Poems.    $  1.50. 

Holmes's  Poems,    $  1.50. 

Adelaide  Procter's  Poems,    $  1.50. 

Taylor's  Philip  Van  Artevelde,    $1.50. 

Hawthom^s  Twice  Told  Tales,    2  vols.    $8.00. 

Bayard  Taylor's  Poems,    $1.50. 

Tennyson's  Enoch  Arden,  ffc.    $  1.00. 
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